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Out  of  the  eonijuereJ  Ptul 

Unrmiishahit  Btauty; 
Hrarts  that  are  Jevj  and  dutt 

Rebuking  the  dream  of  Deaths 
Flower  of  the  day  dawn-cast 

Triumphant  in  earth's  aroma t 
Strings  that  viere  strained  in  rust 

A-lrtmhle  vitlh  Music's  hrealhl 

JFine  thai  viai  spilt  in  haste 

Arising  in  fumes  more  preeioui; 
Garlands  that  fell  forgot 

Rooting  to  wondrous  bloom; 
Youth  that  would  fiow  to  waste 

Pausing  in  pool-green  valleys  — 
Jnd  Passion  that  lasted  not 
Surviving  the  voiceless  Tomhf 

Arthur  Upson. 
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INTRODVCTION 

Tbii  book  furniihes,  if  I  am  not  mistaken,  the  largest  and 
tbtrtfore  most  valuable  collection  yet  printed,  on  either  side 
fit  Auntie  Ocean,  of  the  poetry  of  the  great  Elixahethan 
ferioJ  in  England.  This  alone  should  make  it  a  work  of 
much  value  for  use  in  all  those  colleges  and  high  schools 
vAere  the  worth  of  the  best  literature  is  habitually  appre- 
ciated,. JFert  it  only  for  the  service  of  i^ch  institutions  the 
very  best  poetry  of  every  epoch  ought  to  be  collected  bodily 
,  and  not  merely  selected,  as  if  by  samples.  Fevj_  indeed  are 
tberi  among  the  teachers  of  such  schools  viho  vjill  not  find 
in  this  volume,  as  I  have  found,  many  poems  of  striking 
value  and  intere_st  which  have  escaped  all  their  previous 
reading. 

j  The  sonorous  epithet  of  "  Elizabethan  "  is  commonly  ap- 
plied to  the  epoch  to  vihich  this  volume  is  substantially  con- 
I  f.ned.  Tet  it  ■will  always  remain  iouhtful  bow  far  the  School 
I  0/  poetry  here  represented  ought  justly  to  bear  that  great 
jueen's  name.  That  she  had  some  knovHeige  of  Latin  and 
Greek  vie  know,  and  that  she  spoke  several  modem  language^ 
with  some  degree  of 'fluency.    It  has    however,  been  justly 
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claimed  by  one  of  the  matt  accompliihei  of  EngUshtoomin, 
Mrs.  Anna  yameton,  that  btr  Majtity  fuai  "  much  fonder  oj 
displaying  her  own  name  than  of  encouraging  the  learned'' 
Indeed,  the  same  intprtstioti  of  her  is  rather  confirmed  than 
■  Dlhenuiie  by  the  extravagant  flattery  pronounced  on  the  queen 
hy  one  vjho  was  in  tome  respects  the  best  critic  of  bis  day, 
Putienham,  the  author  of  the  "  Arte  of  English  Poetie."  He  I 
assures  us  thai  the  queen's  "  learned,  delicate,  and  rtoWf 
muse  easily  surmounleth  all  the  rest  that  have  written  hefare 
her  time  or  since,  for  sense,  sweetness  and  suhlilitie  .  .  . 
even  by  as  much  oddes  as  her  vum  excellent  estate  and  degree 
exceedeth  all  the  rest  of  her  most  humble  vassals."  The  slight- 
est glance  at  her  Majesty's  so-called  poetry  will  dispose  of  edt  I 
such'  flattering  criticism,  while  on  the  other  band  the  men 
names  of  such  writers  as  Shakespeare,  Bacon,  Sidney,  Ra- 
leigh, Hooker,  Spenser,  Marvell,  Herrick,  and  the  rest  stand 
out  as  memorials  of  an  intellectual  group  which  must  have 
been  greatly  self-sustaining  and  by  no  means  the  outcome  of 
any  mere  patronage. 

Wkot  it  is  which  provides  at  irregular  intervals  of  human 
history  such  rare  intellectual  groups,  we  canriot  tdl;  and  De 
Q^infty  seems  hardly  extravagant  when  he  likens  them  to 
earthquake .  periods  or  equinoctial  gales,  thingf  irtscrutabie 
<vtd  wondrous.     It  is  hardly  necessary  to  point  out   that 
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England  has  had  later  intellectual  periods,  equally  ^vell  de- 
fined, if  not  collectively  quite  to  great;  those,  for  instance, 
Ttfreiented  hy  the  names  of  Burns  and  Byron,  of  Coleridge 
and  Wordsviorth,  of  Tennyson  and  Browning.  Even  America 
is  now  old  enough  to  look  back  on  two  marked  epochs,  the  onf 
represented  by  Cooper  and  Irving  —  writert  of  prose  only  — 
tbe  other  hy  Emerson  and  Longfellow.  The  utmost  that  can 
te  done  for  these  exceptional  combinations  is  to  study  them 
vihile  they  still  flourish,  and  do  justice  to  them  when  they  have 
passed  by.  Yet  all  other  such  groups  are  unquestionably 
dwarfed  by  the  wealth  and  variety  of  the  Elizabethan  period; 
and  it  if  to  thit  theme  accordingly  that  the  present  volume 

Thomas  Wentwortu  Higginson. 
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PREFACE  TO   THE  SECOND  EDITION 

In  ibe  steond  edition  of  this  Anthology  the  editor  hot  availed 
himself  of  suggestions  by  the  f/rofeitari  of  English  in  many  of 
our  hading  univertitlei  which  will  tend  to  greatly  increase 
its  value,  which,  with  much  satisfaction  to  both  the  publishers 
and  the  editor,  has  been  acknowledged  by  the  sympathetic 
reception  which  greeted  its  publication. 

In  accordance  with  these  suggestions  there  has  been  sup' 
plied  in  plate  of  an  index  of  poems  by  numbers,  an  index  of 
titles  under  authors  with  short  biographies  of  each.  A  glossary 
has  alio  been  added.  In  some  instances  slight  changes  have 
been  mode  in  the  text.  Where  these  have  occurred,  it  has 
been  due  to  a  question  of  accuracy  in  the  original  versions  or 
to  later  alterations  by  editors,  with  a  view  to  rendering  six- 
teenth-century meaning  understandable  to  the  point  of  view 
of  the  present  day. 

I  hereby  acknowledge  my  obligations  for  these  suggestions 
and  for  encouraging  words  of  praise  to  Prof.  William  Hand 
Browne,  of  Johns  Hopkins  University,  Prof  William  Lyon 
Phelps,  of  Tale  University,  Adele  Lathrop,  of  WellesUy 
College,  Prof.  Felix  Schelling,  of  the  University  of  Penn- 
sylvania, Prof.  Brander  Matthews  and  Prof  Curtis  Hidden 
Page,  of  Columbia  University,  Prof.  Richard  Burton,  of  the 
University  of  Minnesota,  Prof  W.  H.  Schofield  and  Prof 
C.  T.  Copeland,  of  Harvard  University,  William  Dean 
Howelli,  John  Russell  Hayes,  and  others. 

W.  S.  B. 

New  Tear's  Day,  1907. 
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PREFACE 

It  has  been  my  purpoie  tn  comfiling  ibis  hook  to  Jo,  what  I 
marvel  has  not  long  ago  been  aecompUihed  —  thai  is,  to  make  a 
lingle-volume  anthology  thai  would  contain  the  best  verse  of 
Iht  Elixabiihtxn  Age,  whose  limits  I  have  set  from  the  publica- 
tion o^TTottel's  Miscellany,  1557,  to  the  poets  barn  as  late  as  the 
tigbteenih  year  of  the  seventeenth  century.  While  these  dales 
are  the  indicative  horixon  lines  of  the  opening  and  close  of  the 
period,  the  selections  are  really  chosen  from  the  contributions 
of  one  hundred  and  seventy-one  years;  for  as  we  ken  that 
mysttrious  pathway  up  which  the  sun  creeps  towards  dawn, 
and  meditate  the  solemnity  of  the  woods  lying  behind  the  sun- 
set, so  here  have  we  caught  those  early  pipings  which  set  the 
hey  for  the  noonday's  golden  chorus,  and  made  a  nest  to  give  its 
faint  and  dying  echoes  a  home  after  sunset. . 

Milton,  I  have  not  included,  for  in  my  judgment  his  muse 
is  not  Elizabethan,  though  something  more  thai  was  strong 
and  independent  enough  in  its  genius  to  create  a  new  dawn 
OMt  of  the  Elixabetban  nightfall.  The  one  pre-eminent  poet  he 
remains,  without  the  ensemble  of  a  great  contemporary  and 
succeeding  group  of  singers,  from  the  s'ixteentb  century  to  the 
birAs  of  Blake  and  Bums,  dates  after  which,  for  another  cen- 
tury, the  soul  of  English  poetry  was  Indigenous  to  mountain 
piaks.  .  .  . 

Unlike  Mr.  Quiller-Couch's  purpose  stated  in  the  Preface 
to  bit  Golden  Pomp,  my  aim  has  been  both  to  instruct  and 
please;  and  this  I  bad  hoped  to  accomplish  without  being 
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tcholastie  in  any  senst  of  attempt  at  chronotogicat  order  of 
authors,  or  by  adjusting  single  poems  to  complement  any  fact 
of  historical  significance.  It  being  true  as  has  been  laiJ  by  a 
contemporary  critic,  that  the  Age  vtas  one  when  verse  was 
"  used  as  speech,  and  becomes  song  by  way  of  speech,"  there 
could  be  nothing  better  than  its  poetry  at  an  expression  of  its 
manners,  morals,  religious  aspirations,  national  and  domestic 
life,  vices,  virtues,  and  the  temper  of  the  personal  attitude: 
Soldiers  and  sea-faring  adventurers,  courtiers  and  ambassadors, 
barons  and  commons,  tavern-vagabonds  and  play-actors,  all 
wrote  verse  as  the  familiar  and  divine  gift  of  tnme  beneficent 
god  on  Parnassus  who  made  the  English  his  chosen  people 
of  melody.  The  world  was  fresh  and  young;  the  West  passage 
to  India  was  still  a  virgin  route,  and  the  chemical  forces  of 
nature  were  unleashed  to  the  utility  of  man.  Beauty  and  won- 
der came  out  of  the  re-aivakened  consciousness  of  the  Italiatt 
Renaissance;  the  dim  mysterious  continefit  below  the  sunset 
filled  the  dreams  In  English  minds  with  daring  and  bravery: 
Ot  home  were  pageants  and  masques,  and  a  Sovereign  who, 
gracing  them  with  her  presence,  exerted  a  subtle  influenct 
and  power  which  her  subjects  from  court  to  hut  acknowledged 
in  prayer,  praise,  and'  devotion;  there  was  personal  -and 
family  honour  to  be  cherished  and  preserved;  and  women  filleJ 
men's  hearts  with  a  madness  for  possession  as  if  their,  lips 
had  lasted  the  wondrous  apples  of  the  Hetperides.  And  in 
their  doing  of  these  things  the  desire  and  the  deed  were  intense. 
Emotion  without  any  system  of  psychology  went  straight  to 
the  goal  of  expression;  and  out  of  emotiott,  thought  was  born, 
growing  to  a  marvellous  philosophy  in  Shakespeare,  sound 
ethics  in  Fulke  Greville,  and  sublime  morality  in  Samuel 
Daniel.  And  la  these  ipialities  of.  a  universal  hum 
piriod  contributed  the  classicism  of  Greece  and  Romi 
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of  HeJonitm  of  •  infellect  in  "Jonsirt;  a  riotout  Pagoffitm  of 
imiet  in  Lodge  and  Fletehtr;  a  Plalottifm  of  spiritual  inttr- 
fretalion  in  Spinier  and  hii  great  ichoolmen  Draylon  and 
Brnvme;  and  in  Campion  and  Herrick  a  rirh,  ripe  lyrie 
HHeranee  which  sttB  remains  something  quite  better  in  sub- 
stance, form,  and  expr*ssitm-tban  any  art  txcfpt  that  af 
SbeUej. 

In  Raping  the  paemt  I  have  fcdiawed  rmtgbly  a  general 
scheme-;-  nof  too  closely  nor  with-  the  absrJute  formality  vf  a 
flonjtT'shop.  I  hevt  preferred  instead,  to  come  otd  of  a  prodi* 
gal-  and  fragrant  field  mth  an  ifrmftU  of  fiowers  with  perfumes- 
and  colours  arramged  by  kind,  indifferently,  to  give  something 
of  Nature's  variety. 

/Fitb  Sptnier,  in  Jl  but  one  instance,  the  original  spelling 
has  been  retained  since  infiettian  and  colour,  are  so  intricately 
woven  in  the  woof  of  the  older  fashion  of  words.  fFilb  vtry  few 
exceptions  I  have  Aeen  partieutar  to  give  eaeh  poem  without 
omission  «/  stomas  or  lines;  etpecially.  has  this  been  so  in 
cases  where  longer  verses  have  been  "  fashioned  "  by  former 
editors  to  give  the  lyric  form  and  qu^ity,  and  depleted  of  fin* 
lines  and  single  stanxos  which  will  be  met  with  here  as  new  to 
many  readers.  ,  In  making  the  selections  my  method  was,  first 
loreadtbrougbtheworksofthf  poets  in  their  own  editions  of  far 
as  accessible.  Of  course  no  ont  working  in  the  poetry  of  the 
period  could  hope  to  da  the  xuork  half  well  viitbout  tbt  valucibte 
contributiont  of  Mr.  Bullen't  Lyrics  from  the  Elix«bethan 
Song  Books.  The  reader  as  well  as  the  editor  ovics  to  Mr. 
BuSen't  patient  and  scholarly  researches  through  the  C(Mte- 
tions  of  public  and  private  Maniiscripl*  an  infinite  d^  of 
gratitude.  As  it  is  impossible  to  indicate  acknowledgment  of 
each  poem  which  awes  its  discovery  and  publication  to  his 
loving  and  tireless  labours,  I  wish  here  for  all,  to  express  my 
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ohligaHon  16  hitrn  When  the  numbers  tuere  chosen  I  con- 
sulted the  Anthologies.  To  Mr.  Quiller-Couch's  Golden 
Pomp  /  am  indebted  for  HouieWs  poem  '  Of  Misery  '  on 
page  $-]»,  and  Wisdome's  'A  Rdigioiu  Use  of  Taking 
Tobacco'  OR  page  547,  holb  0/  >uihisb  I  had  not  met 
with  tlseuibert.  While  in  my  selections  J  viat  indepen- 
dent of  the  anthologies,  I  must  still  accredit  to  them  assistance 
nihicb  I  gladly  acknouJedge  in  collating  the  text  of  digertttt 
versions,  and  for  many  valuable  suggestions  in  punctuetipn 
which  in  a  book  of  ibis  sort  it  of  infinite  concern.  My-oblig^' 
tiont  are  thus  rendered  to  Mr.  Quiller-Couch's  Gald«i  Pomp 
and  The  Oxford  Boole  of  English  Verae,  the  laU  Mr. 
Palgrave's  Golden  Treasury  {First  Series),  Dr.  Hannah'* 
The  Courtly  Poets,  Dr.  Arber's  British  Anthologiei  {Wyat 
and  Surrey,  S penser.,-  Shaketpeare  and  fonson),  Mr,  Bul- 
len's  reprints  of  England'j  Helicon  end  Dawson's  Poeti- 
cal Rhapsody,  Professor  Felix  E.  Schelling's  A  Book  of 
EHzabethan  Lyrics,  and  Arthur  Symons'.  Sixteenth  Cen- 
tuty  Antholc^,  for  which  I  am  indebted  to  Mr.  S.  C. 
Williams,  Literary  Editor  of  the  Boston  Advertiser. 

/  wish  also  to  tender  my  thanks  for  personal  assistance  and 
suggestions  to  Mr.  V.  Stanley  Millikin,  to  Mr.  Burton  Kline, 
and  to  Mr,  Arthur  Upson,  who-  read  the  pages  and  gave 
me  valuable  information  for  the  notes;  and  to  Mr.  Thomas 
Wentworth  Higginson,  who  read  the  proofs  of  the  entirt 
book  and  whose  wise  counsel  and  encouragement  was  always 
generously  given. 

W.&.B. 

Boston,  August  17, 190& 
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The  Doubt 

yjf  £  Joubt  of  futurt  foes 
Exiles  my  present  ]oy. 
And  wit  me  tvaros  to  shun  sifeh  snarft 
At  threaten  mine  annoy. 

For  falsehood  now  doth  flmo. 

And  subject  faith  dolh  eSb, 

Which  tuoaid  not  be  if  reason  ruled. 

Or  wisdom  weaved  the  web. 

But  clouds  of  toys  untried 
Do  cloak  aspiring  minds, 
Which  turn  to  rain  of  late  repent. 
By  coarse  of  changed  winds. 

The  top  of  hope  supposed 
The  root  of  ruth  will  be. 
And  fruitless  all  their  grajfid  guilttf 
As  thorny  ye  shall  see. 

Then  daxded  eyes  with  pride. 
Which  great  ambition  hltndt. 
Shall  be  unsealed  by  worthy  wights. 
Whose  foresight  falsehood  finds. 
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The  daughter  of  debate, 
That  eke  discord  doth  loiu, 
Shall  reap  no  gain  ■when  former  ruU 
Hath  taught  still  peace  la  grow. 

No  foreign  banished  wight 
Shall  anchor  in  thii  port; 
Out  realm  it  hrooki  no  stranger' t  forte i 
Let  them  elsewhere  resort. 

Out  rusty  sword  with  rest 
Shall  first  his  edge  employ. 
To  poll  their  tops  that  seek  such  change 
And  gapi  for  future  joy. 

Queen  Eliichelh 
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T^HE  lark  now  leaves  his  wai'ry  nen, 
-'-      And  climbing  shakes  his  dewy  wings. 
He  takes  this  window  fot  the  East, 

And  to  implore  your  light  he  sings  — 
Awake,  awake  I  the  mom  will  never  rise 
Till  she  can  dress  her  beauty  at  your  eyes. 

The  merchant  bows  unto  the  seaman's  star. 
The  ploughman  from  the  sun  his  season  takes; 

But  still  the  lover  wonders  what  they  are 
Who  look  for  day  before  his  mistress  wakes. 

Awake,  awake !  break  thro'  your  vdls  of  lawn ! 

Then  draw  your  curtains,  and  begin  the  dawn ! 

Sir  fF.  Davtnant 


Datim 

T^LY  hence,  shadows,  that  do  keep 

^       Watchful  sorrows  charmed  in  sleep  I 

Tho'  the  eyes  be  overtaken. 

Yet  the  heart  doth  ever  waken 

Thoughts  chained   up  in   busy  snares 

Of  continual  woes  and  cares : 

Love  and  griefs  are  so  exprest 

As  they  rather  sigh  than  rest. 
Fly  hence,  shadows,  that  do  keep 
Watchful  sorrows  charmed  in  sleep. 

J.  Ford 
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Matiti'Smg 

"pACK  clouds,  away,  and  welcome,  daj'! 
■■■       With  night  we  banish  sorrow. 
Sweet  air,  blow  soft;  mount,  lark,  aloft 

To  give  my  Love  good-morrow! 
Wings  from  the  wind  to  please  her  minJ, 

Notes  from  the  lark  I'll  borrow: 
Bird,  prune  thy  wing,  nightingale,  sing; 

To  give  my  Love  good-morrow  I 
To  give  my  Love  good-morrow 

Notes  from  them  all  I'll  borrow. 

Walce  from  thy  nest,  robin  red-bteaK, 

Sing  birds  in  every  furrow. 
And  from  each  bill  let  music  shrill 
Give  my  fair  Love  good-morrow  I 
Blackbird  and  thrush  in  evecy  bush. 

Stare,  linnet,  and  cocksparrow. 
You  pretty  elves,  amongst  yourselves 
Sing  my  fair  Love  good-morrow; 
To  give  my  Love  good-morrow. 
Sing,  birds,  in  every  furrow. 

T.  HtywQoi 

Song  to  Apollo 

CING  to  Apollo,  god  of  day, 

*~^    Whose  golden  beams  with  morning  play 

And  make  her  eyes  so  brightly  shjne, 

Aurora's  face  is  called  divine; 

Sing  to  Phcebus  and  that  throne 

Of  diamonds  which  he  sits  upon. 
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lo,  pecans  let  ns  sing 

To  Physic's  and  to  Poesy's  king  I 

Crown  all  his  altars  widi  bright  fire, 
Laurels  bind  about  his  tyre, 
A  Daphnean  coronet  for  his  head, 
The  Muses  dance  about  his  bed; 
When  on  his  ravishing  lute  he  plays. 
Strew  his  temple  round  with  bays. 
lo,  pxans  let  us  sing 
To  the  glittering  Delian  kbgl 


7-iyy 


.  Hark,  Hark!  the  Lark 


TJ ARK,  hark!   the  lark  at  heaven's  gate  sings. 

And  Phcebus  'gins  arise, 
His  steeds  to  water  at  those  springs 

On  chaliced  flowers  that  lies; 
And  winking  Mary-buds  begin 

To  ope  their  golden  eyes: 
With  everything  that  pretty  bin. 
My  lady  sweet,  arise: 
Arise,  arise. 

ff'.  Shaktsptare 

6.  The  Lffve  Call 

PhylUda.  pORYDON,  arise,  my  Cotydon! 

Titan  shineth  clear. 
CoryJon.  Wtto  is  it  that  calleth  Corydon  ? 
Who  is  it  that  1  hear  ? 
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Ph^.  Phyllida,  thy  true  love,  calleth  thee, 
Arise  then,  arise  then. 
Arise  and  teep  thy  flock  with  me  I 
Cor.  Phyllida,  my  tnie  love,  is  it  shef 
I  come  then,  I  come  then, 
I  come  and  keep  my  flock  with  thee. 

Phyi.  Here  are  cherries  ripe  for  my  Coiydon; 
Eat  them  for  my  sake. 
Cot.  Here's  my  oaten  pipe,  my  lovely  one, 
Spott  fof  thee  to  make. 
Phyl.  Here  are  threads,  my  true  love,  fine  as  silk 
To  knit  thee,  to  knit  thee, 
A  pair  of  stockings  white  as  milk. 
Cot.  Here  are  reeds,  my  true  love,  fine  and  neat 
To  make  thee,  to  make  thee, 
A  bonnet  to  withstand  the  heat.   ,    \_ 

Phyl.  I  will  gather  flowers,  my  Corydon, 
To  set  in  thy  cap. 
Cot.  1  will  gather  pears,  my  lovely  one, 

To  put  in  diy  lap. 
Ph^.  I  will  buy  my  mie  love  garters  gay 
For  Sundays,  for  Sundays, 
To  wear  about  his  legs  so  tall. 
Cor.  I'  will  buy  my  true  love  yellow  say. 
For  Sundays,  for  Sundays, 
To  wear  about  her  middle  small. 

Phyl.  When  my  Goiydon  fiits  on  a  hill  ' 
Making  melody  — 
Cor.  When  my  lovely  one  goes  to  her  wh«e), 

Singing  cheerily  — 
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Phyl.  Sure  meihinkc  my  true  love  doth  excel 
For  sweetness,  for  sweetness. 
Our  Pan,  that  old  Arcadian  knight.    ' 
Cor.  And  methinks  my  true  love  bears  the  heir 
For  clearness,  for  clearness. 
Beyond  the  nymphs  that  be  so  bright,' 

Phyl.  Had  my  Corydon,  my  Coiydon, 

Been,  alack  i    her  swain  — 
Cor.  Had  my  lovely  one,  my  lovely  one. 

Been  in  Ida  plain  — 
Phyl.  Cynthia  Endymion  had  refused. 
Preferring,  preferring 
My  Corydon  to  play  withal. 
Cor.  The  Queen  of  Love  had  been  excused 
Bequeathing,  bequeathing 
My  Phyllida  the  golden  ball. 

Phyl.  Yonder  comes  my  mothei,  Coiydon, 
Whither  shall  I  Oyl 
Cot.  Under  yonder  beech,  my  lovely  one. 
While  rfie  passeth  by. 
Wy.  Say  to  her  thy  true  love  was  not  here: 
Remembv,  remember, 
To-morrow  is  another  day. 
Cor.  Doubt  me  not,  my  true  love,  do  not  feac; 
Farewell  then,  fareweU  then  I 
Heaven  koep  our  loves  alway. 
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7.  Summons  to  Love 

pHdBUS,  arisel 

''-     And  paint  the  sable  skies 

With  azure,  white,  and  ted; 

Rouse  Memnon's  mother  from  her  Tithon's  bed, 

That  she  thy  carriere  may  with  loses  spread; 

The  nightingales  thy  coming  each-where  sing; 

Make  an  eternal  Spring! 

Give  life  to  this  dark  world  which  Ueth  dead; 

Spread  forth  thy  golden  hair 

In  larger  locks  than  thou  wast  wont  before. 

And  emperor-like  decore 

With  diadem  of  pearl  .thy  temples  fair: 

Chase  hence  the  ugly  night 

Which  serves  but  to  make  dear  thy  glorious  light, 

—  This  is  that  happy  mom. 

That  day,  long-wished  day 

Of  all  my  life  so  dark, 

(If  cruel  stars  have  not  my  ruin  swoni 

And  fates  not  hope  betray). 

Which,  only  white,  deserves 

A  diamond  for  ever  t^ould  it  mark. 

This  is  the  mom  should  bring  unto  this  grove 

My  Love,  to  hear  and  tecompense  my  love. 

Fair  King,  who  all  preserves. 

But  show  thy  blushing  beams, 

And  thou  two  sweeter  eyes 

Shalt  see  than  those  which  by  Peneus'  streams 

Did  once  thy  heart  surprise. 

Nay,  suns,  which  shine  as  clear 

As  thou  when  two  thou  did  to  Rome  appear. 
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Now,  Flora,  deck  thyself  in  fairett  guiser 

If  that  ye,  winds,  would  hear 

A  voice  surpassing  far  Amphion's  lyre, 

Your  stormy  chiding  slay; 

het  Zephyr  on!y  breathe. 

And  with  her  tresses  play. 

Kissing  sometimes  these  purple  ports  of  deadi, 

—  The  winds  all  silent  are. 

And  Phcebus  in  his  chair 

Ensaffroning  sea  and  ait 

Makes  vanish  eveiy  star: 

Night  like  a  drunkard  reels 

Beyond  the  hills,  to  shun  his  flaming  wheels: 

The  fields  with  flowers  are  deck'd  in  every  hue. 

The  clouds  with  orient  gold  spangle  their  blue; 

Here  is  the  pleasant  place  — 

And  eveiything,  save  Her,  who  all  should  grace. 

ff',  Dnimmond 


0 


On  a  Fair  Morning 

kN  a  fair  morning,  as  I  came  by  the  way. 

Met  1  with  a  meriy  maid  in    the   merty  month  of 

When  a  sweet  love  sings  his  lovely  lay 

And  every  bird  upon  the  bush  bechirps  it  up  so  gay: 

With  a  heave  and  a  ho !    wiib  a  heave  and  a  ho  I 

Thy  wife  shall  be  thy  ntaster,  I  trow. 

Sing,  care  away,  care  away,  let  the  world  go! 

Hey,  lustily  all  in  a  row,  all  in  a  tow, 

Sing,  care  away,  care  away,  let  the  world  go! 

7 
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p.  Stay,  O  Sweet 

CTAY,  O  sweet,  and  do  not  rise! 

*— '  The  light  that  shines  comes  from  thine  eyes; 

The  day  breaks  rot:    it  is  ray  heart, 
Because  that  you  and  I   must  part. 

Stay  I    or  else  my  joys  will  die, 

And  perish  in  their  infancy. 


Tis  true,  'tis  day:  what  though  it  be? 
O,  wilt  thou  therefore  rise  from  me  ? 

Why  should  we  rise  because  'tis  light } 
Did  we  lie  down  because  'twas  night  l 

Love,  which  in  spite  of  darkness  brought  us  hither, 

Should  in  despite  of  light  keep  us  together. 

Light  hath  no  tongue,  but  is  all  eye. 
If  it  could  speak  as  well  as  spy, 

This  were  the  worst  that  it  could  say:  — 
That,  being  well,  I  fain  would  stay. 

And  that  I  lov'd  my  heart  and  honour  so. 

That  I  would  not  from  him,  that  had  them,  go. 

Must  business  thee  from  hence  remove  t 
Oh,  that's  the  worse  disease  of  lovel 

The  poor,  the  fool,  the  false,  love  can 
Admit,  but  not  the  busied  man. 

He,  which  hath  business,  and  makes  love,  doth  do 

Such  wrong,  as  when  a  manied  man  doth  woo. 

J.  Dotatt 
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Th£  Night  Is  Near  Gone 

"LJEY!    now  the  day  davris; 

■*■    The  jolly  cock  crawis; 
Now  shroudis  the  shawis 

Thro'  Nature  anon. 
The  thissel-cock  cry  is 
On  lovers  wba  lyis: 
Now  skaillis  the  skyis; 

The  nicht  is  heir  gone. 

The  fieldis  oueiflowis 
With  gowans  that  growis, 
Quhair  lilies  like  low  is 

As  red  as  the  rone. 
The  turtle  that  true  is. 
With  notes  that  renewU, 
Her  pairty  pursuia: 

The  nicht  is  neir  gone. 

Now  hairtis  with  hmdis 
Conform  to  their  kindis, 
Hie  tursis  their  tyndis 
On  ground  quhair  they  grone. 

Now  h  urchin  is,  with  hairis; 
Aye  passis  in  pairis; 
Quhilk  duly  declaris    ■ 
The  nicht  is  nejr  gorte. 

The  season  escellis 
Through  sweetness  that  smeiiii; 
Now  Ci^id  compellis 
Our  hairtis  echone 
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On  Venus  wha  waikis. 
To  muse  on  our  maikis. 
Syne  sing  for  their  saikis — ■ 
"  The  nicht  is  ndr  gone !  " 

All  courageous  knichtis 
Aganis  the  day  dichtis 
The  bieist-plate  that  bright  is 

To  fight  with  their  fone. 
The  stoned  steed  stampis 
Through  couiage,  and  crampis, 
Syne  on  the  land  lampis: 

The  nicht  is  neit  gone. 

The  friekts  on  feildis 
That  wight  wapins  weildis 
With  shyning  bright  shieldis 

At  Titan  in  trone; 
Stiff  speiris  in  reistis 
Ouer  cotseris  crenis 
Aie  broke  on  their  breistis: 

The  nicht  is  neir  gone. 

So  hard  are  their  hittis, 
Some  sweyis,  some  sittis. 
And  some  perforce  flittis 

On  gEound  quhile  they  grone. 
Syne  groom  is  that  gay  is 
On  blonkis  that  brayis 
With  swordis  assayis:  — 

The  .licht  is  neir  gone. 

A.  Montgomrrie 
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Springs  Welcome 

"\ ^THAT  bird  so  sings,  yet  so  does  wail ? 
*  "^     O  'tis  the  ravish'd  nightingale. 
7"S.  i"S'  i"g'  i"S'  '""'"/  sh«  <^"es. 
And  still  her  woes  at  ntidnigfat  rise. 
Brave  prick-songi    Who  is't  now  we  hear? 
None  but  the  Uik  so  shrill  and  clear; 
Now  at  heaven's  gate  she  claps  her  wing^ 
The  mom  not  waking  till  she  sings. 
Hark,  hark,  with  what  a  pretty  throat 
Poor  robin  redbreast  tunes  his  note; 
Hark  how  the  jolly  cuckoos  sing 
Cuckoo!  to  welcome  in  the  spring! 
Cutkool   to  welcome  in  the  spring! 


J.Lyty 


Spring 


CPRING,  the  sweet  Spring,  is  the  year's  pleasant  king; 
'^   Then  blooms  each  thing,  then  maids  dance  in  a  ring. 
Cold  doth  not  ning,  the  pretty  birds  do  sing — 
Cuckoo,  jug-jug,  pu-we,  to-witta-woo  I 

The  palm  uid  May  make  country  houses  gay, 
Lambs  frisk  and  play,  the  shepherds  pipe  all  day. 
And  we  hear  aye  birds  tune  this  merry  lay  — 
Cuckoo,  jug- jug,  pu-we,  to-witta-woo  t 
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The  fields  breathe  sweet,  the  daisies  tiss  our  feet, 
Young  lovers  meet,  old  wives  a-sunning  sit. 
In  every  street  these  tunes  our  ears  do  greet  — 
Cuclcoo,  jug-jug,  pu-we,  to-witta-woo  I 
Spring,  the  sweet  Spring) 

T.  Naih, 

/?.  WhMst  It  Is  Prime 

THRESH  Spting,  the  herald  of  love's  mighty  king, 
■'■      In  whose  cote-armour  richly  are  displayed 
AH  sorts  of  flowers  the  which  on  earth  do  spring 
In  goodly  colours  gloriously  arrayed,  — 
Go  to  my  love  where  she  is  careless  laid 
Yet  in  her  Winter's  bower  not  well  awake: 
Tell  her  the  joyous  time  will  not  be  stayed 
Unless  she  do  him  by  the  fore-lock  take: 
Bid  her  therefore  herself  soon  ready  make 
To  wait  on  Love  amongst  his  lovely  crew: 
Where  every  one  that  misseth  then  her  make 
Shall  be  by  him  amerced  with  penance  due. 
Make  haste  therefore,  sweet  Love,  whilst  it  is  prime. 
For  none  can  call  again  the  passed  time. 

B.  Spenser 

14.  Description  of  the  Spring 

fFherein  each  thing  renevis,  lave  only  the  Lover 

'T'HE  eoote  season,  that  bud  and  bloom  JntA  brings, 
-*■     With  green  hath  clad  the  hill  ani  eka  the  vale; 
The  nightingale  with  feathers  new  she  sings; 
The  turtle  to  her  make  hath  told  her  tale. 
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Summer  !s  come,  for  every  spray  now  springs; 
The  hart  hath  hung  his  old  head  on  the  pale; 
The  buck  in  brake  his  winter  coat  he  flings; 
The  fishes  flete  with  new  repaired  scale. 
The  adder^alt  )ier  sloi^h  away  she  slings;- 
The  swift  swal'o"  pu^ftueth  the  flies  sinale; 
The  busy  bee  her  hon^  now  she  mings; 
Winter  is  worn  that  was  the  flowers'  bale. 
And  thus  I  see  amtmg  these  pleasant  things 
Each  care  decays,  and  yet  my  sorrow  sprioga. 

Earl  QJ  Surrey 


15.  Short  Sunshine 

T^ULL  many  a  glorious  morning  have  I  s^n 
■*■     Flatter  the  mountain  tops  with  sovran  eye, 
Kissing  tnth  golden  face  the  meadows  green,    . 
Gilding  pale  streams  with  heavenly  alchemy; 
Anon  permit  the  basest  clouds  to  ride 
With  ugly  rack  on  his  celestial  face. 
And  from  the  forlorn  world  his  visage  hide. 
Stealing  unseen  to  west  with  this  disgrace. 
E'a)  so  my  sun  one  early  mom  did  shine 
With  all-triumphant  splendour  on  my  brow; 
But  out,  alack !    he  was  but  one  hour  mine. 
The  region  cloud  hath  masked  him  from  me  now. 
Yet  him  for  this  my  love  no  whit  disdaineth; 
Suns  of  the  world  may  stain  when  heaven's  sun  staineth. 
^.  Shahsfiare 
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t6.        Beauty,  Sweet  Love,  Is  Like  the 
Morning  Dew 

TSEAUTY,  sweet  Love,  is  like  the  morning  dew, 
■*-^  Whose  shoit  refresh  upon  the  tender  green 
Cheers  for  a  time,  but  till  the  sun  doth  shew. 
And  straight  'tis  gone  as  it  had  never  been. 
Soon  doth  it  fade  that  makes  the  fairest  flourish, 
Short  is  the  glory  of  the  blushing  rose; 
The  hue  which  thou  so  carefully  dost  nourish. 
Yet  which  at  length  thou  must  be  forced  to  lose. 
When  thou,  surcharged  with  burthen  of  thy  years, 
Shalt  bend  thy  wrinkles  homeward  to  the  earth. 
And  that,  in  Beauty's  Lease  expired,  appears 
The  Date  of  Age,  the  Kalends  of  our  Death  — 
But  ah !    no  more  1  —  this  must  n«  be  fonseld. 
For  women  grieve  to  think  they  must  be  old. 

S.  Danid 

ty.  When  Dajjodils  Begin  to  Peer 

WHEN  daffodils  begin  to  peer, 

With  heipb !  the  doxy  over  the  dale, 

Why,  then  comes  in  the  sweet  o'  the  year; 

For  the  red  blood  reigns  in  the  winter's  pale. 

The  white  sheet  bleaching  on  the  hedge, 
With  height   the  sweet  birds,  O,  how  they  sing) 

Doth  set  my  pugging  tooth  on  edge; 
For  a  quart  of  ale  is  a  dish  for  a  king. 
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The  larlc  that  tirra-lirra  chants. 

With  heigh  I    with  heigh  I    the  thrush  and  rfie  jay. 
Are  summer  songs  for  me  and  my  aunts. 

While  we  lie  tumbling  in  the  hay. 

W.  Shakesptart 


i8.  Fair  Is  My  Love  for  April's  in  Her  Face 

T^AIR  is  my  love  for  April's  in  her  face: 

-^       Her  lovely  breasts  September  claims  his  part. 

And  lordly  July  in  her  eyes  takes  place, , 

But  cold  December  dwelleth  in  her  heart; 
Blest  be  the  months  that  set  my  thoughts  on  fire. 
Accurst  that  month  that  hindereth  my  desire. 

Like  Fhcebus'  lire,  so  sparkle  both  her  eyes. 
As  air  perfumed  with  amber  is  her  breath. 

Like  swelling  waves,  her  lovely  breasts  do  rise, 
As  earth  her  heart,  cold,  dateth  me  to  death : 

Aye  me,  poor  man,  that  on  the  earth  do  live. 

When  unkind  earth,  death  and  despair  doth  gire! 

In  pomp  sits  mercy  seated  in  hei  face, 
Love  twixt  her  hreasts  his  trophies  doth  imprint. 

Her  eyes  shine'  favour,  courtesy,  and  grace. 
But  touch  her  heart,  ah  that  is  framed  of  flint  I 

Therefore  my  harvest  in  the  grass  bears  grain; 

The  rock  will  vrear,  washed  with  a  winter's  rain. 
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rg.  To  Aurora 

/^  IF  thou  knew'st  how  thou  thyself  dost  harm, 

^-^  And  dost  prejudge  thy  bliss,  and  spoil  my  rest; 

Then  thou  would'st  melt  the  ice  out  of  thy  breast 

And  thy  relenting  heart  would  kindly  warm. 

O  if  thy  pride  did  not  our  joys  controul. 

What  world  of  loving  wonders  should'st  thou  see; 

For  if  I  saw  thee  once  transformed  in  me. 

Then  in  thy  bosom  would  I  pour  my  soul; 

Then  all  my  thoughts  should  in  thy  visage  shine, 

And  if  that  ought  mischanced  thou  should'st  not  moan 

Nor  bear  the  burthen  of  thy  griefs  alone; 

No,  I  would  have  my  share  in  what  were  thine. 

And  whilst  we  thus  should  make  our  sorrows  one,- 

This  ha[^  harmony  would  make  them  none. 

if.  Alexander,  Eart  of  Stirlins 

20.  Aurora        , 

(~\  HAPPY  Tithon  I    if  thou  know'st  thy  hap, 
^-^    And  valuest  thy  wealth,  as  I  my  want, 

Then  need'st  thou  not  —  which  ah  1    T  grieve  to  gtwit  — 
Repine  at  Jove,  lulled  in  his  leman's  lap: 
That  ^d^u  shower  in.  which  he  did  lepost-r—    - 
One  dewy  drop  it  stains 
Which  thy  Aurora  rains 
Upon  the  rural  plains. 
When  from  thy  bed  she  passionately  goes. 

Then,  wakened  with  the  music  of  the  merles. 
She  notTcmembers  Memnon  when  she  moiims: 
That  faithful  flame  which  in  her  bosom  bums 

From  crystal  conduits  throws  those  liquid  pearls: 
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Sad  from  thy  sight  so  soon  to  be  removed. 

She  so  her  grief  delates. 

—  O  favoured  by  the  fates 

Above  the  happiest  states, 
Who  art  of  one  so  worthy  well-beloved  I 

ff.  Alixander,  Earl  of  Slirling 

21.  To  Meadows 

"V/'E  have  been  fresh  and  green, 
-'-      Ye  have  been  AUed  wkh  flowers, 
And  ye  the  walks  have  been 
Where  maids  have  spent  their  hours. 

You  have  beheld  how  they 

With  wicker  arks  did  come 
To  kiss  and  hear  away 

The  richer  cowslips  borne. 

You've  heard  them  sweetly  sii^  - 
And  seen  them  in  a  round;    , 

Each  virgin  like  a  Spring, 
With  honeysuckles  crowned. 

But  now  we  see  noiie  here 
Whose  silvery  feet  did  tread  ■ 

And  with  dishevelled  hair 
Adom'd  this  smoother  mead. 

Like  unthrifts,  having  spent 
Your  stock  and  needy  growiv 

You're  left  here  to  lament 
Your  poor  estates,  alone. 
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22.  The  Primrose 

A  SK  me. why  I  send  you  here 

This  Sweei  Infanta  of  the  year? 
Ask  me  why  1  send  to  you 
This  Primrose,  thus  bepearl'd  with  dewi 
I  will  whisper  to  your  ears ; 
The  sweets  of  love  are  min'd  with  tears. 

Ask  me  why  this  flower  does  show 
So  yellow-^reen,  and  sickly  too  i 
Ask  me  why  the  stalk  is  weak 
And  bending,  [yet  it  doth  not  break]? 
I  will  answer: — These  discover 
What  doubts  and  fears  are  in  a  lover. 

r.  C^riw  or  R.  Hen 

2J.  To  Viokts 

"VyELCOME,  maids  of  honour, 
*  ^      You  do  bring 

In  the  Spring 
And  wait  upon  heir. 

She  has  virgins  many, 
Fresh  and  fair; 

More  sweet  than  any. 

Yod're  die  maiden  posieSi 

And  Ki  graced 

T»  be  placed 
'Fore  damask  roses. 
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Yet,  though  thus  respected, 

By-and-by 

Ye  do  die, 
Poor  girls,  neglected. 

R.  Herrick 


Perigot  and  Willie's  Roundelay 

TT  fell  upcm  a  holly  eve, 

Hey  ho,  hollidaye  I 
When  holly  fathers  wont  to  shrieve, 

Now  gynn^  this  toundelay. 
Sitting  upon  a  hill  so  hye, 

Hey  ho,  ihe  high  hyll  I 
The  while  my  flocke  did  feede  thereby. 

The  wiiile  the  shepheard  selfe  did  spill; 

I  saw  the  bouncing  Bellibone, 

Hey  ho,  Bonibell! 
Tripping  over  the  dale  alone: 

She  can  trippe  it  very  well; 
Well  decked  in  a  frocke  of  gray, 

Hey  ho,  gray  is  greetel 
And  in  a  ktrtle  of  greene  saye. 

The  greene  is  for  maydens  meete. 

A  chapelet  on  her  head  she  vrore. 

Hey  ho,  chapelet  t 
Of  sweete  violets  therein  was  store, 

—  She  sweeter  then  the  vicJet. 
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My  sheepe  did  leave  theyr  wonted  foode. 

Hey  ho,  seely  sheepe  I 
And  gazd  on  her,  as  diey.  were  wood, 
—  Woode  as  he,  that  did  diem  keepe. 

As  the  bonnilasse  passed  bye. 

Hey  ho,  bonilassel 
She  rovde  at  me  with  glauncing  eye. 

As  cleare  as  the  christall  glasse: 
All  as  the  sunnye  beame  so  bright. 

Hey  ho,  the  sunne  beanfe! 
Glauneeth  from  Plwefaiis  face  foithiigfat. 

So  love  into  my  hart  did  stteame: 

Or  as  the  thonder  cleaves  the  eloudes. 

Hey  ho,  the  thonder  t 
Wherein  the  Hghtsome  levin  shroudes. 

So  cleaves  thy  soule  asonder: 
Or  as  Dame  Cynthias  silver  raye 

Hey  ho,  the  moonelight ! 
Upon  the  glytteiing  wave  doth  playe:   : 

Such  play  is  a  pitteous  plight! 

The  glaunce  into  my  heart  did  glide. 

Hey  ho,  the  glyder! 
Therewith  my  soule  was  sharply  gryde; 

Such  woundes  soone  wexen  wider. 
Hasting  to  raunch  the  arrow  out, 

Hey  ho,  Perigot  I 
I  left  the  head  in  my  hart  rooie; 

It  was  a  (fesperate  shot.     " 
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There  It  nnckleth  ay  more  and  more. 

Hey  ho,  the  arrows  I 
Ne  can  I  find  salve  for  my  soie: 

Love  IG  %  fcureless  sonosve. 
And  though  my  bale  with  death  I  btaiight. 

Hey  ho,  heavie  cheeie! 
Yet  should  thilk  lassc:  not  from  iny:though[: 

So  you  may  buye  gold  to  deare.- 

But  whether  in  paynefutt  love  I  pyfie. 

Hey  ho,  pinching  paynel 
Or  thrive  in  welth,  she  shalbe  mine. 

But  if  thou  can  her  obteine. 
And  if  for  gracelesse  griefe  I  dye, 

Hey  ho,  gracelesse  griefe  1 
Witnesse,  shee  slewe  me  with  her  eye: 
Let  thy  follyc  be  the  priefe. 

And  you  that  sawe  it,  shiiple  shepe. 

Hey  ho,  the  fayre  lIocLe ! 
For  priefe  theceof  my  death  shall  weepe, 

And  mone  with  many  a  tfiocke. ' 
So  leamd  l.love  on  a  hollye  eve, — 

Hey  ho,  holidaye  I 
TUm  ever  since  my  hart  did  greve: 

Now  endeth  our  toundelay.  E.  Spen 

25.  The  Blossom 

/~\N  a  day  — alack  the  day!  — 

^-^     Love,  whose  month  was  ever, May, 

Spied  a  Mossom  passing  fair 

Playing  in  the  wanton  air: 
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Through  the  velvet  leaves  die  wind, 

All  unseen,  'gan  passage  find; 

That  the  lover,  sick  to  death, 

Wished  himself  the  heaven's  breath. 

"  Air,"  quoth  he,  "  thy  cheeks  may  blow; 

Air,  would  1  might  triumph  sol 

But,  alas,  my  hand  is  sworn 

Ne'er  to  pluck  thee  from  thy  thorn: 

Vow,  alack,  for  youth  unmeet; 

Youth  so  apt  to  pluck  a  sweet. 

Do  not  call  it  sin  in  me. 

That  I  am  forsworn  for  thee; 

Thou  for  whom  Jove  would  sweat 

Juno  but  an  Ethiope  were; 

And  deny  himself  for  Jove, 

Turning  mortal  for  thy  love."     W.  Shakrtpeat 

To  Blossoms 

'P'AIR  pledges  of  a  fruitful  tree, 
^       Why  do  ye  fall  so  fast  i 

Your  date  is  rrot  so  past 
But  you  may  stay  yet  here  awhile 

To  blush  and  gently  smile. 
And  go  at  last. 

Whatl    were  ye  bom  to  be 

An  hour  or  half's  delight. 

And  so  to  bid  good  night  7 
Twas  pity  Nature  brought  you  (bith 

Merely  to  show  your  worth 
And  lose  you  quite. 
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But  you  are  lovely  leiTcs,  wh^e  we 

May  read  how  Koon  things  have 

*        Their  end,  though  ne'er  bo  brave: 

And  after  they  have  shown  dieir  pride 

Like  you  awhile,  they  glide 

Itito  the  grave. 

R.  Herrick 

rj.  The  Blossom 

T  ITTLE  think'st  thou,  poor  flower, 
■*-'  Whom  I  have  watched  »ix  or  seven  days, 
And  seen  thy  birth,  and  seen  what  every  hour 
Gave  to  thy  growth,  thee  to  this  height  to  raise, 
And  now  dost  laugh  and  tfium[^  on  this  bough, 

—  Little  think'st  thou 
That  it  will  freeze  anon,  and  that  1  shall 
To-monow  find  thee  fall'n,  or  not  at  alt. 

Little  think'st  thou,  poor  heart. 

That  labouresi  yet  to  nestle  thee. 

And  think'st  by  hovering  here  to  get  a  pan 

In  a  forbidden  or  forbidding  tree. 

And  hop'st  her  stiffness  by  long  siege  to  bow, 

—  Little  think'st  thou 
That  thou,  to-morrow,  ere  the  sun  doth  wake, 
Must  with  the  sun  and  me  a  journey  take. 

But  thou,  which  loVtt  (o  be 
Subtle  to  plague  thyself,  wilt  say  — 
"Alas I   if  you  must  go,  what's  that  to  me? 
Here  lies  my  business,  and  here  will  I  stay; 
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You  go  to  frienda^  whose  love  and  means  present 

To  yout  eyes,  ears,  and  taste,  and  every  part^ 
If  then  youT  body  go,  what  need  your  heart  i  " 

Well,  then,  stay  here:  but  knon 

When  thou  hast  said  and  done  thy  most, 

A  naked  thinking  heart,  that  makes  no  show, 

Is  to  a  woman  but  a  kind  of  ghostj 

How  shall  she  know  my  heart  ?    Or,  having  none. 

Know  thee  for  one  i 
Practice  may  make  her  know  some  other  part. 
But  take  my  wotd,  she  doth  not  know  a  heait. 

Me^t  me  in  Londmi,  then, 

Twenty  days  hence,  and  thou  shalt  see 

Me  fresher  and  more  fat,  by  being  with  men, 

Than  if  I  had  stay'd  still  with  her  and  thee. 

For  God's  sake,  if  you  can,  be  you  so  too; 

I  will  give  you 
Th^re  to  another  friend,  whom  you  shall  find 
As  glad  to  have  my  body  as  my  mind. 


y.  Donne 


Conrma's  Maying 


/~*ET  up,  get  up  for  sh^m^I    The  blooming  mom 
^-'  Upon  her  wings  presents  the  god  unshorn. 
See  how  Aurora  throws  her  fair  '■ 

Fresh-quilted  colour^  trough  the  air: 

Get  uf^,  sweet  ^ug-a-bed,  and  see 
The  dewrbesp angled  heih  and  tree! 
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Eich  flower  has  wept  and  bov/d  toward  the  east* 
Above  an  hour  smce,  yet  jou  not  dcest; 

Nayl   not  so  much  as  oat  of  bed  i 

When  all  the  biids  have  matins  said. 

And  sung  dieir  thankful  hynuis,  'tis  sin, 

Nay,  profanation,  to  keep  in, 
Whenas  a  thousand  virgins  on  this  day 
Spiing,  sooner  than  the  lark,  to  fetch  in  May- 
Rise,  and  put  on  your  foliage,  and  be  seen 
To  come  fonh,  like  the  spring-time,  fresh  and  green. 

And  sweet  aa  Flora.    Take  no  care 

For  jewels  for  your  gown  or  hair; 

Fear  not;  the  leaves  will  strew 

Gems  in  abundance  upon  you: 
Besides,  the  childhood  of  die  day  has  kept, 
Against  you  come,  some  Orient  pearls  unwept. 

Come,  and  receive  then)  while  the  light 

Hangs  on  the  dew-locks  of  the  night. 

And  Titan  on  the  eastern  hill 

Retires  himself,  or  else  stands  still 
Till  you  come  ibrth!    Wash,  dress,  be  brief  in  praying: 
Few  beads  are  best  when  once  we  go  a-Maying. 

Come,  my  Corinna,  come;  and  coming,  mark 
How  each  field  turns  a  street,  each  street  a  park. 

Made  green  and  trimm'd  with  trees  I   see  how 

Devotion  gives  each  house  a  bough 

Or  branch  I  each  porch,  each  door,  ere  this. 

An  ark,  a  tabernacle  is. 
Made  up  of  white-thom  neatly  interwove, 
A»  if  here  were  those  cooler  shades  of  love. 
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Can  such  delights  be  in  the  street 

And  open  fields,  and  we  not  see  't? 

Come,  we'll  abroad:    and  let's  obey 

The  proclamation  made  for  May, 
And  sin  no  more,  as  we  have  done,  by  stayit^. 
But,  my  Corinna,  come,  let's  go  a-Maying. 

There's  not  a  budding  boy  or  girl  this  day 
But  is  got  up  and  gone  to  bring  in  May. 

A  deal  of  youth,  ere  this,  is  come 

Back,  and  with  white-thom  laden  home. 

Some  have  dispatch'd  their  cakes  and  cream,  - 

Before  that  we  have  left  to.  dream: 
And  some  have  wept  and  woo'd,  and  plighted  troth^ 
And  chose  their  priest,  ere  we  can  cast  crff  sloth: 

Many  a  green-gown  has  been  given, 

Many  a  kiss,  both  odd  and  even: 

Many  a  glance,  too,  has  been  sent 

From  out  the  eye,  love's  firmament: 
Many  a  jest  told  of  the  keys  betraying 
This  night,  and  locks  pick'd :  yet  we're  not  a-Maying. 

Come,  let  us  go,  whUe  we  are  in  our  prime. 
And  take  the  harmless  folly  of  the  timet 

We  shall  grow  old  apace,  and  die 

Before  we  know  our  liberty. 

Our  life  is  short,  and  our  days  nm 

As  fast  away  as  does  the  sun. 
And,  as  a  vapour  or  a  drop  of  rain, 
Once  lost,  can  ne'er  be  found  again, 

So  when  or  you  oi  I  are  made 

A  fable,  song,  or  fieeting  shade, 
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All  love,  all  liking,  all  del^ht 
Lies  drowned  with  us  in  endless  night. 
Tlieii,  while  time  serves,  and  we  are  but  decaying, 
Come,  my  Corinna,  come,  let's  go  a-Maying. 

R.  Herriek 

2g.       On  a  Bank  as  I  Sat  A-Fisking 

"T^HIS  day  Dame  Nature  seemed  in  love; 
■*■      The  lusty  sap  began  to  move; 
Fresh  juice  did  stir  th'  embracing  vines. 
And  birds  Had  drawn  their  valentines; 
The  jealous  trout  that  low  did  lie 
Rose  at  the  well-dissembled  fly; 
There  stood  ray  friend,  with  patient  skill 
Attending  of  his  tterobling  quill.  . 
Already  were  the  eaves  possess'd 
With  the  swift  pilgrim's  daubed  nestt 
The  groves  already  did  rejoice 
In  Philomel's  triumphing  voice.; 
The  showers  were  short,  the  weather  mild, 
The  morning  fresh,  the  evening  smiled; 
Joan  takes  her  neat-rubbed  pail,  and.  now 
^  She  trips  to  milk  the  sand-red  cow; 

Where  for  some  sturdy  football  swain 
Joan  strokes  a  syllabub  or  twain; 
The  fields  and  gardens  ^re  beset 
With  tulip,  crocus,  violet; 
And  now,  though  late  the  modest  rose 
Did  more  than  half  a  blush  disclose, 
Thus  all  looked  gay  and  full  of  cheer 
To  welcome  the  new-liveried  year. 

Sir  H.   WottOtt 
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^0.  PhyUida  and  Coryim 

TN  the  merry  month  of  May, 

In  a  mom  by  break  of  day 
Forth  I  walk'd  by  the  woodside 
Whenas  May  was  in  his  pride; 
There  I  spyed  all  alone, 
PhyUida  and  Corydon, 
Mach  ado  there  was,  God  wot! 
He  would  love  and  she  would  not. 
She  said,  never  man  was  true; 
He  said,  none  was  false  to  yon. 
He  said,  he  had  loved  her  long; 
She  said.  Love  should  have  no  wrong. 
Corydon  would  kiss  her  then; 
She  said,  maids  must  kiss  no  men 
Till  they  did  for  good  and  alt; 
Then  she  made  dte  shepherd  call 
All  the  heavens  to  witness  truth 
Never  loved  a  truer  youth. 
Thas  with  many  a  pretty  oa4), 
Yea  and  nay,  and  faith  and  troth, 
Such  as  silly  shepherds  use 
When  they  will  not  Love  abuse, 
Love,  which  had  been  long  deluded. 
Was  with  kisses  sweet  concluded; 
And  PhyUida,  with  garlands  gay, 
Was  made  the  Lady  of  the  May. 


K,  Brtlor 
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Song  of  the  May     i 

CISTER,  awake  I .  close  not  your  ^ul> 
*^     The  day  her  light  discloGes, 
And  the  bright  morning  doth  aiise 
Out  of  her  bed  of  loses. 


See  the  clear  Bun,  die  world's  bright  cye» 

In  at  our  window  pe«pit^. 
Lo,  how  he  blu^eth  to  espy 

Us  idle  wenches  sleeping! 

Therefore  Hwak« !    make  haste,  I  say, 
And  let  us,  without  staying,  ' 

All.  in  our  gowns  of  green  so  gay 
Into  the  Patk  a-Mayingl 


My  Fair  A~Field 

CEE  where  my  Love  a-Maying  goes 
^  With  sweet  dame  Flora  sponingi 
She  most  alone  with  nightingales 

In  woods  delights  consorting.  '' 

Turn  again,  my  dearest  I 

The  pteasant'st  air's  in  meadows; 
Else  by  the  rivers  1st  «s  breathe,     - 

And  kiss  amongBl  the  willows. 
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33.  The  Merry  Month  of  May 

TS  not  thiike  the  mercy  month  of  May, 
^    When  love-lads  masken  in  fresh  array  I 
How  falls  it,  then,  we  no  merrier  been, 
Ylike  as  others,  girt  in  gaudy  green  f 
Our  blanket  liveries  been  all  too  sad 
For  thiike  same  season,  when  all  is  ycbd 
With  pleasaunce;   the  ground  with  grass,  the  woods 
With  green  leaves,  the  bushes  with  blossoming  buds. 
Young  folk  now  tlocken  in  everywhere 
To  gather  May  buskels  and  smelling  brere; 
And  home  (hty  hasten  the  postes  to  di^t, 
And  all  the  kirk-pillars  ere  day-ligfat. 
With  hawthoioe  buds  and  sweet  ^lantine,^ 
And  gariands  of  roses  and  sops-in-wine. 

E.  Spenser 


34.  May-Song 

/~\  THE  month  of  May,  the  meny  inomh  of  May, 
^-^'    So  frolic,  so  gay,  and  so  green,  so  green,  so  green  ! 
O,  and  then  did  1  unto  my  true  love  say. 

Sweet  Peg,  thou  shah  be  my  Summer's  Queen. 

Now  the  n^btingale,  the  pretty  nightingale. 
The  sweetest  singer  in  all  the  forest  choir, 

Entreats  thee,  sweet  Peggy,  to  hear  thy  true  love's  tale: 
Lo,  yonder  she  sitteth,  her  breast  against  a  biier. 
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Btn  O,  I  spy  the  cuckoo,  the  cuckoo,  the  cuCkool 
See  where  she  sitteth;    come  away,  my  joy: 

Come  away,  I  prithee,  1  do  not  like  the  cuckoo 
Should  sing  where  my  Peggy  and  I  kJss  and  toy. 

0,  the  month  of  May,  the  meriy  month  of  May, 
So  frolic,  so  gay,  and  so  green,  so  green,  so  greenl 

O,  and  then  did  I  unto  my  true  love  say. 
Sweet  Peg,  thou  shalt  be  my  Summer's  Queen. 

r.  Dekhr 


Love's  Emblems 

"NTOW  the  lusty  spring  is  seen; 
■^  ^     Golden  yellow,  gaudy  blue, 

Dainrily  invite  the  view: 
Everywhere  on  every  green 
Roses  blushing  as  they  blow. 

And  enticing  men  to  pull. 
Lilies  whiter  than  the  snow, 

Woodbines  of  sweet  honey  full: 
All  love's  emblems,  and  all  cr 
"  Ladies,  if  not  plucked,  we  d 

Yet  the  lus^  spring  hath  stay'd; 
Blushing  red  and  purest  yiAiitt 


Daintily  to  loveii...... 

Gveiy  munan,  every  maid ; 
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Cherries  tiising  as  they  gron. 
And  inviting  men  to  taste,. 
Apples  even  Hpe  below, 
Windti^  gently  to  the  waist:. 
All  love's  emblems,  and  all  c 
"  Ladies,  if  not  plucked,  we 


J.  Fletcher 


36.  A  Round 

NOW  that  the  Spring  hath  filled  oui 
With  kind  and  aaive  fire. 
And  made  green  liv'ries  for  the  plains. 
And  every  grove  a  choir: 

Sing  we  a  song  of  merry  glee. 
And  Bacchus  fill  the  bowl : 

I.  Then  here's  to  thee;   2.  And  thou  t( 
And  every  thirsty  soul. 

Nor  Care,  nor  Sorrow  e'er  paid  debt. 

Nor  never  shall  do  mine; 
I  have  no  cradle  going  yet. 

Not  I,  by  this  good  wine. 

No  wife  at  home  to  send  for  me 
No  hogs  are  in  my  ground, 

No  suit  in  law  to  pay  a  fee, 

—  Then  round,  old  Joclcey,  loundl 
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AH 

Sheai  sheep  that  have  them,  cry  we  stilt. 
But  see  that  no  man  'scape 
To  drink  of  the  sherry, 
That  [Tiakes  us  so  merry. 
And  plump  as  the  lusty  grape. 

IF.  Browne 


Ralph,  the  May-Lord 

T   ONDON,  to  thee  I  do  present 
■'"^    The  merry  month  of  May; 
Let  each  true  subject  be  content 

To  hear  me  what  1  say; 
For  from  the  top  of  conduit-h^d. 

As  plainly  may  appear, 
I  will  both  tell  my  name  to  you. 

And  wherefore  I  came  here. 
My  name  is  Ralph,  by  due  descent, 

Though  not  ignoble  I, 
Yet  far  inferior  to  the  flock 

in  counsel  of 
e  Strand, 
nd  crossed  scaif, 
xe  I  stand. 
1  hearts,  rejoice  I 
rsdearl 
Rejoice,  oh,  city,  tpwn,  and  countiy. 
Rejoice  eke  every  shire  I 
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For  now  the  fragrant  flowers  do  spring 

And  sprout  in  seemly  sort, 
The  little  birds  do  sit  and  sing, 

The  lambs  do  make  fine  sport; 
And  now  the  birchen-tree  doth  bud, 

That  malces  the  schoolboy  cry; 
The  morris  rings,  while  hobby-horse 

Doth  foot  it  feateously; 
The  lords  and  ladies  now  abroad. 

For  their  disport  and  play, 
Do  kiss  sometimes  upon  the  grass, 

And  sometimes  in  the  hay. 
Now  butter  with  a  leaf  of  sage 

Is  good  to  purge  the  blood; 
Fly  Venus  and  phlebotomy. 

For  they  are  neither  goodl 
Now  little  fish  on  tender  stone 

Begin  to  cast  their  bellies. 
And  sluggish  snails,  that  erst  were  mewed. 

Do  creep  out  of  their  shellies; 
The  ruinbling  rivers  now  do  warm. 

For  little  boys  to  paddle; 
The  sturdy  steed  now  goes  to  grass, 

The  heai 

Thcra 
Are  how 

And  le 
And  be  I  = 

Of  this 
And  lift  aloft  ypiir  velvet  heads. 

And  slipping  off  your  gown. 
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With  bells  on  legs,  and  napkins  clean 

Unto  your  shoulders  tied. 
With  tcarfs  and  garters  as  you  please, 

And  "  Hey  for  our  town  1 "  cried, 
March  out  and  «how  your  willing  minds. 

By  twenty  and  by  twenty, 
To  Hc^sdon,  or  to  Newington, 

Where  ale  and  cakes  are  plenty; 
And  let  it  ne'er  be  said  for  shame, 

That  we  the  youths  of  London 
Lay  thrumming  of  our  caps  at  home. 

And  left  our  custom  undone. 
Up  then,  I  say,  both  young  and  old, 

Both  man  and  maid  a-maying, 
With  drums  and  guns  that  bounce  aloud. 

And  merry  labour  playing! 
Which  to  prolong,  God  save  our  king, 

And  send  his  country  peace. 
And  rout  out  treason  from  the  land! 

And  so,  my  friends,  I  cease. 

F.  Beaumota 


38.  An  Ode 

"^OW  each  creature  joys  the  other, 
■'■  '  Passing  happy  days  and  hours; 
One  bird  reports  unto  another 

In  the  fall  of  silver  showers; 
Whilst  the  Earth,  our  common  mother. 

Hath  her  bosom  decked  with  flowers. 
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Whilst  the  greatest  torch  of  heaven 
With  bright  rays  warms  Flora's  lap; 

Mating  nights  and  days  both  even, 
Cheering  plants  with  fresher  sap; 

My  field'  of  flowers  quite  bereaven, 
Wants  refresh  of  better  hap. 

Echo,  daughter  of  the  air. 

Babbling  guests  of  rocks  and  hills. 

Knows  the  name  of  my  fierce  fair. 
And  sounds  the  accents  of  my  ills.. 

Each  thing  pities  my  despair, 
Whilst  that  she  her  lover  kills. 

Whilst  that  she  —  O  cruel  maid!  — 
Doth  me  and  my  true  love  despise, 

My  life's  flourish  is  decayed, 
lliat  depended  on  her  eyes: 

But  her  will  must  be  obeyed,  — 
And  well  he  ends,  for  love  who  dies.  - 

S.  Daniel 

3g.  Ufider  the  Greenwood  Tree 

Amiens  tingi: 

UNDER  the  greenwood  tree. 
Who  loves  to  lie  with  me, 
And  turn  his  merry  note 
Unto  the  sweet  bird's  throat. 
Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither: 
Here  shall  he  see 
No  enemy 
But  winter  and  rough  weather. 
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Who  doth  ambition  shun,  ■ 
And  loves  to  live  \'  the  sun,  : 
Seeking  the  food  he  eats, 
And  pleased  with  what  he  gets, 
Come  hither,  come  hither,  come  hither; 
Here  shall  he  see 
No  enemy 
But  winter  and  rough  weadier.  : 

Jaques  rffilies: 

If  it  do  come  to  pass 
That  any  man  turn  ass. 
Leaving  his  wealth  and  ease 
A  stubborn  will  to  jJease, 
Ducdame,  ducdame,  ducdame: 
Here  shall  he  see 
Gross  fools  as  he. 
An  if  he  will  come  to  me. 

0'.  Shaktspeat 

40.     Gather  Ye  Rosebuds  White  Ye  May 

I  /'^ATHER  ye  rosebuds  while  ye  may, 

^-^    Old  Time  is  still  a-flying: 
And  this  same  flower  that  smiles  to-day 
To-morrow  will  be  dying. 

The  glorious  lamp  of  heaven,  the  sun. 

The  higher  he's  a-getting. 
The  sooner  will  his  race  be  run. 

And  nearer  he's  to  setting. 
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That  apfi  is  best  which  is  the  first. 
When  youth  and  blood  are  wanner: 

But  being  spent,  the  worse,  and  wont 
Times  still  succeed  the  former. 

Then  be  not  coy,  but  use  youi  time, 

And  while  ye  may,  go  marry: 
For  having  tost  but  once  your  prime 

You  may  for  ever  tany. 

R.   HtTTick 

41.  Philomela 

A  S  it  fell  upon  a  day 
^^  In  the  merry  month  of  May, 
Sitting  in  a  pleasant  shade 
Which  a  grove  of  myrtles  made. 
Beasts  did  leap  and  birds  did  sing. 
Trees  did  grow  and  plants  did  spring; 
Everything  did  banish  moan 
Save  the  Nightingale  alone: 
She,  poor  bird  as  all  forlorn 
Leaned  her  breast  up-rill  a  thorn, 
.  And  there  sufig  the  dolefuU'st  ditty. 
That  to  hear  it  was  great  pity. 
Fie,  fie,  fief   now  would  she  cry; 
Tereu,  Tireu!   by  and  by; 
That  to  hear  her  'so  complain 
Scarce  I  could  from  tears  refrain; 
For  her  griefs  so  lively  shown 
Made  me  think  upon  mine  own. 
38 
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Ah  I  thought  I,  thou  mbom'st  in  run. 

None  takes  pity  on  thy  pain: 

Senseless  trees  they  .cannot  heat  tbee. 

Ruthless  beasts  they  will  not  cheer  thee: 

King  Pandionhe  is  dead. 

All  thy  friends  are  Upp'd  in  lead; 

All  thy  fellow  birds  do  sing 

Careless  of  thy  sorrowti^: 

Even  so,  pooi  bird,  like  thee. 

None  alive  will  pity  me. 


R.  BamfdJ 


A  Nosegay 


SAY,  crimson  Rose  and  dainty  Daffodil, 
With  Violet  blue; 
Since  you  have  seen  the  beau^  of  my  saint, 

Ahd  eke  her  view; 
Did  not  her  sight  (fair  sight  I)  you  lonely  fill. 

With  sweet  delight 
Of  goddess'  grace  and  angels'  sacred  teint 
In  fine,  most  bright  ? 

Say,  ^tden  Primrose,,  sanguine  Cowslip  fair. 

With  Pink  most  fine; 
Since  you  beheld  the  visage  of  piy  dear. 

And  eyes  divine ; 
Did  not  her  globy  front,  and  glistening  hair, 

With  cheeks  most  sweet. 
So  glorioioly  like  damask  flowers  appear, 

The  gods  to  ^eet  i 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


THE   BOOK  OF 

Say,  snoTC^white  Lily,  ipeckled  Gilly-flower, 

With  Daisy  gay; 
Since  you  have  viewed  the  Queen  of  my  desire. 

In  her.  array; 
Did  not  her  ivory  paps,  fair  Venus'  bower. 

With  heavenly  glee, 
A  Juno's  grace,  conjuDC  you  to  require 

Her  face  to  see? 


Say  Rose,  say  Daffodil,  and  Violet  blue. 

With  Primrose  fair. 
Since  ye  have  seen  my  nymph's  sweet  dainty  face. 

And  gesture  rare, 
Did  not  (bright  Cowslip,  blooming  Pink)~her  vieiv 

(White  Lily)  shine  — 
(Ah,  Gilly-flawer,  ah  Daity  I)  widi  a  grace 

Like  stars  divine? 

J.  Rtyndds       ; 


43.  The  Shepherd's  Holyday 

I  Nymph.    'X'HUS,  thus  begin  the  yearly  rites 

■^    Are  due  to  Pan  on  these  bright  nights; 
His  mom  now  riseth  and  iiivites 
To  sports,  to  dances,  and  delights: 
AH  envious  and  profane,  away, 
This  is  the  shepherd's  holyday. 

3  Nymph.    Strew,  stiew  the  glad  and  smiiiug  ground 
With  every  flower,  yet  not  confound; 
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The  primrose  drop,  the  spring's  own  spouse, 
Bright  day's-eyes  and  the  lips  of  cows; 
The  gatden-star,  the  queen  of  May, 
The  rose,  to  crown  the  holyday. 

2  Nymph.    Drop,  drop,  you  violets;   change  yout  hues, 
Now  red,  now  pale,  as  lovers  use; 
And  in  your  death  go  out  as  well 
As  when  you  lived  unto  the  smell: 

That  from  your  odour  all  may  say. 
This  is  the  shepherd's  holyday. 

B.  Jons^n 

44.      To  PkyUis,  the  Fair  Shepherdess 

A  4'Y  Phyllis  hath  the  morning  sun, 
^"'-    At  first  to  look  upon  her; 
And  Phyllis  hath  morn-waking  birds 

Her  risings  for  to  honour. 
My  Phyllis  hath  prime-feathered  flowers 

T^at  smile  when  she  treads  on  them; 

And  Phyllis  hath  a  gallant  flock 

That  leaps  since  she  doth  own  them. 
But  Phyllis  hath  so  hard  a  heart,  ' 

Alas  that  she  should  have  it. 
As  yields  no  mercy  to  desart, 

Nor  grace  to  those  diat  crave  it. 
Sweet  sun,  when  thoo  look'st  on,     ■ 
Pray  her  regard  my  moan;   ' 
Sweet  birds,  when  yoa  sing  to  her, 
To  yield  some  pity,  woo  her; 
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Sweet  floners  whenai  she  treads  on. 

Tell  her,  her  beauty  deads  one, 
And  if  in  life  her  love  she  nill  agree  me, 
Ptay  her  before  I  die  she  mil  tome  see  me. 

T.  Lodge 

The  Beggars'  Holiday 

f^AST  our  caps  and  cares  away: 
^^  This  is  beggars'  holiday  I 
At  the  Clowning  of  our  king, 
Thus  we  ever  dance  and  sitig. 
In  the  world  look  out  and  see, 
Where  so  happy  a  prince  as  he? 
Where  the  nation  live  so  free. 
And  so  merry  as  do  we  ? 
Be  it  peace,  or  be  it  war. 
Here  at  liberty  we  are. 
And  enjoy  our  ease  and  rest: 
To  the  field  we  are  not  pressed; 
Nor  are  called  into  the  town, 
To  be  troubled  with  the  gown. 
Hang  all  officers,  we  cry. 
And  the  magistrate  too,  by  I 
When  the  subsidy's  increased, 
We  are  not  a  penny  sessed; 
Nor  will  any  go  to  law 
With  the  beggar  for  a  straw. 
All  which  happiness,  he  brags. 
He  doth  owe  unto  his  rags. 

J.  Fletcher 
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46.  Young  Love 

'T'ELL  me  where  is  Fancy  bred, 
^      Oi  in  the  heart  or  in  the  head  t 
How  b^ot,  how  nourished  i 
Reply,  reply. 


It  is  engendered  in  the  eyes; 
With  gazing  fed;    and  Fancy  dies 
In  the  cradle  where  it  lies: 
Let  us  all  ring  Fancy's  knell: 
I'll  begin  it,  —  Ding,  dong,  bell. 
—  Ding,  dong,  bell. 

ff'.  Shahtptar 


^7.  God  Lymus,  Ever  Young 

f'^Oiy  Lyjeus,  ever  young, 
^-^  Ever  honour'd,  ever  sung, 
Stain'd  with  blood  of  lusty  grapes. 
In  a  thousand  lusty  shapes 
Dance  upon  the  mazer's  brim. 
In  the  crimson  liquor  swim; 
From  thy  plenteous  hand  divine 
Let  a  river  run  with  wine: 

God  of  youth,  let  this  day  here 
Enter  neither  care  nor  fear. 

7.  Fletcher 
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48.  Whai  Is,L(rve? 

npELL  me,  dearest,  what  is  love? 
■'-    'Tis  a  lightning  from  above; 
Tis  an  arrow,  'tis  a  fire, 
Tis  a  boy  they  call  "Desire. 

Gapes  to  have 
Those  poor  fools  that  long  to  prove. 

Tell  me  more,  are  women  true  P 
Yea,  some  are,  and  some  as  you. 
Sonie  are  willing,  some  are  sttange. 
Since  you  men  first  taught  to  change. 

And  till  troth 

Be  in  both. 
All  shall  love,  to  love  anew. 

Tell  me  more  yet,  can  they  grieve? 
Yes,  and. sicken  sore,  but  live,  . 
And  be  wise,  and  delay, 
When  you  men  are  wise  as  they. 

Then  I  see. 

Faith  will  be. 
Never  till  they  both  believe. 

J.  Fletcher 

4.g.  Advice  to  a  Girl. 

"^JEVER  love  unless  you  can 
■^^  Bear  with  all  the  faults  of  manl 
Men  sometimes  will  jealous  be, 
'    Though  but  little  cause  they  see. 
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And  hang  the  head  a 

And  speak  what  straight  they  will  repent. 

Men  that  but  one  Saint  adore 
Make  a  show  of  love  to  more; 
Beauty  must  be  scorned  in  none, 
Though  but  truly  served  in  one: 
For  what  is  courtship  but  disguise  J 
True  hearts  may  have  dissembling  eyeS. 

Men,  when  their  affairs  require. 
Must  awhile  themselves  retire; 
Sometimes  hunt,  and  sometimes  hawk,  . 
And  not  ever  sit  and  talk :  — 
If  these  and  such-like  you  can  bear, 
Then  like,  and  love,  and  never  fear  I 


T.  Campioi 


SO.  ■    '    Madrigal  ■ 

VTE  bubbling  springs  that  gentle  music  makes 
■*■      To  lovers'  plaints  with  heart-sore  throbs  immixed, 
Whenas  my  dear  this  way  her  pleasure  takes, 

TcH  her  with  feara  how  firm  my  lave  is  fiited^        -    \: 
And,  Philomel,  report  my  timourous  fears. 
And,  E)^,  sound  my  heigh-ho's  in  her  ears:  "■, 
But  if  die  ask  if  I  for  fove  will  die. 
Tell  her,  "  Good  faith,  good  faith,  good: faith, -i- not  11" 

4S 
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Cherry-Ripe 

'T'HERE  is  a  garden  in  her  face 
■*■    Where  roses  and  white  lilies  blow; 

A  heavenly  paradise  is  that  place 

Wherein  all  pleasant  fruits  do  flow. 

There  cherries  grow  that  none  may  buy, 
Till  "  Cherry-ripe  "  themselves  do  ciy. 

Those  cherries  fairly  do  enclose 
Of  orient  pearl  a  double  row, 
Which  when  her  lovely  laughter  shows, 
They  look  like  rose-buds  filled  with  snow; 
Yet  them  nor  peer  nor  prince  may  buy. 
Till  "  Cheriy-ripe  "  themselves  do  cry. 

Her  eyes  like  angels  watch  them  still; 

Her  brows  like  bended  bows  do  stand. 

Threatening  with  piercing  frowns  to  kill 

All  that  attempt  with  eye  or  hand 

Those  sacred  cherries  to  come  nigh 
Till  "  Cherry-ripe  "  themselves  do  cry, 

T.  Campiat 


52.     The  Passionate  Shepherd  to  His  Lave 

/"^OME  live  with  me  and  be  my  Love, 
^— '  And  we  will  all  the  pleasures  prove    ■ 
That  hills  and  valleys,  dales  and  fields. 
Or  woods  or  steepy  mountain  yields. 
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And  we  win  nt  upon  tbe  rocks. 
And  Me  the  sheplierds  feed  their  flocbl 
By  shallow  rivers,  to  whose  falls 
Melodnus  birds  nng  madrigals.       - 

And  I  will  make  thee  beds  of  rows 
And  a  thousand  fragrant  posies; 
A  cap  of  flowers,  and  a  kinle 
Embroidered .  aU  with  leaves  of  myrds. 

A  gpwn  mide  of  the  finest  wool 
Which  from  our  pretty  lambs  we  pull; 
Fair-lined  slippers  for  the  oold. 
With  buckles  of  the  purest  gold. 

A  belt  of  stiaw  and  rvy-buds 
With  coral  clasps  and  amber  studs: 
And  if  diescr  pleasures  may  thee  move,  . 
Come  live  with  me  and  be  my  Love. 

The  shepherd  swains  shall  dance  and  sing 
For  thy  delight  each  May  morning: 
If  these  ddights  thy  mind  may  move, 
Then  live  with  me  an^  be. my-  Lovc^ 

C.  MarlovM 

The  Nymph's  Reply 

TF  all  the  world  and  love  wece  }^utigf 
■*■  And  truth  b  every  shepher<J's  tongue, 
These  pretty  pleasures  might  me  move  - 
To  live  with  thee  and  be  thy  I.ove.  . 
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Bui  Time  drives  Bocks  from  field  ta  fold; 
When  rivers  rage  and  rocks  grow  cold; 
And  E^ilomel  becometh  dumb. 
The  rest  complains  of  czres  n>  come. 

The  flowers  do  fade,  and  wanton  fields 
To  wayward  Winter  reclconing  yields: 
A  honey  tongue,  a  heart  of  gall. 
Is  fancy's  spring  but  sorrow's  fall. 

Thy  gowns,  thy  dioes,  thy  beds  ofiotcs^ 
Thy  cap,  thy  kirtle,  and  thy  poues. 
Soon  break,  soon  wither  —  soon  foigona^ 
In  folly  ripe,  in  reason  rotten. 

Thy  belt  of  straw  and  ivy4>ud>. 
Thy  coral  clasps  and  amber  studs,— • 
All  theM  in  me  no  means  can  move 
To  come  to  thee  and  be  thy  Love. 

But  could  youth  last,  and  love  still  breed, 
Had  joys  no  date,  nor  age  no  need. 
Then  those  delights  my  mind  might  mow 
To  live  wid)  thee  and  be  thy  Love. 

Sir  W.  Raleigh 

The  Message     ■  '■:■ 

"KTE  litde  birds  that  sit  and  sing"'. 
■*■      Amidst  the  shady  valleys, 
And  see  how  Phyllis  tweedy  walks 
Within  her  garden-alleys ; 
4S 
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Go  pretty  birds,  about  her  bower; 
Sing  pretty  birds,  she  may  hot  lower; 
Ah,  me !    methinks  I  see  her  frown  I 
Ye  pretty  wantons  warble. 

Go  tell  her  through  your  chirping  MIb; 

As  yOu  by  me  are  bidden, 
To  her  is  only  known  my  love 

Which  from  the  world  is  hidden. 
Go  pretty  birds  and  tell  her  so, 
See  that  your  notes  strain  not  tto  low, 
For  still,  methinks,  I  see  her  frown; 
Ye  pretty  wantons  warble. 

Go  nine  your  voices'  harmony 

Aiid  sing,  1  am  her  lover; 
Strain  loud  and  sweet,  that  every  note 

With  sweet  content  may  move  her:  ■ 
And  she  diat  hath  the  sweetest  voice, 
Tell  her  I  will  not  change  my  ehoice; 
Yet  still,  methinks,  I  see  her  frown  I 
Ye  pretty  wantons  warble. 

O  flyl    make  hastet   see,  see,  she  falls 

Into  a  pretty  slumber! 
Sing  round  about  her  rosy  bed 

That  wakmg  she  may  wonder: 
Say  to  her,  'tis  her  lover  true 
That  sendeth  love  to  you,  to  you; 
And  when  you  hear  her  kind  reply. 
Return  widi  pleasant  warblings. 
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$$.  Coryd&n's  Song 

A   BLITHE  and  bonny  counoy  lats, 
^*-      Heigh  ho,  the  bonny  lass! 
Sat  tighk^  on  tbe  tender  grass. 

And  weeping  .said,  "  Will  none  cqidc  woo  me?" 
A  smicker  boy,  a  lither  swain, 

Heigh  ho,  a  gmicker  swain  I 
That  in  his.  lave  was  wanton  fain, 

Wuh  smiling  li>okfi  straight  came  Unto  'her. 

When  as  th«  wanton  wendi  etpied. 

Heigh  ho,  when  she  espied  I 
The  means  to  make  faercelf  a  bride. 

She  simpered  unooth  like  bonnybell: 
The  swain  that  saw  her  squint-eyed  kiiid, 

Heigb  ho,  squint-eyed  kind  I 
His  aims  about  her  body  twined. 

And  "  Fair  lass,  how  fare  ye,  well  f " 

The  country  kit  said,  "  Well  forsooth. 

Heigh  ho,  well  forsooth  I 
But  that  I  have  a  lotif;ing  tooth, 

A  longing  tooth  that  makes  me  ciy." 
"  AlasI  "  said  he,  "  what  gars  diy  grief? 

Heigh  ho,  what  gars  thy  grief? " 
"A  wound,"  quoth  she,  "without  relief: 

I  fear  a  maid  that  I  shall  die." 

"  If  that  be  aU,"  the  shepherd  said, 
"  Heigh  ho,"  the  shepherd  said. 
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"III  make  thee  wive  it,  gentle  maid. 
And  BO  recure  thy  malady." 

Hereon  thc^  kissed  with  many  mi  oatfa. 
Heigh  ho,  widi  many  an  oath, 

And  'fore  God  Pan  did  plight  their  inxh, 
And  to  the  church  they  hi^d  them  faiL 

And  God  send  eveiy  pretty  peat. 

Heigh  ho,  the  pretty  pcatt 
That  fears  lo  die  of  this  conceit, 

So  kind  a  friend  to  hdp  at  bst. 


7.  Uigt 


56.  A  DiUy    . 

f  true-love  hath  my  heart,  and  I  have  hja, 
'  By  just  exchange  one  for  another  given: 
I  hold  his  dear,  and  mine  he  cannot  miss. 
There  never  was  a  better  bargain  driven: 
My  true-love  hath  my  heart,  and  1  have  his. 


W' 


His  heart  in  me  keeps  him  and  me  in  one, 
My  heart  in  him  his  thoughts  and  senses  guides: 
He  toves  my  heart,  for  once  it  was  his  Own, 
1  cherish  his  because  in  me  it  bides: 
My  true-love  hath  my  heart,  and  I  have  hi>. 


Sir  P.  SiJney 
St 
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57.  Wooing  Stujf 

C'AINT  Amorist,  what!    dost  thou  think 

■■■     To  tawe  love's  honey,  and  not  driiik 

One  dram  of  gall  ?   or  to  devour 

A  world  of  sweet  and  taste  no  sourf 

Dost  thou  ever  think  to  enter 

The  Elysian  fields,  that  dai'si  not  venture 

In  Charon's  barge  i    a  lovei's  mind 

Must  use  to  sail  with  eveiy  wind. 

He  that  loves,  and  fears  to  tiy, 

Learns  his  mistress  to  deny. 

Doth  she  chide  thee  i    'tis  to  shew  it 

That  thy  coldness  makes  her  do  it. 

Is  she  silent  t    U  she  mute  f 

Silence  fully  grants  thy  suit. 

Doth  she  pout,  and  l^ve  the  room  ? 

Then  she  goes  to  bid  thee  come. 

Is  she  sick?    Why  then  be  sure 

She  invites  thee  to  the  cure. 

Doth  rfie  cross  thy  suit  with  No? 

Tush,  she  loves  to  hear  thee  woo. 

Doth  she  call  the  faith  of  man 

In  question?    Nay,  she  loves  thee  than: 

And  if  ere  she  makes  a  blot, 

She's  lost  jf  that  diou  hit'st  h«r  not. 

He  that  after  ten  denials 

Dares  attempt  no  further  trials, 

Hath  no  warrant  to  acquire 

The  dainties  of  his  chaste  dsiirc.  : 

Sir  P.  Sidniy 
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SS,  The  Lover's  Theme       . 

T7AIN  to  content,  I  bend  myself  to  write, 
-*-  But  what  to  write  my  mind  can  scarce  conceive; 
Your  radiant  eyes  crave  objects  of  delight 
My  hean  no  glad  impressions  can  receive; 
To  write  of  grief  is  but  a  tedious  thing, 
And  woeful  men  of  woe  must  needly  sing. 

To  write  the  truce,  the  wars,  the  strife,  the  peace, 
Tliat  Lote  tmce  wrought  in  my  distempered  hejtt. 
Were  but  to  cause  my  wonted  woes  increase. 
And  yield  new  life  10  my  concealed  Snjsrt: 
Who  tempts  the  ear  with  tedious  lines  of  grief, 
That  waits  for  joy,  com[Jains  without  relief. 

To  write  what  pains  supplanteth  others'  joy. 
Therefore  is  folly  in  the  greatest  wit: 
Who  feels  may  best  decipher  the  annoy: 
Who  knows  the  grief  but  he  that  tasteth  it? 
Who  writes  of  woe  must  needs  be  woe-begone,    , 
And  writing  feel,  and  feding  write  of  moan. 

To  write  the  temper  of  my  last  desire. 
That  likes  me  b^t,  and  appertains  you  moft: 
You  are  the  Pharos  whereto  now  reure 
My  thoughts,  long  wand'ring  in  a  foreign  cOast: 
In  you  they  live,  to  other  joys  they  die. 
And,  living,  draw  their  food  from  your  fair  eye. 
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Enforced  by  Love,  and  that  effectual  fire 

That  springs  from  you  K>  quicken  loyal  hearts, 

I  write  in  pan  the  prime  of  my  desire. 

My  faith,  my  fear,  that  springs  from  your  deiarts: 

My  faith,  whose  firmness  never  shunneth  trial; 

My  fear,  the  dread  and  danger  of  denial. 

To  write  in  brief  a  legeniJ  in  a  line. 

My  heart  hath  vowed  to  draw  his  life  from  yours; 

My  looks  have  made  a  sun  of  your  sweet  eyne. 

My  soul  doth  draw  his  essence  from  your  powers: 
And  what  I  am,  in  fortune  or  in  love, 
All  those  have  sworn  to  serve  for  your  behore. 

My  senses  seek  their  comforts  from  your  sweet: 

My  inward  mind  your  outward  fair  admires; 

My  hope  lies  prostrate  at  your  pity's  feet; 

My  heart,  looks,  soul,  sense,  mind,  and  hope  desires 
Belief  and  favour  in  your  lovely  sight: 
Else  all  will  cease  to  live  and  pen  to  write. 

T.loJgt 


Olden  Love-Making 

TN  time  of  yore  when  shepherds  dwek 
■*■    Upon  the  moiintain  rocks, 
And  simple  people  never  felt 

The  pain  of  lover's  mocks; 
But  little  birds  would  carry  tale* 

Twixt  Susan  and  her  sweeting, 
And  all  the  dain^  nightingales 
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Did  sing  at  lovers'  meeting: 
Then  might  you  see  what  looks  did  pass 

Where  shepherd^  did  assemble. 
And  where  the  life  of  tiue  love  was 

When  heans  could  not  dusemble.  ■■ 

Then  yea  and  nay  was  thought  an  oadi 

That  was  not  to  be  doubted. 
And  when  it  came  to  failh  and  troth 

We  were  not  to  be  flouted. 
Then  did  they  talk  of  curds  and  cream, 

Of  butter,  cheese  and  milk; 
There  was  no  speech  of  sunny  beam 

Nor  of  the  golden  silk. 
Then  for  a  gift  a  row  of  pins, 

A  puise,  a  pair  of  knives. 
Was  all  the  way  that  love  begins;    ' 

And  so  the  shepherd  wives. 

But  now  we  have  so  much  ado. 

And  are  so  sore  a^rieved. 
That  when  we  go  about  to  woo 

We  cannot  be  believed; 
Such  choice  of  jewels,  rings  and  chains, 

That  may  but  favour  move. 
And  such  intolerable  pains 

Ere  one  can  hit  on  love; 
That  if  I  BtiU  riiall  bide  this  life 

Twixt  love  and  deadly  hate, 
I  will  go  learn  the  country  life 

Or  leave  the  lover's  state. 
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True  Love 

■"pURN  aH  thy  thou^K  to  eyi 
■*■   Turn  all  Ay  hairs  to  ears, 
Change  aH  thy  friends  to  spies 
And  all  thy  joys  to  fears: 

True  love  will  yet  be  free 

In  ^ite  of  jealousy. 

Turn  darkness  into  day, 
Conjectures  into  truth, 
Believe  what  th'  envious  say. 
Let  age  interpret  youth: 

True  love  wfll  yet  be  free 

In  apite  of  jealousy. 

Wrest  every  word  and  look. 
Rack  every  hidden  thought, 
Or  fish  with  golden  hook; 
True  love  cannot  be  caught: 

For  that  will  still  be  free 

In  spite  of  jealousy. 


7".  Campion 


The  Complete  Lover 

"COV^  her  gait,  if  she  be  walking; 
^     Be  she  sitting,  I  desire  her  -       .  , 
For  her  state's  sake;    and  admiie  her 
For  her  wit  if  she  be  talking; 

Gait  and  state  and  wit  approve  her; 
.  For  which  all  and  each  I  love  her.   . 
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Be  she  sullen,  I  commend  her 

For  a  iDodesL    Be  she  meiiyt 

For  a  kind  one  her  prefer  I. 

Briefly,  everything  doth  lend  her 

So  much  grace,  and  so  apprdrc  her, 
That  for  everything  I  tove  her.    . 

IF.  Broumt 

62,  His  Supposed  Mistress 

TF  !  freely  can  discover 

■*■  What  would  please  me  in  my  lover, 

I  would  have  her  fair  and  witty, 

Savouring  more  of  court  than  city; 

A  little  pioud,  but  full  of  pity; 

Light  and  humourous  in  her  toying; 

Oft  building  hopes,  and  soon  destroying; 

Long,  but  sweet  in  the  enjoying. 
Neither  too  easy,  nor  too  hard : 
All  extremes  I  would  have  barred. 

She  should  be  allowed  her  passions, ' 

So  they  were  but  used  as  fashions; 
Sometimes  froward,  and  then  frowning. 
Sometimes  sickish,  and  then  swownii^ 
Every  fit  widt  change  still  crowning. 
Purely  jealous  I  wonld  have  her; 
Then  only  coiistant  when  I  crave  hei,- 
Tis  a  virtue  should  not  save  her. 

Thus,  nor  hct  delicates  would  cloy  me. 

Neither  her  peevishness  annoy  me. 

B.  7.,„. 
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63.  A  Lover's  QuesHon 

MAID,  wil]  ye  lore  me,  yea  or  no? 
Tctl  me  the  truth,  and  let  me  go. 
It  can  b«  no  leas  th;tn  a  sinfid  Seed, 

Trust  me  truly. 
To  linger  a  lover  that  looks  to  speed 
In  due  time  duty. 

You  maids,  that  think  yourselves  as  fine 

As  Venus  and  all  the  Muses  nine. 

The  Father  himself,  when  He  first  ipade  Man, 

Trust  me  truly. 
Made  you  for  his  help,  wh^  the  world  b^an, 

In  due  time  duly. 

Then  sith  God's  will  was  even  so. 
Why  should  you  disdain  your  lover. thof 
But  rather  with  a  willing  heart 

Love  him  truly: 
For  in  so  doing  you  do  but  your  part; 

Let  reason  rule  ye. 

Consider,  Sweet,  what  sighs  and  «obs 
Do  nip  my  heart  with' cruel  throbs^ 
And  aU,  my  Deai,  for  love  of  you, 

Tnist  me  truly; 
But  I  hqpe  that  you  vntl  some  nerqr  show 

In  im  titan  duiy. 
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T    OVE  in  my  bosom,  like  a  bee, 
■'— *    Doth  suck  his  sweet: 
Now  with  his  wings  he  plays  with  me. 
Now  with  his  feet. 
Within  mine  eyes  he  makes  his  nest, 
His  bed  amidst  my  tender  breast; 
My  kisses  are  his  daily  feast, 
And  yet  he  robs  me  of  my  rest: 
Ah  I   waston,  will  ye? 

And  if  I  sleep,  then  percheth  he 

With  pretty  flight. 
And  makes  his  pillow  of  my  knee 
The  livelong  night. 
Strike  I  my  lute,  he  tunes  the  string; 
He  music  plays  if  so  I  sing; 
He  lends  me  every  lovely  thing. 
Yet  cruel  he  my  heart  doth  sting: 
Whist,  wanton,  still  ye  I 

Else  1  with  roses  every  day 
Will  whip  you  hence, 
And  bind  you,  when  you  long  to  play. 
For  your  offence. 
I'll  shut  mine  eyes  to  keep  you  in; 
I'll  make  you  fast  it  for  your  sin; 
I'll  count  your  power  not  worth  a  pin. 
—  Alas  I   what  hereby  shall  I  win 
If  he  gainsay  me  f 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


THE   BOOK  OF 

What  if  I  beat  tbe  wanton  boy 

With  many  a  rod? 
He  will  repay  me  with  annoy. 
Because  a  god. 
Then  sit  thou  safely  on  my  knee; 
And  let  thy  bower  my  bosom  be; 
Lurk  in  mine  eyes,  I  like  of  thee; 
O  Cupid,  so  thou  pity  me, 
Spare  not,  but  play  thee! 

T.Lodg. 

65.  What  Wight  He  Limed 

CHALL  I  tell  you  whom  I  love? 
*-'    Harken  then  awhile  to  me; 
And  if  such  a  woman  move, 

As  I  now  shall  vwsify, 
Be  Assured,  'tis  she-'or  none 
That  I  love,  and  love  alone. 

Nature  did  her  so  much  right 
As  she  scorns  the  help  of  an; 

In  as  many  virtues  dight 
As  e'er  yet  embraced  a  heart; 

So  much  good  so  truly  tried. 

Some  for  less  were  deified. 

Wit  ^e  hath  without  desire 
To  make  known  how  much  she  hath; 

And  her  anger  flames  no  higher 
Than  may  fitly  sweeten  wrath. 

Full  of  pity  as  may  be, 

Thot^h,  perhaps,  not  so  to  me. 
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Reason  masters  eveiy  sense. 

And  her  virtues  grace  her  birdi,' 
Lovely  aS  a!!  excellence. 

Modest  in  her  most  of  mirdi 
Likelihood  enough  to  prove 
Only  worth  could  kindle  love- 
Such  she  is:   and,  if  you  know 

Such  a  one  as  I  have  sung. 
Be  she  brown,  or  fair,  or  so 

That  she  be  but  somewhile  young,   ■ 
Be  assured,  'tis  she,  or  none 
That  I  love,  and  love  alone. 

W.  Brwrne 


5.        /(  Was  a  Lover  and  His  Lass 

TT  was  a  lover  and  bis  lass, 

■*■    With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonitio, 
That  o'er  the  green  corn-field  did  pass. 

In  the  spring  time,  the  only  pretty  ring  tjm 
When  birds  do  sing,  hey  ding  a  ding,  ding; 
Sweet  lovers  love'  the  spring. 

Between  the  acres  of  the  rye. 

With  a  hey,  and  a  bo,  and  a  bey  nonino, 
These  pretty  country  folks  would  lie. 

In  the  spring  time,  the  only  pretty  ring  tim 
When  birds  do  sing,  hey  ding  a  ding,  ding; ' 
Sweet  lovers  love  the  spring. 
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This  carol  they  began  that  hour. 
With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino. 

How  that  a  life  was  but  a  flower 

In  the  spring  time,  the  only  pretty  ring  time. 

When  birds  do  sing,  hey  ding  a  ding,  ding; 

Sweet  lovers  love  the  sptiag. 

And,  therefore,  take  the  present  time 
With  a  hey,  and  a  ho,  and  a  hey  nonino. 

For  love  is  crowned  with  the  prime 
In  the  spring  time,  the  only  pretty  ring  time. 

When  birds  do  sing,  hey  ding  a  ding,  ding; 

Sweet  lovers  love  the  spring. 

W.  Sbakttpeare 

6/.  A  Roundelay 

Bltwiin  Two  Shepherds 
'  I  'ELL  me,  thou  skilful  shepherd  swain, 
-*■      Who's  yonder  in  the  valley  set  f 
0,  It  it  she,  whose  sweet!  do  stain 
The  lily,  rote,  the  violet.' 

Why  doth  the  sun  against  his  kind 
Stay  his  bright  chariot  in  the  skies' 

He  pauseth,  almost  stricken  blind 
With  gaxing  on  her  heavenly  eyes. 

Why  do  thy  flocks  forbear  their  food. 
Which  sometime  was  their  chief  delight  ? 

Because  they  need  no  other  good 
That  live  III  presence  of  her  light. 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


ELIZABETHAN  VERSE 

How  come  these  flowers  to  flourish  itill. 
Not  with'ring  with  sharp  Winter's  breath  I 

She  hath  robb'J  Nature  of  her  tkill. 
And  comforts  all  things  viitb  htr  hrealh. 

Why  slide  these  brooks  so  slow  away, 
As  swift  as  the  wild  roe  that  were! 

0,  mast  not,  shepherd,  that  they  slay. 
When  they  her  heavenly  voice  da  hear- 

From  whence  come  all  these  goodly  swains. 

And  lovely  girls  attired  in  green  ? 
From  leathering  garlands  an  the  plains 

To  eraum  our  fair  the  Shepherds'  Queen. 

The  sun  that  lights  this  world  below. 

Flacks,  -ftowers,  and  brooks  wilt  witnrss  bear: 

These  nymphs  and  shepherds  all  do  know 
That  it  it' the  it  only  fair. 

M.  Drayton 

Hey,  Down  a  Down 

"JJET,  down  a  dmon!"  did  Dian  sing 

Amongst  her  virgins  sitting; 

"  Than  love  there  is  no  vainer  thing. 

Far  maidens  most  unfitting."    .,  ^^ 

And  to  Aink  I,  with  a  down,  down,  derty.  ■ 

When  women  knew  no  woe, 

But  lived  themselves  to  please. 
Men's  feigning  guiles  they  did  hot  know,— 

The  ground  of  thair  diseuc.  '  -■  '- 
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Unborn  was  false  sHspect; 

No  thou^t  of  jea.\oasy; 
From  wanton  toys  and  ftmd  eSeet, 

TIm  Tirgin's  life  was  free. 

"  Hey,  down  a  dawn  I  " 

At  length  men  used  charms 

To  which  what  maids  gave  ear, 
Embracing  gladly  endless  harms 

Anon  enthralled  were. 
Tlius  women  welcomed  woe 

Di^ised  in  name  of  love, 
A  jealous  hell,  a  painted  show: 

So  shall  they  find  that  prove. 

*''Hty,  down  a  dxnua!"  did  Dian  ling. 

Amongst  her  virgins  sitting; 
"  Than  love  ther^  is  no  vainfT  thing. 

For  maidmt  molt  unfitting." 
And  to  think  I,  with  a  down,  down,  derryf 


69.  Carpe  Diem 

/^  MISTRESS  mine,  where  are  you  roaming? 
^— '    O,  stay  and  hear!    your  true-love's  coming, 

That  can  sing  both  high  and  low: 
Trip  no  further,  pretty  sweeting; 
Journeys  end  in  lovers  meeting,  . 

Every  wise  uua'i.son  doth  knttv. 
6S 
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What  is  tove?    'lis  not  hereafter; 
Present  mirth  hath  present  laughter; 

What's  to  come  is  till  unsure: 
In  delay  there  lies  no  plenty; 
Then  come  kiss  me,  sweet-and-twenty  I 

Youth's  a  stulT  will  not  endute. 


gR, 


:^ROWN  is  my  love  but  graceful; 
And  each  .  renowned  whiteness. 
Matched  with  thy  lovely  brown,  toseth  its  bitghtness. 

Fair  is  my  love,  but  sconiful;  , 
Yet  have  I  seen  despised 
Dainty  white  lilies,  and  sad  flowers  well  prizfed.*^^^ 


//.  Know,  CeUa,  Since  Thou  Art  So  Proud 

l^NOW,  Celia,  since  thou  art  so  proud, 
■*^^  Twas  I  that  gave  thee  thy  renown. 
Thou  hadst  in  the  forgotten  crowd 

Of  common  beauties  lived  unknown. 
Had  not  my  verse  extolled  thy  name. 
And  with  it  imp'd  the  wmgs  of  Fame. 

That  killing  power  is  none  t>f  thine; 

1  gave  it  to  thy  voice  and  eyes; 
Thy  tweets,  chy  graces,  all  are  mine; - 

Thou  art  my  stte,- ^Ih'st  in  irlyskiei; 

6S 
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Tfieti  dart  not  from  thy  borrow'd  tpheie 
Lightning  on  him  that  fixed  diee  there. 

Tempt  me  with  such  aJfnghtB  no  more. 

Lest  what  I  made  I  uncreate; 
Let  fools  thy  tnystic  form  adore, 

I  know  thee  in  thy  mortal  state. 
Wise  poets,  that  wrapt  Truth  in  tales. 
Knew  bet  themselves  through  all  her  veils. 

r.  Corn 

J2.  The  Kiss 

I  THAT  joy  so  soon  should  waste  I 
Or  so  sweet  a  bliss 
As  a  kiss 
Might  not  for  ever  lastl 
So  sugared,  so  melting,  so  soft,  to  ddicious. 

The  dew  that  lies  on  roses. 

When  the  mom  herself  discloses, 
Is  not  so  precious. 
O,  rather  than  it  would  I  smothei. 
Were  I  to  taste  such  another; 

It  should  be  my  wishing 

That  I  might  die  kissing. 

B.7™,., 

Graliana  Dancing 

CHE  beat  the  happy  pavement—; 
*— '  By  such  a  star  made  finnament. 
Which  now  no  more  the  roof  enviesi 
But  swells  up  high,  with  Atlas  even. 
Bearing  the  brighter  nobler  heaven. 
And,  in  her,  aU  the  deities. 
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Each  step  trod  out  a  Lover's  thought. 

And  tbe  ambitious  hopes  he  brought 

Chained  to  her  brave  feet  with  such  arts, 

Such  sweet  command  and  gentle  awe. 

As,  when  she  ceased,  we  s^tng  saw 

Hie  floor  lay  paved  with  broken  hearts. 

R.  Lovdate 

In  Praise  of  Two 

pAUSTINA  hath  the  fairer  face, 
■■■     And  Phyllida  the  feater  grace; 

Both  have  mine  eyes  enriched : 
This  sings  full  sweetly  with  her  voice; 
Her  fingers  make  as  sweet  a  noise: 

Both  have  mine  ears  bewitched. 
Ah  me!    sith  Fates  have  so  provided. 
My  heart,  alas,  must  be  divided. 


Fair  and  Fair 

(Enone.  T^MR  and  fair,  and  twice  so  fair, 
■'■       As  fair  as  any  may  be; 
The  fairest  shepherd  on  our  green, 
A  love  for  any  lady. 
Paris.  Fair  and  fair,  and  twice  so  fair, 
As  fair  as  any  may  be; 
Thy  love  is  fair,  for  thee  alone 
And  for  no  other  lady. 
(Enortf.  My  love  is  fair,  my  love  is  gay. 

As  fresh  as  bin  the  flowers  in  May, 
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And  of  my  love  my  roundelay. 
My  merry,  meny,  n»Miy  roundelay, 
Conchides  whh  Cupid's  corse,—' 
"  They  that  do  change  old  love  for  new, 
Pray  gods  they  change  for  worse  I " 
Atnho  timul.  They  that  do  change  old  love  for:,  new 
Pray  gods  they  change  for  worse  I 

(£non<.  Fair  and  fair,  and  twice  so  fair, 
As  fair  as  any  may  be; 
The  fairest  shepherd  op  om  ^eet^, 
A  love  for  any  lady. 
Parit.  Fair  and  fair,  and  twice  so  fair* 
As  fair  as  any  may  be; 
.      Thy  love  is  fair  for  thee. alone 
And  for  no  other  lady. 
(Snone.  My  love  can  pipe,  my  love  can  sing. 
My  love  can  many  a  pretty  thing. 
And  of  his  lovely  praises  ring 
My  meny,  merry,  merry  roundelays. 

Amen  to  Cupid's  curse,  — 
"  They  that  do  change  old  love  for  new 
Pray  gods  they  change  for  worse!" 
Ambo  timul.  TTiey  that  do  change  old  love  for  new 
Pray  gods  they  change  for  worse. 

G.  Pt,U 

y6.      A  Pastoral  oj  Phyllis  and  Corydon 

/^N  a  hill  there  grows  a  flower, 
^-'     Fair  befall  the  dainty  sweet  I 
By  that  (lower  there  is  a  bower. 
Where  the  heavenly  Muses  meet. 
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In  that  bower  there  is  a  chair, 
Fringed  all  about  with  gold ; 

Where  doth  ait  the  fairest  fair,    ; 
That  did  ever  eye  behold. 

It  is  Phyllis  fair  and  bright. 
She  that  is  the  shepherds'  joyt 

She  that  Venus  did  despite. 
And  did  blind  Jier  Uttle  boy. 

This  is  she,  the  wise,  the  rich, 
And  the  world  desiies  to  see; 

This  is  ipsa  quae  the  which 
There  is  none  but  only  she. 

Who  would  not  this  face  admire? 

Who  would  not  this  saint  adore  t  ' 
Who  would  not  this  sight  desire. 

Though  he  thought  to  see  no  moref 

O,  fair  eyes  I  yet  let  me  see. 
One  good  look,  and  1  am  gone; 

Look  on  me,  for  1  am  he. 
Thy  poor  silly  Corydon. 

Thou  that  art  the  shepherd's  ^ueen, 

Look  upon  thy  siHy  swain; 
By  thy  comfort  have  been  seen 

Dead  men  brought  to  life  again. 

1^.  Br. 
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77,  Radagon  in  Dianam 

TT  was  a  valley  gaudy-green, 

-'-  Where  Dian  at  the  fount  was  seed; 

Green  it  was, 

And  did  pass 
All  odier  of  Diana's  bowers 
In  the  pride  of  Flora's  flowers. 

A  fount  it  was  that  no  sun  sees. 
Circled  in  with  cypress-trees, 

Set  so  nigh 

As  Phcebus'  eye 
Could  not  do  the  virgins  scathe, 
To  see  them  naked  wheii  they  bathe. 

She  sat  there  all  in  white, 
Colour  fitting  her  delight: 

Virgins  so 

Ought  to  go. 
For  white  in  armoury  is  plac'd 
To  be  the  colour  that  is  chaste. 

Her  taff'ta  cassock  might  you  see 
Tucked  up  above  her  knee. 

Which  did  show 

There  below 
Legs  as  white  as  whales-bone; 
So  white  and  chaste  were  never  none. 

Hard  by  her,  upon  the  grotmd. 
Sat  her  virgins  in  a  round, 
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Batliifig  their 

Golden  hair, 
And  singing  alt  in  notes  hig^, 
"Fie  on  Venus'  flattering  eyel 

"Fie  on  love!    it  ia  a, toy; 
Cupid  witless  and  a  boy; 

All  his  fires,, 

And  desires, 
Are  plagues  that  God  sent  down  from  high 
To  pester  men  with  misery." 

As  thus  the  virgins  did  disdaia 
Lovers'  joy  and  lovers'  pain, 

Cupid  nigh 

Did  espy,  .'\ 

Grieving  at  Diana's  song. 
Slyly  stole  these  maids  among. 

His  bow  of  steel,  darts  of  fire. 

He  shot  amongst  them  sweet  desire. 

Which  straight  flies 

In  theii  eyes. 
And  M  the  entrance  made  them  start. 
For  it  ran  from  eye  to  heart. 

Calisto  straight  supposed  Jove 
Was  fait  and  frolic  fot  to  love; 

Dian  she  ' 

Scaped  not  free,- 
For,  well  I  wot,  .hereupon 
She  loved  the  swain  'Endymion; 
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Clytie  Phcebus,  and  Chlom'  eye 
Thought  none  so  fair  aa  Mercuiy: 

Venus  thus 

Did  discuss 
By  her  son  in  darts  of  lire. 
None  so  chaste  to  check  desire. 

Dian  rose  with  all  her  maids, 
Blushing  thus  at  love's  braids; 

With  si^s,  all 

Show  their  thrall; 
And  flinging  hence  pronounce  this  saw, 
"What  so  strong  as  love's  sweet  iKwf" 

R.  Greene 

yS.    Philomela's  Ode  That  She  Sung  in  Her 
Arbour 

SITTING  by  a  river  side. 
Where  a  silent  stream  did  ^dc^ 
Muse  I  did  of  many  things. 
That  the  mind  in  quiet  brings. 
I  'gan  think  how  some  men  deem 
Gold.thar  god;   and  some  etteem 
Honour  is  the  chief  content 
That  to  man  in  life  is  lent. 
And  some  otVers  do  contend, 
Quiet  npne  like  to  a  friend. 
Others  hold  there  is  no  wealth 
Compared  to  a  perfect  health. 
Some  man's  mind  in  quiet  stands^ 
When  he  is-lord  of  many  lands; 
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But  I  did  sigh,  and  said  all  diis 
Was  but  a  shade  of  perfect  bliss; 
And  in  my  dioughta  1  did  approve 
Nai^ht  so  sweet  as  is  true  love. 
Love  'twixt  lovers  passeth  these. 
When  mouth  kisseth  and  heart  grees, 
With  folded  arms  and  lips  meeting. 
Each  soul  another  sweetly  greeting; 
For  by  the  breath  the  soul  fleeteth. 
And  soul  with  soul  in  kissing  meeteth. 
If  love  be  so  sweet  a  thing. 
That  such  happy  bliss  doth  bring, 
Happy  is  love's  sugared  thrall; 
But  unhappy  maidens  all. 
Who  esteem  your  virgin's  blisses 
Sweeter  than  a  wife's  sweet  kisses. 
No  such  quiet  to  the  mind. 
As  true  love  with  kisses  kind. 
But  if  a  kiss  prove  unchaste, 
Then  is  true  love  quite  dii^raced> . 
Though  love  be  sweet,  learn  this  of  me: 
No  sweet  love  but  honesty. 

R.  Greene 


7p.  The  Nightingale 

""pHE  Nightingale,  »>  soon  as  April  brti^th 
-'■      Unto  her  rested  sense  a  perfect  waking. 
While  late-bare  Earth,  proud  Of  new  clothing,  springeth. 
Sings  out  her  woes,  a  thorn  her  song-book  making; 
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And  moumfully  bewailing. 
Her  throat  in  tunes  expresseth 
What  grief  her  breast  oppresseth 
For  Tereus'  force  on  her  chaste  will  prerailtng. 

O  PhUomila  fair,  O  lake  some  gladneis 
That  here  it  justir  cause  of  flainlful  sadness! 

Thine  earth  now  springs,  mine  fadeth; 
Thy  thorn  without,  my  thorn  my  heart  imiadeth, 

Alas  I    she  hath  no  other  cause  of  anguish 

But  Tereus'  love,  on  her  by  strong  hand  WFoken, 
Wherein  she  suffering,  all  hei  spirits  languish, 
Full  womanlike  complains  her  will  was  broken. 
But  I,  who,  daily  craving. 
Cannot  have  to  content  me. 
Have  mote  cause  to  lament  me. 
Since  wanting  is  more  woe  than  too  much  having. 

O  Philomela  fair,  O  take  some  gladness 
That  here  is  jusier  cause  of  flaintful  sadness! 

Thine  earth  now  springs,  mine  fadeth; 
Thy  thorn  without,  my  thorn  my  heart  imiadeth. 

Sir  P.  Sidney 

So.  Love's  Witchery 

MY  bonny  lass,  thine  eye. 
So  sly, 
Hath  made  me  sorrow  so; 
Thy  crimson  cheeks,  my  dear, 

So  clear. 
Have  so  much  wrought  my  woe; 
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Thy  pleasing  smiles  and  grace. 

Thy  face. 
Have  ravished  so  my  sprites. 
That  life  is  grown  to  nought 

Through  thought 
Of  love,  which  me  affrights. 

For  fancy's  flames  of  (ire 

Unto  such  furious  power 
As,  but  the  tears  I  shed 

Make  dead 
The  brands  would  me  devour, 


I  should  consume  to  nought 

Through  thought 
Of  thy  fair  shining  eye. 
Thy  cheeks,  thy  pleasing  smiles. 

The  wiles 
That  forced  my  heart  to  die; 

Thy  grace,  thy  face,  the  part 

Where  art 
Stands  gazing  still  to  see 
The  wondrous  gifts  and  power. 

Each  hour, 
That  hath  bewitched  me- 

T.  LoJgt 
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8i.  Now  What  Is  Love? 

"M'OW  what  is  Love,  I  pray  thee,  tell  ? 
^^  It  is  that  fountain  and  that  well 
Where  pleasure  and  repentance  dwell; 
It  is  perhaps  the  sauncing  bell 
That  tolls  all  into  heaven  or  hell: 
And  this  is  Love,  as  I  hear  tell. 

Yet  what  is  Love,  I  prithee,  say? 
It  is  a  work  on  holiday. 
It  is  December  matched  with  May, 
When  lusty  bloods  in  fresh  array 
Hear  ten  months  after  of  the  play; 
And  this  is  Love,  as  I  hear  say. 

Yet  what  is  Love,  good  shepherd  sain  ? 
It  is  a  sunshiae  mixed  with  rain. 

It  is  a  toothache  oi  like  pain, 
It  is  a  game  where  none  hath  gain; 
The  lass  saith  no,  yet  would  full  fain: 
And  this  is  Love,  as  I  hear  sain. 

Yet,  shepherd,  what  is  Love,  I  pray? 
It  is  a  yes,  it  b  a  nay, 
A  pretty  kind  of  sporting  fray, 
It  is  a  thing  will  soon  away. 
Then,  nymphs,  take  vantage  while  ye  may: 
And  this  is  Love,  as  I  hear  say. 
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Yet  what  ts  Love,  good  shepherd,  riiow? 
A  thing  that  cieeps,  it  cannot  go, 
A  prize  that  passeth  to  and  fio, 
A  thing  for  one,  a  thing  for  raoe, 
And  he  that  proves  shall  find  it  so; 
And,  shepherd,  this  is  Love,  1  trow. 

Sir  fF.  Raltigb 


My  Lady's  Hand 

r\  GOODLY  hand  I 
^— '  Wherein  doth  stand 

My  heart  distraught  in  ] 
Dear  hand,  alast 
In  little  space 

My  life  thou  dost 


O  fingers  slight  I 
Departed  right, 

So  long,  so  1 
Goodly  begone, 
And  yet  a  bone. 

Most  cruel  i 


my  wound. 


With  lilies  white 
And  roses  bright 

Doth  strain  thy  colour  fair; 
Nature  did  lend 
Each  finger's  end 

A  pearl  for  to  repair. 
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Consent  at  last. 
Since  that  thou  hast 

My  heart  in  thy  demesne 
For  service  true 
On  me  to  rue. 

And  reach  me  love  agaiik 

And  if  not  bo, 
TTiere  with  more  woe 

Enforce  thyself  to  strain 
This  simple  heart. 
That  Bulfer'd  smart, 

And  rid  it  out  of  pain. 

Sir  r.  IFyat 


83.  Cherry-Ripe 


CHERRY-RIPE,  ripe,  ripe,  I  ciy. 
Full  and  fair  ones;   come  and  buy. 
If  so  be  you  ask  me  where 
They  do  grow,  I  answer:   There 
Where  my  Julia's  lips  do  sniile; 
There's  the  land,  or  cherry-isle,. 
Whose  plantations  fully  show 
All  the  year  where  cherries  grow. 

R.  Herrick 
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84.  A  Double  Doubting 

T   ADY,  when  I  behold  the  roses  sprouting, 

■*— '  Which  clad  in  damask  mantles  deck  the  arbowrs, 

And  then  behold  your  lips  where  sweet  love  h^ibours, 
My  eyes  present  me  with  a  double  doubting:. 
For  viewing  both  alike,  hardly  my  mind  supposes     . 
Whether  the  roses  he  youi  lips,  or  your  lips  the  roses. 


^5.      Love  Guards  the  Roses  0}  Tky  Lips 

T    OVE  guards  the  roses  of  thy  lips 
■*-^  And  flies  about  them  like  a  bee; 
If  I  approach  he  forward  skips. 
And  if  I  kiss  he  stingeth  me. 

Love  in  thine  eyes  doth  build  his  towei. 
And  sleeps  within  his  pretty  shrine; 

And  if  I  look  th6  hoy  will  lower, ' 

And  from  their  orbs  shoot  shafts  divine. 

Love  works  thy  heart  within  his  fire. 
And  in  my  tears  doth  firm  the  same; 

And  if  1  tempt  it  will  retire, 
And  of  my  plaints  doth  make  a  game. 

Love,  let  me  cull  her  choicest  flowers; 

And  pity  me,  and  calm  her  eye; 
Make  soft  her  heart,  dissolve  her  lowers; 

Then  will  I  praise  thy  deity. 

But  if  thou  do  not,  LoVe,  I'll  truly  serve  her 
In  spite  of  thee,  and  by  firm  faith  deserve  her. 
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86.  Lips  and  Eyes 

T    OVE  for  Bueh  a  cherry  lip 
■*— ■    Would  be  glad  to  pawn  his  aiTOWi; 
Venus  here  to  take  a  sip 
'  Would  sell  her  doves  and  team  of  spattow*. 
But  they  shall  not  so; 

Hey  nonny,  nonny  no  I 
None  but  I  this  hp  must  owe; 
Hey  nonny,  nonny  not 

Did  Jove  we  this  wanton  eye, 

Ganymede  must  wait  no  longer; 
Phcebe  here  one  nig^t  did  tie. 
Would  change  hei  face  and  look  much  younger. 
But  they  ^alt  not  so; 

Hey  nonny,  nonny  not 
None  but  I  this  lip  must  owe; 
Hey  nonny,  nonny  not 

r.  MMIeton 

8f.  Passions  of  Desire 

T  TOW  shall  I  then  gaze  on  my  mistress'  eyes?, 

■'■■^  My  thoughts  must  have  some  vent,  else  heart  will 

My  tongue  would  rust,  as  in  my  mouth  it  lies. 

If  eyes  and  thoughts  were  free  and  then  not  speak. 

Speak  then  I    and  tell  the  passions  <^  dt^irb. 

Which  turns  mine  eyes  to  floods,  my  thoughts  to  (ire. 
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Song 

Tl  THO  hath  his  fancy  pteai£d 
*  '     With  fiuits  of  happy  sight; 
Let  here  his  eyes  be  raised, 
On  Nature's  sweetest  light;.  '. 

A  light  which  doth  dissever 
And  yet  unite  the  eyes, 
A  light  which,  dying  never. 
Is  cause  the  looker  dies. 

She  never  dies,  but  lasteth 
In  life  of  lover's  heart; 
He  ever  dies  that  wasteth 
In  love  his  chiefest  part: 
Thus  is  her  life  still  guarded 
In  never-dying  faith; 
Thus  is  his  death  rewarded, 
Smce  she  lives  in  his  death. 

Look  then,  and  die!  The  pleasure 
Doth  answer  well  the  pain: 
Small  loss  of  mortal  treasure 
Who  may  immortal  gain  I 
Immortal  be  her  graces, 
Immortal  is  her  mind; 
They  fit  for  heavenly  places — 
This,  heaven  in  it  doth  bind. 

But  c^s  diese  beauties  see  not. 
Nor  sense  that  grace  descries; 
Yet  eyes  deprived  be  riot 
From  sight  of  her  fair  eyes  — 
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Which,  as  of  inwatd  glory 
They  are  the  outward  seal. 
So  may  they  live  stiH  soriy. 
Which  die  not  in  that  weal. 

But  who  hath  fancies  pleased 
With  fruits  of  happy  sight. 
Let  here  his  eyes  be  raised 
On  Nature's  sweetest  light  I 


8g.  Her  Eyes 


Sir  p.  Sidney 


pRETTY  twinkling  stairy  eyes,, 
■*■     How  did  Nature  first  devise 
Such  a  sparkling  iti  your  sight 
As  to  give  Love  such  delight 
As  to  make  him,  like  a  Ry, 
Play  with  looks  until  he  die? 


jw.  To  Dianeme 

CWEET,  be  not  proud  of  those  two  eyes 
*-'  Which  starlike  sparkle  in  their  skies; 
Nor  be  you  proud  that  you  can  see 
All  hearts  your  captives,  yours  yet  free; 
Be  you  not  proud  of  that  rich  hair 
Which  wantons  with  the  love^ck  air; 
Whenas  that  ruby  which  you  wear, 
Sunk  from  the  tip  of  your  soft  ear. 
Will  last  to  be  a  precious  stone 
When  all  your  world  of  beauty's  gone. 

R.  Herrick 
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gz.  Then  Ijrve  Be  Judge 

THOSE  eyes  that  set  my  fancy  on  a  fire. 
Those  crisped  hairs  that  hold  my  heart  in  chains, 
Those  d^ty  hands  which  conquered  my  desire. 
That  nit  which  of  my  thoughts  doth  hold  the  reins-. 
Then  Love  be  judge,  what  heart  may  there  withstand 
Such  eyes,  such  head,  such  wit,  and  such  a  hand  i 
Those  eyes  for  clearness  doth  the  stars  surpass. 
Those  hairs  obscure  the  brightness  of  the  sun. 
Those  hands  more  white  than  ever  ivory  was, 
That  wit  even  to  the  skies  hath  glory  won. 
O  eyes  that  pierce  the  skies  without  remorse  1 
O  hairs  of  light  that  wear  a  royal  crown  I 
O  hands  that  conquer  more  than  Cxsar's  forcel 
O  wit  that  turns  huge  kingdoms  upside  downl 

9^.  To  Cdia 

"TVRINK  to  me  only  with  thine  eyes, 
"-^     And  1  will  pledge  with  mine; 
Or  leave  a  kiss  but  in  the  cup 

And  I'll  not  look  for  wine. 
The  thirst  that  from  the  soul  doth  rise 

Doth  ask  a  drink  divine; 
But  might  I  of  Jove's  nectar  sup, 

I  would  not  change  for  thine. 

I  sent  thee  late  a  rosy  wreath. 

Not  so  much  honouring  thee 
As  giving  it  a  hope  that  there 

It  could  not  withered  be; 
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But  thou  thereon  didst  only  breathe 

And  sent'st  it  back  to  me; 
Since  when  it  grows,  and  smelU,  I  ivrear. 

Not  of  itself,  but  thee ! 

B.  JoitMit 

A  Miracle 

JEHOLD  a  wonder  hetet 
Love  hath  received  his  si^htl 
Which  many  hundred  year 
Hath  not  beheld  the  l4ht. 


B^, 


Such  beams  infused  be 
.  By  Cynthia  in  his  eyes, 
As  first  have  made  him  see. 
And  then  have  made  him  wise. 

Love  now  no  more  will  weep 
For  them  that  laugh  the  while  I 
Not  wake  for  them  that  sleep. 
Nor  sigh  foi  them  that  smile! 

So  powerful  is  the  Beauty 
That  Love  doth  now  behold. 
As  Love  is  turned  to  Duty 
That's  neither  blind  nor  bold. 

Thus  Beauty  shows  her  might 
To  be  of  double  kind; 
In  giving  Love  his  s^t 
And  striking  Folly  blind. 
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g4.     On  the  Excellence  0/  His  Mistress 

'T'HOSE  eyes  that  hold  die  hand  of  every  heart, 
■*■  That  hand  that  holds  the  heart  of  every  eye, 
That  wit  that  goes  beyond  all  nature's  art. 

The  sense  too  deep  for  wisdom  to  descry  1 
That  eye,  that  hand,  that  wit,  that  heavenly  sense 
Doth  shew  my  only  mistress'  excellence. 

O  eyes  that  pierce  into  the  purest  heart! 

O  hands  that  hold  the  highest  thoughts  in  thrall  I 
0  wit  that  weighs  the  depth  of  all  desarti 

O  sense  that  shew  the  secret  sweet  of  all ! 
The  heaven  of  heavens  with  heavenly  power  preserve  thee, 
Love  but  thyself,  and  give  me  leave  to  serve  thee. 

To  serve,  to  live  to  look  upon  those  eyes. 
To  look,  to  live  to  kiss  that  heavenly  hand. 

To  sound  that  wit  that  doth  amaze  the  mind. 
To  know  that  sense,  no  sense  can  understand. 

To  understand  that  all  the  worid  may  know. 

Such  wit,  such  sense,  eyes,  hands,  there  are  no  moe. 

N.  Briton 

95.        For  Pity,  Pretty  Eyes,  Surcease 

TJ'OR  pity,  pretty  eyes,  surcease 
-'-     To  give  me  war,  and  grant  me  peqce> 
Triumphant  eyes,  why  bear  you  arms 
Against  a  heart  that  thinks  no  harms  i 
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A  heart  already  quite  appalled, 
A  heart  that  yields  and  is  enthralled  i 
Kill  rebels,  proudly  that  resist; 
Not  those  that  in  true  faith  persist. 
And  conquered  serve  your  deity. 
Will  you,  alas  1    command  me  die  I 
Then  die  I  yours,  and  death  my  crocs; 
But  unto  you  pertains  the  loss. 


r.  Lodge 


p6.  Bright  Star  of  Beauiy 

To  the  Lady  L.  S. 

"DKIGHT  star  of  beauty,  on  whose  eye-l!ds  sit 
'-'  A  thousand  nymph-like  and  enamoured  graces, 
The  goddesses  of  memory  and  nit, 
Which  in  due  order  take  their  several  places; 
In  whose  dear  bosom,  sweet,  delicious  Love 
Lays  down  his  quiver,  that  he  once  did  bear; 
Since  he  that  blessed  paradise  did  prove, 
Forsook  his  mother's  lap  to  sport  him  there. 
Let  others  strive  to  entertain  with  words. 
My  soul  is  of  another  temper-made; 
I  hold  it  vile  that  vulgar  wit  aifords. 
Devouring  time  my  faith  shall  not  invade: 
Still  let  my  praise  be  honoured  thus  by  you. 
Be  you  most  worthy,  whilst  I  be  r 


M.  Drayton 
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gj.      What  Poor  Astronomers  Are  They 

TXTHAT  poor  astronomers  are  they, 
'  *     Take  women's  eyes  for  scars! 
And  set  their  thoughts  in  battle  'ray. 
To  fight  such  idle  wars; 
When  in  the  end  they  shall  approve, 
Tis  but  a  jest  drawn  out  of  Love. 

And  Love  itself  is  but  a  jest 

Devised  by  idle  heads. 

To  catch  young  Fancies  in  the  nest. 

And  lay  them  in  fool's  beds; 

Thai  being  hatched  in  beauty's  eyes 

They  may  be  fledged  ere  they  be. wise. 

But  yet  it  is  a  sport  to  see. 
How  Wit  will  run  on  wheels; 
While  Will  cannot  persuaded  be. 
With  that  which  Reason  feels. 
That  women's  eyes  and  stars  are  odd 
And  Love  is  but  a  feigned  god. 

But  such  as  will  run  mad  with  Will, 

I  cannot  clear  their  si^t 

But  leave  them  to  their  study  still. 

To  look  where  is  no  li^t. 

Till,  time  too  late,  we  make  them  try, 

They  study  false  Astronomy. 
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g8.  Willing  Bondage 

TER  hair  the  net  of  golden  wire, 

Wherein  my  heart,  led  by  my  wandedng  eyes 
So  fast  entaogled  is  that  in  no  wise 
I(  can,  nor  will,  again  retire; 

But  rather  will  in  that  sweet  bondage  die 
Than  break  one  hair  to  gain  her  liberty. 

Anon. 

pj».  Whal  GuUe  Is  This? 

WHAT  guile  is  this,  that  those  her  golden  tressea 
She  doth  attire  under  a  net  of  gold; 
And  with  sly  skill  so  cunningly  them  dresses. 
That  which  is  gold  or  hait  may  scarce  be  told  ? 
Is  it  that  men's  frail  eyes,  which  gaze  too  bold. 
She  may  entangle  in  that  golden  snare; 
And,  being  caught,  may  craftily  enfold 
Their  weaker  hearts,  which  are  not  well  aware  ? 
Take  heed,  therefore,  mine  eyes,  how  ye  do  stare 
Henceforth  too  rashly  on  that  guileful  net, 
In  which,  if  ever  ye  entrapped  are, 
Out  of  her  bands  ye  by  no  means  shall  get. 
Fondness  it  were  for  any,  being  free. 
To  covert  fetters,  though  they  golden  be. 

E.  Spenser 

100.    Upon  JtUia's  Hair  FUled  with  Dew 

^EW  sat  on  Julia's  hair, 
And  spangled  too, 
Like  leaves  that  laden  are 
With  trembling  dew; 
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Oi  i^ittered  to  my  sight 
As  when  the  beams 
'   Have  their  reflected  light 
Danced  by  the  streams. 


Daphne    ; 

\/[Y  Daphne's  hair  is  twisted  gold, 
■'■*'■  Bright  stars  a-piece  her  eyes  do  hold. 
My  Daphne's  brow  enthrones  the  graces. 
My  Daphne's  beauty  stains  all  faces; 
On  Daphne's  cheek  grow  rose  and  clieny. 
On  Daphne's  lip  a  sweeter  berry; 
Daphne's  snowy  hand,  but  touched  does  melt. 
And  then  no  heavenlier  warmth  is  felt; 
My  Daphne's  voice  tunes  all  the  spheres. 
My  Daphne's  music  charms  all  ears; 
Fond  am  I  thus  to  sing  her  praise. 
These  glories  now  are  turned  to  bays. 

The  Glove 

""PHOU  more  than  most  sweet  glove, 
-*-    Unto  my  more  sweet  love, 
Suffer  me  to  store  with  kisses 
This  empty  lodging  that  now  misses 
The  pure  rosy  hand  that  ware  thee, 
Whiter  than  the  kid  that  bare  iJiee. 
Thou  art  soft,  but  that  was  softer; 
Cupid's  self  hath  kissid  it  ofter 
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Than  e'er  he  did  his  mother's  doves, 
Supposing  her  the  queen  of  loves. 
That  was  Ay  mistr^s,  best  of  gloves. 

S.  Jcnson 

roj.  In  Tears  Her  Triumph 

CO  sweet  a  kiss  the  golden  siin  gives  not 
*^  To  those  fresh  morning  drops  upon  the  rpse. 
As  thy  eye-beams,  when  their  fresh  rays  have  smote 
The  night  of  dew  that  on  my  cheek  down  flows: 
Nor  shines  the  silver  moon  one  half  so  bright. 
Through  the  transparent  bosom  of  the  deep. 
As  doth  thy  face  through  tears  of  mine  give  light: 
Thou  shin' St  in  every  tear  that  I  do  weep; 
No  drop  but  as  a  coach  doth  carty  thee. 
So  ridest  thou  triumphing  in  my  woe: 
Do  but  behold  the  tears  that  swell  in  me. 
And  they  thy  glory  through  my  grief. will  show: 
But  do  not  love  thyself;    then  thou  wilt  keep 
My  tears  for  glasses,  and  still  make  me  weep. 
O  queen  of  queens!    how  far  dost  thou  excel. 
No  thought  can  think,  nor  tongue  of  mortal  tell  I 
ff.  Shaketpeare 

104.  Simplex  Munditiis 

OTILL  to  be  neat,  stiU  to  be  drest, 
'^  As' you  were  going  to  a  feast; 
Still  to  be  powdered,  still  perfumed; 
Lady,  it  is  to  be  presumed, 
Though  art's  hid  causes  are  not  found, 
AH  is  not  sweet,  a|l  is  -not  sound. . 
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Give  me  a  look,  g!ve  me  a  face 

That  makes  simplicity  a  grace; 

Robes  loosely  flowing  hair  as  free: 

Such  sweet  neglect  more  taketh  me 

Than  all  th'  adulteries  of  art; 

They  strike  mine  eyes,  but  not  my  heart. 

B.  Jonson 

Upon  Julia's  Clothes 

"l '\  fHENAS  in  silks  my  Julia  goes, 

"     Then,  then,  methinks,  how  sweetly  flows 
The  liquefaction  of  her  clothes ! 

Next,  when  I  cast  mine  eyes  and  see 
That  brave  vibration  each  way  free, 
—  O  how  that  glittering  taketh  me  t 

R.  Htrriek 

Delight  in  Disorder 

A    SWEET  disorder  in  the  dress 
^^*-  Kindles  in  clothes  a  wantonness: 
A  lawn  about  the  shoulders  thrown 
Into  a  fine  distraction: 
An  erring  lace,  which  here  and  there 
Enthrals  the  crimson  stomacher: 
A  cuff  neglectful,  and  thereby 
Ribbons  to  flow  ctmfusedly: 
A  winning  wave,  deserving  note, 
In  die  tempestuous  petticoat: 
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A  careless  shoe-strii^,  in  whose  tie 
I  see  a  wild  civility: 
Do  more  bewitch  me  than  yrtien  ait 
It  too  precise  in  every  part. 

*.  Herriek 


toj.  On  a  Girdle 

'  I  ^HAT  which  her  slender  waist  confined 
■^    Shall  now  my  joyful  temples  bind; 
No  monarch  but  would  give  his  crown 
His  arms  might  do  what  this  has  done. 

It  was  my  Heaven's  extremes!  sphere. 
The  pale  which  held  that  lovely  deer: 
My  joy,  my  grief,  my  hope,  my  love, 
Did  all  wiihin  this  circle  move. 

A  narrow  compass!  and  yet  there 
Dwelt  all  that's  good,  and  all  that's  fair! 
Give  me  but  what  this  ribband  bound. 
Take  aQ  the  rest  die  sun  goes  round  I 

E.  fFaUer 


To  the  Western  Wind 

OWEET  western  wind,  whose  luck  it  is, 
*^    Made  rival  with  the  air. 
To  give  Perenna'e  lips  a  kiss. 
And  fan  her  wanton  hair: 
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Bdng  me  but  one,  I'll  promise  dice, 
Instead  of  common  showers. 

Thy  wings  shall  be  embalmed  by  me. 
And  all  beset  with  SowerSi 


-R.  HerrUk 


log.  Phyllis 

TN  petticoat  of  green, 

*■  Her  hair  about  her  eyne, 

Phyllis  beneath  an  oak 

Sat  millcing  her  fair  flock: 
"Mongst  that  sweet-strained  moisture,  rare  delight, 
Her  hand  seemed  milk,  in  milk  it  was  so  white. 

l^.  Drummond 


K  A  Dialogue 

"  A  RT  thou  that  she  than  whom  no  fairer  hi 
■**■  Art  thou  that  she  desire  so  strives  to  kiss  i  " 
"  Say  I  am,  how  then  f 
Maids  may  not  kiss 
Such  wanton-humoured  men." 

"  Art  dwu  that  ^e  the  woHd  commends  for  wit  I 
An  thou  so  wise  and  mak'st  no  use  of  it  f " 
"  Say  I  am,  how  then  ? 
My  wit  doth  teach  me  shun 
Such  focdish,  fboliih  men." 

Christ  Church  MS. 
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///.  Rosalind 

"pROM  the  east  to  western  Ind, 

■'-     No  jewel  is  like  RosaKnd. 

Her  worth,,  being  noimted  on  the  wind. 

Through  all  the  world  bears  Rosalind. 

All  the  pictures,  Tairest  lined, 

Are  but  black  to  Rosalind. 

Let  no  fair  be  kept  in  mind, 

But  the  fair  of  Rosalind.  „  .,   , 

ir.  Shaketpeare 

112-  Promised  Weal 

Q  WORDS,  which  fall  like  summer  dew  on  me! 
O  breath,  more  sweet  than  is  the  growing  bean  I 

O  tongue,  in  which  all  honeyed  liquors  be! 

O  voice,  that  doth  the  thrush  in  shrillness  stain  1 
Do  you  say  still  this  is  her  promise  due: 
That  she  is  mine,  as  I  to  her  am  true! 

Gay  hair,  more  gay  than  straw  when  harvest  lies  I 
Lips,  red  and  plump  as  cherries'  ruddy  side  I 
Eyes,  fair  and  great,  like  fair  great  ox's  eyes! 
O  breast,  in  which  two  white  sheep  swell  in  pride  I 
Join  you  with  me  to  seal  this  promise  due: 
That  she  be  mine,  as  I  to  her  am  true! 

But  thou,  white  skin,  as  white  as  curds  well  pressed. 
So  smooth  as  sleek-stone  like  it  smoothes  each  parti 
And  thou,  dear  flesh,  as  soft  as  wool  new  dressed. 
And  yet  as  hard  as  brawn  made  hard  by  art! 

First  four  but  say,  next  four  their  saying  seal; 

But  you  must  pay  the  gage  of  promised  weal. 
Sir  P.  Sidney 
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Presents 

OEE,  see,  mine  own  sweet  jewet, 
•^  What  havt  I  for  my  darling: 
A  lobin-red breast  and  a  starling. 
These  I  give  both  in  hope  to  man  thetf^ 
Yet  thou  uy'st  1  do  not  love  dice. 


rr^.  Myra 

T  WITH  whose  colours  Myra  dressed  her  head, 
■■■'  I,  that  wear  podes  of  her  own  hand-making, 
1,  that  mine  own  name  in  the  chimneys  read      , 

By  Myra  finely  wrought  ere  1  was  waking: 
Must  I  look  on,  in  hope  time  coming  may 
With  change  bring  back  my  lum  again  to  play  1 

I,  that  on  Sunday  at  the  church-sti)e  found 
A  gatland  sweet  with  true-love-knots  in  flowers. 

Which  I  to  wear  about  mine  arms  was  bound 
That  each  of  us  might  know  that  all  was  ours: 

Must  I  lead  now  an  idle  life  in  wishes, 

And  follow  Cupid  foi  his  loaves  and  fishes  i 

I,  that  did  wear  the  ring  her  mother  left, 
1,  for  whose  love  she  gloried  to  be  blamed, 

I,  with  whose  eyes  her  eyes  commixed  theft, 
I,  who  did  make  her  blush  when  I  was  named: 

Must  I  lose  ring,  flowers,  blush,  theft,  and  go  naked. 

Watching  with  sighs  till  dead  love  be  awaked  f 
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Was  it  for  diu  that  I  might  Myra  see 

Washing  the  waters  with  her  beauties  white  ? 

Yet  would  she  never  writ«  hei  bve  ta  me. 
Thinks  wit  irf  chan^  whei\  thoughts  Me  in  delight? 

Mad  girls  may  tafely  love  as  they  ipay  leave; 

No  raafl  c^  ptiiU  a  kiss:  Ihwb  may  deceive.' 

:  :    .    ■     F.GrmlkyLvd.  Brooke 


115.  Siveet  Robbery 

•yHE  forward  violet  thus  did  I  chide: 
■'■    Sweet  thief,  whence  didst  thou  steal  thy  sweet  that 

If  not  from  my  ky»e's  breath  f   The  purple  pride. 
Which  An  thy  soft  cheek  for  complexion  dwells. 
In  my  love's  veins  thou  hast  too  grossly  dyed. 
The  lily  I  condemned  for  thy  hand 
And  buds  of  marjoram  had  stolen  thy  hair; 
The  roses  fearfully  on  thorns  did  stand. 
One  blushing  shame,  another  white  despair; 
A  third,  nor  red  nor  white,  had  stolen  of  both, 
And  to  his  robbery  had  annexed  thy  breath; 
But,  for  his  theft,  in  pride  of  all  his  growth 
A  vengeful  canker  ate  Tiim  up  to  death. 

More  Bowers  I  noted;   yet  I  none  could  see 
But  sweet  or  colour  it  had  stolen  from  thee. 
■  W.  Shaketptart 
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ii6.       Doron's  Description  of  Sameta 

T   IKE  to  Diana  in  her  Gummei  weed, 

■'— '    Girt  with  a  crimEau  robe  of  brighteit  dye, 

Goes  fair  Samela; 
Whiter  than  be  the  flocks  that  straggling  feed. 
When  n^^ed  by  Arethusa  Fount  they  lie, 

Is  &ir  Samela; 

As  fait  Aurora  in  her  moming^rey. 

Decked  with  the  ruddy  glister  of  her  love. 
Is  fair  Samela-;    . 
Like  lovety  Tbetis  on  8  calmed  day, 
Whenas  her  brightness  Neptune's  fant^  move, 
Shines  fair  Sameta; 

Her  tresses  gold,  her  eyes  lik&  glassy  streams. 

Her  teeth  are  peart,  the  breasts  are  ivoiy 

Of  fair  Samela; 

Her  cheeks  tike  rose  and  lily  yield  forth  gleams; 

Her  brow's  bright  arches  framed  of  ebony: 

Thus  fair  Samela 

PasMlh  fair  Venus  in  her  bravest  hue, 

And  Juno  in  the  shadow  of  majesty. 

For  she's.  Samela ; 

Pallas  in  wit,  —  all  three,  if  you  will  view, 

For  beauty,  wit,  and  matchless  dignity, 

Yield  to  Samela. 

R.  Grtene 
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tty.    There  Is  a  Lady  Sweet  and  Kind 

""PHERE  is  a  Lady  sweet  and  kind, 
'''    Was  never  face  so  pleased  my  mind; 
I  did  but  see  her  passing  by. 
And  yet  I  love  her  dll  I  die. 

Her  gesture,  motion,  and  her  tmdet. 
Her  wit,  her  voice  ray  heart  beguiles. 
Beguiles  my  heart,  I  know  not  why. 
And  yet  I  love  her  till  I  die. 

Cupid  is  winged  and  doth  range, 
Her  country  so  my  love  doth  change: 
But  change  she  earth,  or  change  she  «ky, 
Yet  will  1  love  her  till  I  die. 

iiS.  Heart's  Hiding 

CWEET  Love,  mine  only  treasure, 
^    For  service  long  unfeigned, 

Wherein  I  nought  have  gained 
Vouchsafe  this  little  pleasure. 
To  tell  me  in  what  part 
My  mistress  keeps  her  heart. 

If  in  her  hair  so  slender 

Like  golden  nets  entwined 
Which  fire  and  art  have  'fined. 

Her  thrall  my  heart  I  render 
For  ever  to  abide 
With  locks  so  dainty  tied. 
98 
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If  in  her  eyes  she  bind  it, 

Wherein  that  fire  was  framed 
By  whidi  it  is  inflamed, 

I  dare  not  look  to  find  it: 

I  only  wi^  it  sight  * 

To  see  that  pleasant  light. 

But  if  her  brea«t  have  deigaed 
With  kindness  to  receive  it, 
I  am  content  to  leave  it. 

Though  death  thereby  were  gained. 
Then,  Lady,  take  your  own 
That  lives  foe  you  atone. 


N^. 


Sirena 

JEAR  to  the  silver  Treitt 
Sirena  dwelteth; 
She  to  whom  Nature  lent 

All  that  excelleth; 
By  which  the  Muses  late 

And  the  neat  Graces 
Have  for  their  greater  state 

Taken  their  places; 
Twisting  an  anadem 

Wherewith  to  crown  her,- 
As  it  belonged  to  them 

Most  to  renown  her. 


J. 
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On  thy  bank. 

Let  thy  twaru  sing  her. 
And  with  tbiiT  mutie 
•  Along  let  them  bring  ber, 

Tagus  Mid  Pactolui 

Are  lo  thee  debtor, ' 
Nor  for  their  gdd  to  us 

Are  rtwy  die  better; 
Henceforth  of  all  die  rest 

Be  thou  the  Rwcr 
Which,  as  the  daintiest. 

Puts  them  down  ever. 
For  as  my  precious  one 

O'er  thee  doth  travel. 
She  to  pearl  paragon 

Turned]  thy  gravel. 
On  thy  bank  .  .  . 
Our  mournful  Philomel, 

That  rarest  tuner. 
Henceforth  in  Aperil 

Shall  vake  the  sooner. 
And  to  her  shall  complain 

From  the  thick  cover, 
Redoubling  every  strain 

Over  and  over: 
For  when  my  Love  too  Icmg 

Her  chamber  keepeth. 
As  though  it  sutFered  wrong. 

The  Morning  weepeth. 
On  thy  bank  .  .  . 


hi  Google 


ELIZABETHAN    VERSE 

Oft  have  I  seen  the  Sun, 

To  do  her  honour, 
Fix  himself  at  his  noon 

To  look  upon  her; 
And  hath  gilt  every  nove. 

Every  hill  near  her. 
With  his  flames  from  above    - 

Striving  to  cheer  her: 
And  vfhen  she  from  his  sight 

Hath  herself  turned, 
He,  as  it  had  been  night. 

In  clouds  hath  mourned. 
On  thy  bank  .  .  . 

The  verdant  meads  are  seen, ' 
•  When  she  doth  view  them, 
In  fresh  and  gallant  green 

Straight  to  renew  them;    ■ 
And  eveiy  little  giass 

Broad  itself  spreadeth. 
Proud  that  this  bonny  lass 

Upon  it  treadeth: 
Nor  Bower  ts  so  sweet 

In  this  large  cincture. 
But  it  upon  her  feet 

Leaveth  some  tittcture.  . 
On  thy  hank  ... 

The  fishes  in  the  6ood, 
When  she  doth  aiiglc. 

For  th^  hook  strive  a-good 
There  to  enungle; 
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And  leaping  on  the  land. 

From  th'6  clear  water. 
Their  scales  upon  the  sand' 

Lavishly  scatter; 
—  TTierewith  to  pave  die  moidd 

Whereon  she  passes. 
So  herself  to  behold 

As  in  her  glasses. 

On  thy  hank  .' .  . 

When  she  looks  out  by  nigh^ 

The  stars  stand  gaoing. 
Like  comets  to  our  sight 

Fearfully  blazing; 
As  wond'ring  at  her  eyes 

With  their  much  bri^tness. 
Which  so  amaze  tlie  skies, 

Dimming  their  tightness. 
The  raging  t«npests  are  calm 

Wh«i  she  spcaketh. 
Such  most  delightsome  balm 

From  her  lips  breaketh. 
On  thy  bank  .  .  . 

In  all  our  Brittany 

There's  not  a  fairer. 
Nor  can  you  fit  any 

Should  you  compare  her. 
Angels  her  eyelids  keep. 

All  heaiTs  aurpriaiiig; 
Which  !ook  whilst  she  doth  sleep 

Like  the  Etin's  rising: 
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She  alone  of  her  kind 

Knoweth  true  measure. 
And  hei  unmatched  mind 

Is  heaven's  treasure. 
On  thy  bank  .  .  . 

Fair  Dove  and  DenvenI  clear, 

Boast  ye  your  beauties, 
To  Trent  your  mistress  here 

Yet  pay  your  duties:  ^ 

My  Love  was  higher  bom 

Tow'rds  the  full  fountains. 
Yet  she  doth  moorland  scoin 

And  the  Ptok  mountains; 
Nor  would  she  none  should  dream 

Where  she  abideth, 
Humble  as  is  the  stream 

Which  bjr.  her  slideth.  i 

On  thy.  bank  ... 

Yet  my  poor  rustic  Muse 

Nothing  can  move  her. 
Nor  the  means  I  can  use 

Though  her  true  lover: 
Many  a  long  winter's  night 

Have  I  waked  for  her, 
Yet  this  my  piteous  plight 

Nothing  can  stir  hei. 
All  thy  sands,  silver  Trent, 

Down  to  the  Humber, 
The  sighs  that  I  have  spet^ 

Never  can  number. 
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On  thy  bank. 

Let  thy  swans  ling  her. 
And  with  their  music 
Along  lei  them  bring  her. 

M.  Drayton 

Elizabeth  of  Bohemia 

"Y^OU  meaner  beauties  of  the  night, 

That  poorly  satisfy  our  eyes 
More  by  your  number  than  your  light. 

You  common  people  of  the  skies; 
What  are  you  when  the  moon  shall  rise? 

You  curious  chanters  of  the  wood. 
That  warUe  forth  Dame  Nature's  lays. 

Thinking  your  passions  understood 

By  your  weak  accents;    what's  your  praise 

When  Philomel  het  voice  shall  raise? 

You  violets  that  first  appear, 

By  your  pure  purple  mantles  known 

Like  the  proud  virgins  of  the  year. 
As  if  the  spring  were  all  your  own; 

What  are  you  when  the  rose  is  blown? 


So,  when  my  mistress  shall  be  seen 

In  form  and  beauty  of  her  mind. 
By  virtue  first,  then  choice,  a  Queen, 

Tell  me,  if  she  were  not  designed 
Th'  eclipse  and  glory  of  her  kind. 

Sir  H.  /fotlon 
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A  Praise  0}  His  Lady 

/"'IVE  place,  you  ladies,  and  be^nel 
^-^     Boast  not  yourselves  at  allt 
For  heie  at  hand  approacheth  one 
Whose  face  will  stain  you  all. 

The  virtue  of  her  lively  looks 

Excels  the  precious  stone;.    .  ' 

I  wish  to  have  none  other  books 
To  read  or  look  upon. 

In  each  of  her  two  crystal  eyes 

Smileth  a  naked  boy; 
It  would  you  all  in  heart  suffice 

To  see  that  lamp  of  joy. 

I  think  Nature  hath  lost  the  nuiuld 
Where  she  her  ^ape  did  take; 

Or  else  I  doubt  if  Nature  could 
So  fair  a  creature  make. 


She  may  be  well  compared 

Unto  the  Phcenix  kind. 
Whose  like  was  nevef  seen  or  heard 

That  any  man  can  find. 

In  life  she  is  Diana  chaste. 

In  truth  Penelope; 
In  word  and  eke  in  deed  steadfaM. 

—  What  will  you  more  we  s^y?   . 
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If  all  the  world  were  sought  so  fU| 
Who  could  find) such  a  wight? 

Her  beauty  twinketh  like  a  siac 
Within  the  fiosty  night. 

Her  roseal  colour  comes  and  goes 

With  such  a  comely  grace, 
More  ruddier,  too,  dian  doth  the  rose, 

Within  her  lively  face. 

At  Bacchus'  feast  none  shall  her  meet, 

Ne  at  no  wanton  play. 
Nor  gazing  in  an  open  street, 

Nor  gadding  as  a  stray. 

The  modest  minh  that  she  doth  use 
Is  mixed  mth  shamefastness; 

All  vice  she  wholly  doth  refuse. 
And  hateth  idleness. 


O  Lord!  it  is  a  world  to  see 
How  virtue  can  repair. 

And  deck  in  her  such  honesty, 
Whom  Nature  made  so  fair. 

Truly  she  doth  so  far  ^ceed 
Our  women  nowadays,  '' 

As  doth  the  giUyfiower  a  weed; 
And  ihore-  a  thousand  Ways. 
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How  might  I  do  to  get  a  graff 

Of  this  unspotted  tree  f 
—  For  all  the  rest  are  plain  but  chaff,   . 

Which  seem  good  com  to  be. 

This  gift  alone  I  shall  her  give; 

When  death  doth  what  he  can^ 
Her  honest  fame  shall  ever  live 

Within  the  niouth  of  man. 


J.  Heywood 


T22.  Fair  Is  My  Love 

pAIR  is  my  love,  when  her  fair  golden  hairs 
•'■     With  the  loose  wind  ye  waving  chance  to  mark; 
Fair,  v^en  the  rose  in  her  red  cheeks  appears; 
Or  in  her  eyes  the  fire  of  love  does  spark. 
Fair,  when  her  breast,  like  a  rich-laden  bark. 
With  precious  merchandise  she  forth  doth  lay; 
Fair,  when  that  cloud  of  piide,  which  oft  dodi  dsitk 
Her  goodly  light,  with  smiles  she  dnves  away. 
But  fairest  she,  when  so  she  doih  display 
The  gate  with  pearls  and  rubies  richly  dig^t; 
Through  which  het  words  so  wise  do  make-  ih^  way 
To  bear  the  message  of  her  gentle  sprite. 
The  rest  be  works  of  nature's  wonderment: 
But  this  the  work  of  heart's  astonishment. 

,jB,  Spmter 
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123.    -  A  Ditty 

In  Praiit  0}  Elha,  Queen  of  tht  Sbtfhndt 

CEE  where  she  sits  upon  the  grassy  green, 

^  O  seemly  sight! 

Yclad  in  scariet,  like  a  maiden  Queeti, 

Ajid  ermines  white: 
Upon  hei  head  a  crimson  coronet 
With  Damask  roses  and  Daffadillies  Mt: 

Bay  leaves  between. 

And  Primroses  green. 
Embellish  the  sweet  Violet. 

Tell  me,  have  ye  beheld  her  angelic  face 

Like  Phoebe  fair? 
Her  heavenly  haviour,  her  princely  grace, 

,    ,   Can  ye  well  compare  ? 
The  Red  rose  medled  with  the  White  yfere, 
In  either  cheek  depeincten  lively  cheei: 

Her  modest  eye. 

Her  majesty. 
Where  have  you  seen  the  like  but  there? 

1  saw  Calliope  speed  her  to  the  place 

Where  my  goddess  shines; 
And  after  her  the  other  Muses  trace 

With  their  violines. 
Bin  they  not  bay-branches  which  they  do  bear 
All  for  Eliza  in  her  hand  to  wear? 

So  sweetly  they  play. 

And  sing  all  the  way, 
That  it  a  heaven  is  to  hear. 
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Lo,  how  finely  the  Graces  can  it  foot  ;^  f^ 

To  the  instrument: 
They  dancen  deftly,  and  singen  soot    y* 

In  their  merriment. 
Wants  not  a  fourth  Grace  to  make  die  dance  even  c 
Let  that  room  to  my  Lady  be  given. 

She  shall  be  a  Grace, 

To  fill  the  fourth  place. 
And  reign  with  the  rest  in  heaven 

Bring  hither  the  Pink  and  purple  Columbine, 

With  Gillyflowers; 
Biing  Coronations,  and  Sops-in^wine 

Worn  of  Paramours : 
Strow  me  the  ground  with  Daffadowndillies, 
And  Cowslips  and  Kingcups  and  loved  Lilies ' 

The  pretty  Paunce 

And  the  Chevis»mce 
Shall  match  widi  the  fair  Fbwcr-delice. 

£.  Speiurr 


134,    Wishes  to  His  Supposed  Mistress 

"TyHOE'ERshebe  — 

*  ■     That  not  impossible  She 
That  ^all  command  my  heart  and  me: 

Where'er  she  lie. 

Locked  up  from  mortal  eye 

In  shady  leaves  of  destiny: 
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Till  that  ripe  birth 

Of  studied  Fate  stand  fonib^ 

And  teach  her  fair  steps  to  out  eaith 

Till  that  divine 

Idea  take  a  shrine 

Of  crystal  flesh,  throu^  which  to  fihi 

Meet  you  her,  my  Wirfies, 
Bespeak  her  to  my  blisses. 
And  be  ye  called  ray  absem  kisGes. 

I  wish  her  Beauty, 

That  owes  rot  all  its  duty 

Ta  gaudy  tire,  or  g^isi'ring.shoe~tie; 

Something  more  than 
Taffata  or  tissue  can. 
Or  rampane  (eather,  or  rich  (an^ 

A  Face,  that's  best 

By  its  own  beauty  drest. 

And  can  alone  commend  the  test: 

A  Face,  made  up 

Out  of  no  other  shop 

Than  what  Nature's  white  hand  sets 

A  Cheek,  where  youth 

And  blood,  with  pen  of  truth, 

Write  what  the  reader  sweetly  ru'th. 
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A  Cheek,  ^hete  grows 
More  than  a  morning  rose, 
Which  to  no  bpx  his  being  owcf. 

Lips,  where  all  day 

A  lover's  kiss  may  play. 

Yet  cany  nothing  thence  away. 

Looks,  that  oppress 

Their  richest  tires,  but  dress 

And  clothe  their  simplest  nakedness. 

Eyes,  that  displace 

The  neighbour  diamond,  and  outface 

Hiat  sunshine  by  their  own  sweet  grace 

Tresses,  that  wear 

Jewels  but  to  declare 

How  much  themselves  more  precious  an; 

Whose  native  ray 

Can  tame  the  wanton  day 

Of  gems  that  In  their  bright  shades  play. 

Each  ruby  there. 

Or  pearl  that  dare  appear. 

Be  its  own  blush,  be  its  own  tear. 

A  well-tamed  Heart, 

For  whose  more  noble  smart 

Love  may  be  long  choosing  a  Ann. 
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Eyes,  chat  bestow 

Full  quivers  on  love's  bovr,     . 

Yet  pay  less  airows  than  t^iey  owe. 

Smiles,  that  can  warm 

The  blood,  yet  teach  a  charm, 

That  chasti^  shall  take  no  hann. 

Blushes,  that  bin 

The  burnish  of  no  sin, 

Nor  flamea  of  aught  too  hot  within. 

Joys,  that  confess 

Virtue  their  mistresB, 

And  have  no  other  head  to  dress. 

Fears,  fond  and  slight 

As  the  coy  bride's,  when  night    - 

First  does  the  longing  lover  right. 

Days  that  need  borrow 

No  part  of  their  good  morrow, 

Fwm  a  foie-spent  night  of  sorrows 

Days  that  in  spite 

Of  darkness,  by  the  light 

Of  a  clear  mind  are  day  all  night.: 

Nights,  sweet  as  they, 

Made  short  by  lovers'  play. 

Yet  long  hy  the.  absence  of  the  da|i,  . 
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Life  that  dares  send 

A  challenge  to  his  end. 

And  when  it  cornea,  say,  "  Welconw,  friend  1 " 

Sydneian  showers 

Of  sweet  discourse,  whose  powers 

Can  crown  old  Winter's  head  with  flowers. 

Soft  silken  houis. 

Open  suns,  shady  bowers; 

'Bove  all,  ijothing  within  that  lowers. 

Whate'er  delight 

Can  make  Day's  forehead  bright. 

Or  ^ve  down  to  the  wings  of  Night, 

1  wish  her  store 

Of  worth  may  leave  her  poor 

Of  wishes ;   and  1  wish  —  no  morei 

Now,  if  Time  knows 

That  Her,  whose  radiant  brows 

Weave  them  a  garland  of  my  voWSJ 

Her,  whose  just  bays 

My  future  hopes  can  raise, 

A  trophy  to  her  present  praise; 

Her,  that  dares  be 

What  these  lines  wish  to  see; 

I  leek  no  further,  it  is  She. 
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Tis  She,  and  here, 

Lo!    I  unclothe  and  deal 

My  Wipes'  cloudy  character. 

May  she  enjoy  it 

Whose  merit  dare  apply  it. 

But  modesty  dares  still  deny  ill 

Such  wonh  as  this  is 
Shall  fix  my  flying  Wishes, 
And  determine  them  to  kisses. 

Let  her  full  glory, 

My  fancies,  fly  before  ye; 

Be  ye  my  fictions — but  her  stoiy. 

R.  Crashtnu 


^5.  Rosaline 

T  ike;  to  the  clear  in  highest  sphere 
■*-^  Where  all  imperial  glory  shines, 
Of  selfsame  colour  is  her  hair 

Whether  unfolded  or  in  twines 

Heigh  ho,  fair  Rosaline! 

Her  eyes  are  sapphires  set  in  snow. 

Resembling  heaven  by  every  wink; 
The  gods  do  fear  whenas  they  glow. 

And  I  do  tremble  when  I  think 
Heigh  ho,  would  ^e  were  minel 
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Her  cheeks  are  like  the  blushing  cloud 

That  beautifies  Aurora's  face, 
Or  like  the  silver  crimson  shroud 

That  Phoebus'  smiling  looks  doth  grace: 
Heigh  ho,  fair  Rosaline  I 
Her  lips  are  like  two  budded  roses 

Whom  ranks  of  lihes  neighbour  nigh, 
Within  whose  bounds  she  balm  encloses 

Apt  to  entice  a  deity: 
Hei^  ho,  would  she  were  minel 

Her  neck  is  like  a  stately  tower 

Where  Love  himself  imprison'd  lies. 
To  watch  for  glances  every  hour 

From  her  divine  and  sacred  eyes; 
Heigh  ho,  fair  Rosaline  I 
Her  paps  are  centres  of  delight. 

Her  breasts  are  orbs  of  heavenly  frame, 
Where  Nature  moulds  the  dew  of  light 

To  feed  perfection  with  the  same; 
Heigh  ho,  would  she  veete  mine) 

With  orient  pearl,  with  ruby  red. 

With  marble  white,  with  sapphire  blue. 
Her  body  every  way  is  fed. 

Yet  soft  in  touch  and  sweet  in  view; 
Heigh  ho,  fair  Rosaline! 
Nature  herself  her  shape  admires; 

The  gods  are  wounded  in  her  sight; 
And  Love  forsakes  his  heavenly,  fires 

And  at  her  eyes  his  brand  doth  light: 
Heigho  ho,  would  she  were  minel 
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Then  muse  not.  Nymphs,  though  I  bemoan 

The  absence  of  fair  RosaUne, 
Since  for  a  fair  there's  fairer  none, 

Nor  for  her  virtues  to  divine: 
Heigh  ho,  fair  Rosaline  I 
Heigh  ho,  my  heaitl  would  God  oiat  she  were  mine  I 

126.     Damelus'  Smg  of  His  Diaphenia 

DIAPHENIA  like  die  daffadowndilly, 
White  as  the  sun,  fair  as  the  lily. 
Heigh  ho,  how  I  do  love  thee! 
I  do  love  thee  as  my  lambs 
Are  beloved  of  their  dams  — 
How  blest  were  1  if  thou  wouldst  prove  me  1 

Diaphenia  like  the  spreading  roses. 
That  in  thy  sweets  all  sweets  encloses, 

Fair  sweet,  how  I  do  love  theel 
I  do  love  thee  as  each  flower 
Love's  the  sun's  life-giving  power, 

For  death,  thy  breath  to  life  might  move  me. 

Diaphenia,  like  to  all  things  blessed 
When  all  thy  praises  are  express^, 

Dear  joy,  how  I  do  love  thee! 
As  the  birds  do  love  the  spring. 
Or  the  bees  their  careful  king: 

Then  in  requite,  sweet  virgin,  love  me! 
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127.  JJUque 

AirERE  I  as  base  as  is  the  lowly  plain, 

And  you,  my  Love,  as  high  as  heaven  above, 
Yet  should  the  thoughts  of  me,  your  humble  swain, 
Ascend  to  heaven  in  honour  of  my  love. 
Weie  I  as  high  as  heaven  above  the  plain, 
And  you,  my  Love,  as  humble  and  as  low 
As  are  the  deepest  bottoms  of  the  main, 
Wheresoe'er  you  were,  with  you  my  love  should  go. 
Were  you  the  earth,  dear  Love,  and  I  the  sides. 
My  love  should  shine  on  you  like  to  the  Sun, 
And  look  upon  you  with  ten  thousand  eyes. 
Till  heaven  waxed  blind,  and  till  the  world  were  done. 
Wheresoe'er  I  am,  below,— ^or  else  above  you  — 
Wheresoe'er  you  are,  my  heart  shall  truly  love  you. 

7.  Sylvester 

128.  Flos  FlOTUm 

Tlyfl'E  90  oft  my  fancy  drew 
^    '■  Here  and  there,  that  I  ne'er  knew 
Where  to  place  desire  bdbre 
So  that  range  it  might  no  morel 
But  as  he  that  passeth  by 
Where,  in  all  her  jollity, 
Flora's  riches  in  a  row 
Do  in  seemly  order  grow. 
And  a  thousand  flowers  stand 
Bendti^  as  to  kiss  his  hand; 
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Out  of  which  delightful  store 
One  he  may  tate  aod  no  more; 
Long  he  pausing  doubteth  whether 
Of  ihofe  fair  ones  he  should  gather. 

First  the  Primrose  courts  his  eyes, 
Then  a  Cowslip  he  espies; 
Next  the  Pansy  seems  to  woo  him. 
Then  Carnations  t>ow  unto  him; 
Which  whilst  that  enamoured  swain 
.  From  the  stalk  intends  to  strain, 
(As  half-fearing  to  be  seen) 
Prettily  her  leaves  between 
Peeps  the  Violet,  pale  to  see 
That  her  virtues  slighted  be; 
Which  so  much  his  liking  vnns 
That  to  seize  her  he  begins. 

Yet  before  he  stooped  so  low 
He  his  wanton  eye  did  throw 
On  a  stem  that  grew  more  high. 
And  the  Rose  did  there  espy. 
Who,  beside  her  precious  scent, 
To  procure  his  eyes  content 
Did  display  her  goodly  breast. 
Where  he  found  at  full  expresst 
All  the  good  that  Nature  .ihowera    . 
On  a  thousand  othec  flowers; 
Wherewith  he  affected  takes  it. 
His  beloved  flower  he  malci^  it. 
And  without  deare  of  more 
Walks  through  all  he  saw  before' 
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So  I  wandering  but  ere^ere 

Through  the  garden  of  this  Isle, 

Saw  rich  beau|ies  I  confess, 

And  in  number  numberless. 

Yea,  so  differing  lovely  too. 

That  I  had  a  world  to  do 

Ere  I  could  set  up  my  rest. 

Where  to  choose  and  choose  the  best. 

Thus  I  fondly  feared,  till  Fate 
(Which  I  must  confess  in  that 
Did  a  greater  favour  to  me 
Than  the  world  can  malice  do  me) 
Showed  to  me  that  matchless  flower, 
Subject  ftir  this  song  of  our; 
Whose  perfection  having  eyed. 
Reason  instantly  espied 
That  Desire,  which  ranged  abroad, 
There  would  find  a  period : 
And  no  marvel  if  it  might. 
For  it  there  hath  all  delight. 
And  in  her  hath  nature  placed 
What  each  several  fair  one  graced. 

Let  who  list,  for  me,  advance 
The  admired  flowers  of  France, 
Let  who  will  praise  and  behold. 
The  reserved  Marigold; 
Let  the  sweet-breath 'd  Violet  now 
Unto  whom  she  pleaseth  bow; 
And  (he  fairest  Lily  spread 
*  Where  she  will  her  golden  head; 
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i  have  such  a  flower  to  wear 
That  (or  those  I  do  not  caie. 
Let  the  young  and  happy  swains 
Playing  on  the  Britain  plains 
Court  unblamed  their  shepherdesses. 
And  with  their  gold  curled  tresses 
Toy  uncensured,  until  I 
Grudge  at  their  prosperity. 

Let  all  times,  both  present,  past. 
And  the  age  that  shall  be  last. 
Vaunt  the  beauties  they  bring  fordi. 
I  have  found  in  one  such  worth,  . 
That  content  I  neither  care 
What  the  best  before  me  were;    . 
Nor  desire  to  live  and  see. 
Who  shall  fair  hereafter,  he;  . 
For  I  know  the  hand  of  Nature 
Will  not  make  a  fairer  creature. 

G.  Wither 


'g  Fmmia, 

\  H I   were  she  pitiful  as  she  is  fair, 
'^*'    Or  but  as  mild  as  she  is  seeming  so, 
Then  were  my  hopes  greater  than  my  .despair. 

Then  all  the  world  were  heaven,  nothing  woe. 
Ah  I   were  her  heart  relenting  as  her  hand, 

Tliat  seems  to  melt  even  with  th^  mildest  couch. 
Then  knew  I  where  to,  seat  me  in  a  land 

Under  wide  heavens,  but  yet  there  is  not  such. 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


ELIZABETHAN  VERSE 

So  as  she  shows  she  seems  the  budding  foSe, 
Yet  sweeter  far  than  is  an  earthly  floWer; 

Sovran  of  beauty,  like  the  spray  she  grows;  ' 
Compassed  she  is  with  thorns  and  cankered  flower. 

Yet  were  she  willing  to  be  plucked  and  worn. 

She  would  be  gathered,  though  she  grew  on  thbin. 

Ah  I   when  she  sings,  all  music  else  be  stiHr 

For  Done  tpust  be  compared  to  her  note; 
Ne'er  breathed  such  glee  from  Philomela's  bill. 

Nor  froni  the  nmning-Einger's  swdling  throat. 
Ah  I   when  she  riseth  from  her  blissful  bed  : 

She  comforts  all  the  world,  as  doth  the  sun. 
And  at  her  sight  the  night's  foul  vapour's  fled; 

When  she  is  set,  the  gladsome  day  is  done. 
0  glorious'  sun,  imagine  me  the  west, 
Shine  in  my  arms,  and  set  thou  in  my  breast  I 

R:  Greene 

ISO.       Since  First  I  Saw  Your  Face 

CINCE  first  I  saw  your  face  I  resolved  to  honour  and 

^       renown  ye; 

If  now  I  am  disdained  I  wish  my  heart  had  never  known 

)*■      . 
What?  I  that  loved  and  you  that  liked,  shall  we  begin  to 

No,  no,  no,  my  heart  is  fast,  and  cannot  disentangle. 

If  1  admire  or  praise  you  too  much,  that  fault  you  may 

forgive  me; 
Or  if  my  hands  had  strayed  but  a  touch,  then  justly  might 

you  leave  me. 
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I  asked  you  leave,  you  bade  me  love;  is't  now  a  dme  to 

chide  me  t 
No,  no,  no,  I'D  love  you  still  what  fortune  e'ei  betide  me. 

The  sun,  whoM  beamB  most  glorious  are,  rejecteth  no  be- 
holder, 

And  your  sweet  beauty  past  compare  made  my  poor  eyes 
the  bolder: 

Where  beauty  moves  and  wit  dehghts  and  signs  of  kindness 
bind  me, 

TTiere,  O  dierel  where'er  I  go  I'll  leave  my  heart  behind 
mel 

Anon. 

131.  Beo/uiy  and  Rhyme 

"lltTHEN  in  the  chronicle  of  wasted  time 

'  "    I  see  descriptions  of  the  fairest  wights. 
And  beauty  making  beautiful  old  time 
In  praise  of  Ladies  dead  and  lovely  Knights; 
Then,  in  the  blazon  of  sweet  beauty's  best. 
Of  hand,  of  foot,  of  lip,  of  eye,  of  brow, 
I  see  their  antique  pen  would  have  exprest 
Even  such  a  beauty  as  you  master  now. 
So  all  their  praises  are  but  prophecies 
Of  this  oui  time,  all  you  prefiguring; 
And  for  they  looked  but  with  divining  eyes. 
They  had  not  skill  enough  your  worth  to  sing: 
For  we,  who  now  behold  these  present  days. 
Have  eyes  to  wonder,  but  lack  tongues  to  praise. 
JF.  Shakes fiurt 
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132.  Shall  I  Compare  Thee  to  a  Summer's 

Day?  \ 

OHALL  I  compare  thee  to  a.  Suiumer's  day  t 
*~^    Thou  art  more  lovely  and  more  temperate: 
Kough  winds  do  shake  the  darling  buds  of  May, 
And  Summer's  lease  hath  all  too  short  a  date; 
Sometime  too  hpt  the  eye  of  heaven  sl)ines, 
And  often  is  his~  gold  complexion  dimmed; 
And  every  fair  from  fair  sometime  declines. 
By  chance  or  nahire's  changing  course  untrimmed. 
But  thy  eternal  Summer  shall  not  fade . 
Nor  lose  possession  of  that  fair  thou  owest; 
Nor  shall  Death  brag  thou  wanderest  in  his  shade. 
When  in  eternal  lines  to  time  thou  growest: 
So  long  as  men  can  breathe,  or  eyes  can  see, 
So  long  lives  this,  and  this  gives  life  to  thee. 

'       •  y.  Sbakespean 

133.  Mark.  When  She  SmUgs 

f  ARK  ^t»  she  snuleswidi: amiable  ctieer, 
-  And  tell  me  whereto  can  ye  liken  it  — 
When  on  each  eyelid  sweetly  do  appear 
An  hundred  Graces  as  in  shade  to.  sit:? 
Likest  it  seem^h  to  my  simple  ,wit 
UnM  the  fair  Buo^ine  in,  sommef's  iay. 
That,  when  a  dreadful  ^ storm  away  is  fljt. 
Through  the  rbrqad  froctd  doth  spread  his  goodly  ray: 
M  sif^t  whereof  each  bird  that  sits  on  spray. 


M* 
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And  eveiy  beast  that  to  his  den  was  fled. 
Comes  forth  afresh  out  of  their  late  dismay. 
And  to  the  light  lift  up  their  drooping  head. 
So  my  stonn-beaten  heart  likewise  is  chcci'd 
With  that  sunshine  when  cloudy  loolcs  are  clear'd. 
B.  Spenier 


134.  Beauty  Clear  and  Fair 

BEAUTY  clear  and  fair. 
Where  the  air 
Rather  like  a  perfume  dwells; 
Where  the  vblet  and  the  rose 
Their  blue  veins  and  blush  disclose, 
And  come  to  honour  nothing  else: 

Where  to  live  near 
And  planted  there 

Is  to  live,  and  still  lire  new; 
Where  to  gam  a  favour  is 
More  than  life,  perpetual  bliss,— 

Make  me  live  by  eerving  you  I  ' 

Deati  again  back  recall 

To  this  light, 
A  stranger  to  himself  and  all  I 
Both  d)e  wonder  and  the  stoiy- 
^all  be  yours,  and  eke  the  glory; 
'    I  am  your  servant,  and  your  thrall. 

J.  Flttcher 
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135,  Beauty's  Triumph 

T  IKE  two  proiul  armies  marching  in  the  field, 

"^  Joining  in  the  thundering  Bght.each  scorns  to  yield; 

So  in  my  hean,  youi  beau^  and  my  reason, 

One  claims  the  crown,  the  other  says  'tis  treason. 

But  01  your  beauty  shineth  as  the  sun; 

And  dazzled  reason  yields  as  quite  undone. 


The  Unfading  Beauty 

HE  that  loves  a  rosy  cheek. 
Or  a  coral  Up  admires. 
Or  from  star-like  eyes  doth  sed 

Fuel  to  maintain  his  (ires: 
As  old  Time  makes  these  decay, 
So  his  8ames  must  waste  away. 

But  a  smooth  and  steadfast  mind. 
Gentle  thoughts  and  calm  desires. 

Hearts  with  equal  love  combined,  . 
Kindle  never-dying  fires. 

Where  these  are  not,  I  despise 

Lovely  cheeks  or  lips  or  eyes. 


Perked  Beauty 

TT  was  a  beau^  that  I  saw 

■*■  So  pure,  so  perfect,  as  the  frame 

or  all  the  universe  was  lame 

To  that  one  figure,  could  I  Anyit 

Or  give  least  line  of  it  a  law^ 
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A  ^ein  of  sDk  without  a  knot, 

A  fair  march  made  without  a  halt, 

A  curious  form  without  a  fault, 

A  printed  book  without  a  blot. 

All  beauty,  and  without  a  spot! 

B.Jon 

rj8.  Beauty's  Epitome 

fHY  should  diis  a  deseit  be? 
5  unpeopled?  No; 
Tongues  I'll  hang  on  every  tree. 

That  shaH  civil  sayings  show,  - ' 
Some,  how  brief  the  Kfe  of  man 

Runs,  his  erring  pilgrimage; 
That  the  stretching  of  a  span    ■■ 

Buckles  in  his  sum  of  age. 
Some,  of  violated  vows 

'Twixi  the  souls  of  friend  and  friend: 
But  upon  the  fairest  boughs. 

Or  at  every  sentence'  end, 
Will  I  Rosalinda  write. 

Teaching  all  that  read  to  kiiow 
The  quintessence  of  every  sprite 

Heaven  would  in  little  show. 
Therefore  heaven  nature  charged 

That  one  body  should  be  filled 
With  all  graces  wide-enlarged : 

Nature  presently  distilled 
Helen's  che^,  but  not  her  heart, 

Cleopatra's  inajesty, 
Atalanta's  better  part, 

Sad  Lucreda's  modesty. 
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Thus  Rosalind  of  many  parts 

hy  heaven)^  synod  was  devised; 
Of  many  faces,  tyts,  and  hearts, 

To  have  the  touches  dearest  prized. 
Heaven  would  that  she  these  gifts  should  have. 
And  I  to  live  and  die  her  slave. 

IF.  Sbokttftare 


/jj>.  The  Awakening 

(~\^  a  time  the  amorous  Silvy 

^-'  Said  w  her  shepherd,  '  Sweet,  how  do  ye  ? 

Kiss  me  this  pnce  and  then  God  be  with  ye, 

My  sweetest  dear  I 
Kiss  me  this  once  and  then  God  be  with  ye, 
Far  now  the  morning  draweth  near.' 

With  that,  her  fairest  bosom  showing, 
Op'ning  her  lips,  rich  perfumes  blowing. 
She  said,  '  Now  kiss  me  and  be  going, 

My  sweetest  dear! 
Kiss  me  this  once  and  then  be  going, 
For  new  the  morning  draweth  near.' 

With  that  the  shepherd  waked  from  sleeping 
And  spying  where  the  day  was  peeping. 
Hi;  said,  *  Now  taLe  my  soul  in  keeping, 

My  sweetest,  dear! 
Kiss  me  and  take  my  soul  in  keeping. 
Since  I  must  go,  now  day  is  near.'  . 
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140.    Vivamus  Mea  Lesbia,  Atque  Amemus 

Afl'Y  sweetest  Lesbia,'  let  us  live  and  love, 

■'■'■^  And  though  the  sager  sort  our  deeds  reprove 

Let  us  not  weigh  them.     Heaven's  great  tamps  do  dive 

Into  their  west,  and  straight  again  tevive; 

But,  soon  as  once  set  is  our  little  light. 

Then  must  we  sleep  one  ever-during  night. 

If  all  would  lead  their  lives  in  love  like  me, 
Then  bloody  swords  and  armour  should  not  be; 
No  drum  nor  trumpet  peaceful  sleeps  should  move. 
Unless  alarm  came  from  the  Camp  of  Love; 
But  fools  do  live  and  waste  their  little  light. 
And  seek  with  pain  their  ever-during  night. 

When  timely  death  my  life  and  fottunes  ends. 
Let  not  my  hearse  be  vext  with  mourning  friends; 
But  let  all  lovers,  rich  in  triumph,  come 
And  with  sweet  pastimes  grace  my  happy  tomb; 
And,  Lesbia,  close  up  thou  my  little  light. 
And  crown  with  love  my  ever-during  night. 

r.  Campton 


14.1.  Vivamus 


C 


'OME,  my  Ctlia,  let  us  prove, 
'  While  we  may  the  spons  of  Love; 
Time  will  not  be  ours  for  ever. 
Me  at  length  our  good  will  sever. 
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Spend  not  then  his  gifts  in  vain: 
Suns  that  set  may  Use  again; 
But  if  once  we  lose  this  lig^t, 
rris  with  us  perpetual  night. 

Why  should  we  defer  our  joys? 
Fame  and  rumour  are  but  toys. 
Cannot  we  delude  the  eyes 
Of  a  few  poor  household  spies? 

Or  his  easier  ears  beguile. 
So  removed  by  our  wile  f 
Tis  no  sin  Love's  fruit  to  steal, 
But  the  sweet  theft  to  reveal: 
To  be  taken,  to  be  seen. 
These  have  crimes  accounted  been. 

B.  Jmson 

142.  Love 

T   OVE  bade  me  welcome;  yet  my  soul  drew  back. 

^-'    Guilty  of  dust  and  sin. 

But  quick-eyed  Love,  observing  me  grow  slack 

From  my  first  entrance  in, 
Drew  nearer  to  me,  sweetly  questioning 

If  I  lacked  anything. 

*A  guest,'  I  answered,  'worthy  to  be  here:' 

Love  said,    '  You  shall  be  he.' 
'  I,  the  unkind,  ungrateful  ?  Ah,  my  dear, 

1  cannot  look  on  Thee.' 
Love  took  my  hand  and  smiling  did  reply, 

' Who  made  the  eyes  but  If 
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'  Truth,  Lord ;  but  I  have  marred  them :    let  my  shame 

Go  where  it  doth  deserve.' 
'And  know  you  not,' says  Love,    'Who  bore  the  blame  i' 

'  My  dear,  then  I  will  serve.' 
'  You  must  sit  down,'  says  Love,  '  and  taste  my  meat.' 

So  I  did  sit  and  eat. 

G.  Herbm 


MvlHdor's  Madrigal 

DILDIEXD,  diidido, 
O  love,  O  love, 
I  fed  ihy  rage  rumble  below  and  above! 

In  summer-time  I  saw  a  face, 

Trop  hclU  pour  moi,  hHai,  hilas! 
Like  to  a  stoned-horse  was  her  pace: 

Was  ever  young  man  so  dismayed  f 
Her  eyes,  like  wax-torches,  did  make  me  afraid ! 

Trop  belle  pour  moi,  voiih  man  tripat. 

Thy  beauty,  my  love,  exceedeth  supposes; 
Thy  hair  is  a  nettle  for  the  nicest  roses. 

Mon  diiu,  nide  mo,f 
That  ]  with  the  primrose  of  my  fresh  wit 
May  tumble  her  granny  under  my  feet: 

He  done  )e  lerai  un  jeune  roil 
Trop  belle  pour  moi,  bela!y  hilar, 
Trop  belle  pour  moi,  voila  man  tripat. 

R.  Grtent 
130 
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144.     A  Hymn  in  Praise  oj  Neptune 

/~\F  Neptune's  empire  let  us  ang, 
^^  At  whose  command  the  waves  obeyi 
To  whom  the  rivers  tribute  pay, 
Down  the  high  mountains  sliding: 
To  whom  the  scaly  nation  yields 
Homage  for  the  crystal  fields 

Wherein  they  dwell: 
And  every  sea'^d  pays  a  gem 
Yearly  out  of  his  wat'iy  cell 
To  decL  great  Neptune's  diadem. 

The  Tritons  dancing  in  a  ring 
Before  his  palace  gates  do  make 
The  waters  with  their  echoes  quake, 
Like  the  great  thunder  sounding: 
'  The  sea-nymphs  chant  their  accents  shrill. 
And  the  sirens,  taught  to  kill 

With  their  sweet  voice, 
Make  ev'ry  echoing  rock  reply 
Unto  their  gentle  murmuring  noise 
The  praise  of  Neptune's  empery. 

.  T.  Campion 

'45.     On  Spenser's  "  Faerie  Queene  " 

■\/TETHOUGHT  I  saw  the  grave  where  Laura  lay, 
^"*  Within  that  temple  where  the  vestal  flame 
Was  wont  to  bum;   and  passing  by  that  way, 
To  see  that  buried  dust  of  living  fame 
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Whose  tomb  fair  Love  and  fairer  Virtue  kept, 
All  suddenly  I  saw  the  Faerie  Queene: 
At  whose  approach  the  soul  of  Petrarke  wept, 
And  from  thenceforth  those  Graces  were  not  seen 
(For  they  this  Queen  attended);    in  whose  stead 
Oblivion  laid  him  down  on  Laura's  hearse. 
Hereat  the  hardest  stones  were  seen  to  bleed. 
And  groans  of  buried  ghosts  the  heavens  did  perse; 
Where  Homer's  spright  did  tremble  all  for  grief. 
And  curst  the  access  of  that  celestial  thief. 

Sir  W.  Raleigh 


146,  J)  AU  the  Pens  That  Ever  Poets  Held 

TF  all  the  pens  that  ever  poets  held 
•■  Had  fed  the  feeling  of  their  master's  thoughts, 
And  eveiy  sweetness  that  inspir'd  their  hearts. 
Their  minds,  and  muses,  on  admired  themes; 
If  all  the  heavenly  quintessence  they  'still 
From  their  immortal  flowers  of  poesy. 
Wherein  as  in  a  mirror  we  perceive 
The  highest  reaches  of  a  human  wit; 
If  these  had  made  one  poem's  period. 
And  all  combined  in  beauty's  worthiness, 
Yet  should  there  hover  in  their  restless  heads 
One  thought,  one  grace,  one  wonder  at  the  least 
Which  into  words  no  virtue  can  digest. 

C.  Marina  e 
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Lusty  May 

r~\  LUSTY  May,  widi  Flora  queen  I 
^^  The  balmy  diopis  from  Phoebus  ^een 

Preluciand  beams  before  the  day; 
By  that  Diana  growis  green 

Through  gladness  of  this  lusty  May. 

Then  Esperus,  that  is  so  bricht. 
Til  woful  hairtis  castis  his  light. 

With  bankis  that  bloomis  on  every  brae; 
And  schouris  are  shed  fonh  of  their  sicht 

Thiough  gladness  of  this  lusty  May. 

Birdis  on  bewis  of  every  biith. 
Rejoicing  notis  makand  their  micth 

Kicht  plesantly  upon  the  spray. 
With  flourishingis  o'er  field  and  tirth 

Through  gladness  of  this  lusty  May. 

All  luvaris  that  are  in  care 
To  their  ladies  they  do  repair 

In  fresh  momingis  before  the  day. 
And  are  in  mirth  ay  mair  and  mair 

Through  gladness  of  this  lusty  May. 


^^.  When  Flora  Had  O'erjret  the  Firth 

•^UHEN  FLORA  had  o'erfret  the  firth 
In  May  of  every  moneth  queen; 
Quhen  merle  and  marvis  singis  with  mirth 
Sweet  melling  in  the  GJiawis  sheen; 


Q" 
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Quhen  all  luvaris  rejoicit  bene ' 
And  most  desirous  of  their  prey, 

I  heard  a  lusty  luvar  mene 
— '  I  luve,  but  I  dare  nocht  assay  1  * 

'  Strong  are  the  pains  I  daily  prove. 

But  yet  with  patience  I  sustene, 
I  am  so  fetterit  with  the  luve 

Only  of  my  lady  sheen, 

Quhillc  for  her  beauty  micht  be  queen, 
Nature  so  craftily  alway 

Has  done  depaint  that  sweet  serene: 
—  Quhom  I  luve  I  dare  nocht  assay. 


>  fa^i^of 


c  of  hyd  and  hue 

1  luve  but  her  alone,  1  ween; 
Is  none  her  luve  that  may  eschew. 

That  blinkis  of  that  dulce  amene; 

So  comely  cleir  are  her  twa  een 
That  she  mae  luvaiis  dois  affray 

Than  ever  of  Greece  did  fair  Helenc: 
—  Quhom  I  luve  I  dare  nocht  assay  I' 

AfK 


I4g.  In  YotUh  Is  Pleasure 

TN  a  harbour  grene  aslepe  whereas  I  lay, 

■'■  The  hyrdes  sang  swete  in  the  middes  of  the  day, 

I  dreamed  fast  of  mirth  and  play: 

In  youth  is  pleasure,  in  youth  is  pleasure. 


HihyGoonlc 


ELIZABETHAN   VERSE 

Methought  I  walked  stiti  to  and  fro, 
And  from  her  company  I  could  not  go  — 
But  when  I  waked  it  was  not  so: 

In  youth  is  pleasure,  in  youth  is  pleasure. 

Therefore  my  hart  is  surely  pyght 
or  her  alone  to  have  a  sight 
Which  is  my  joy  and  hartes  delight: 

In  youth  is  pleasure,  in  youth  is  pleasure. 

R.  Wevtr 


150.      Come  Hither,  You  That  Love 

/"^OME  hither,  you  that  love,  and  hear  me  sing 

^^  Of  joys  still  growing, 

Gieen,  fresh,  and  lusty  as  the  pride  of  spring. 

And  ever  blowing. 
Come  hither,  youths  that  blush,  and  dare  not  know 

What  is  desire; 
And  old  men,  worse  than  you,  that  cannot  blow 

One  spark  of  (ire; 
And  with  the  power  of  my  enchanting  song, 
Boys  shall  be  able  men,  and  old  men  young. 

Come  hither,  you  that  hope,  and  you  that  cry; 

Leave  off  complaining; 
Youth,  strength,  and  beauty,  that  shall  never  die. 

Are  here  remaining. 

«3S 
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Come  hither,  fools,  and  blush  you  stay  so  long 

From  being  blest; 
And  mad  men,  worse  than  you,  that  suffer  wrong. 

Yet  seek  no  rest; 
And  in  an  hour,  with  my  enchanting  soi^. 
You  shall  be  ever  pleased,  and  young   maids  long. 
J.  Flttchtr 

>/.  A  Nymph's  Passion 

T  LOVE,  and  he  loves  me  again, 
■'■    Yet  dare  1  not  tell  who; 
Foe  if  the  nymphs  should  know  my  swain, 
I  fear  they'd  love  him  too; 
Yet  if  he  be  not  known, 
The  pleasure  is  as  good  as  none. 
For  that's  a  narrow  joy  is  but  our  own. 

Ill  tell,  thai  if  they  be  not  glad. 

They  may  not  envy  me; 
But  then  if  I  grow  jealous  mad 
And  of  them  pitied  be. 

It  were  a  plague  'hove  scom; 
And  yet  it  cannot  be  forborne 
Unless  my  heart  would,  as  my  thought,  be  torn. 

He  is,  if  they  can  find  him,  fair 

And  fresh,  and  fragrant  too. 
As  summer's  sky  or  purged  air. 
And  looks  as  lilies  do 

That  are  this  morning  blown: 
Yet,  yet  I  doubt  he  is  not  known. 
And  fear  much  more  that  more  of  him  be  shown. 
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But  he  hath  eyes  so  round  and  bright. 

As  make  away  my  doubt. 
Where  Love  may  all  his  torches  light. 
Though  Hate  had  put  them  out; 

But  then  t'  increase  my  fears 
What  nymph  soe'er  his  voice  but  hears 
Will  be  my  rival,  though  she  have  but  ears. 
I'll  tell  no  more,  and  yet  I  love. 

And  he  loves  me;   yet  no 
One  unbecoming  thought  doth  move 
From  either  heart  I  know; 

But  so  exempt  from  blame 
As  it  would  be  to  each  a  fame, 
If  love  or  fear  would  let  me  tell  his  name. 

B.  Jonson 

152.  A  Madrigal 

^HEN  in  her  face  mine  eyes  I  fis, 
A  fearful  boldness  takes  my  mind, 
Sweet  honey  Love  with  gall  doth  mix. 
And  is  unkindly  kind: 
It  seems  to  breed, 
And  is  indeed 
A  special  pleasure  to  be  pined. 
No  danger  then  I  dread ; 
For  though  I  went  a  thousand  times  (o  Styx, 
I  know  she  can  revive  me  with  her  eye 
As  many  looks,  as  many  lives  to  me: 
And  yet  had  1  a  thousand  hearts. 
As  many  looks,  as  many  darts. 
Might  make  them  all  to  die. 

W.  Altxander,  Earl  0/  SurUng 
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A  Welcome 

IX^ELCOMEI  welcome!   do  1  ting. 

Far  more  fvelcome  than  thi  spring; 
He  that  parteth  from  you  never 
Shall  enjoy  a  ipring  for  ever. 

He  that  to  the  voice  is  near. 
Breaking  from  your  ivory  pale. 

Need  not  walk  abroad  to  hear 
The  delightful  nightingale. 

fVeUome,  vjeUome,  .  .  . 

He  that  looks  still  on  your  eyes. 
Though  the  winter  have  begun 

To  benumb  our  arteries. 

Shall  not  want  the  summer's  »n. 
Welcome,  vjehome,  .  .  . 

He  that  still  may  see  your  cheeks, 
Where  all  rareness  still  reposes. 

Is  a  fool,  if  e'er  he  seeks 
Other  lilies,  other  roses. 

Welcome,  welcome,  .  .  . 

He  to  whom  your  soft  lip  yields. 
And  perceives  your  breath  in  kissing, 

All  the  odours  of  the  6elds 
Never,  never  shall  be  missing. 

Welcome,  melcome,  .   .  . 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


ELIZABETHAN   VERSE 

He  that  question  would  anew 
What  fair  Eden  was  of  old. 

Let  him  rightly  study  you. 
And  a  brief  of  that  behold. 
ffdcome,  ivfico, 


W.  Broumt 


154.  Phillis  and  Corydon 

TDHILLIS  kept  sheep  along  the  wutern  plains, 
■*■       And  Coiydon  did  feed  his  flocks  hard  by: 
This  shepherd  was  the  flower  of  all  the  swains 
That  traced  the  downs  of  fruitful  Thessaly; 
And  Phillis,  that  did  far  her  flocks  surpass 
In  silver  hue,  was  thought  a  bonny  lass. 

A  bonny  lass,  quaint  in  her  countiy  'tire, 
Was  lovely  Phillis,  —  Coiydon  swore  so; 

Her  locks,  her  looks,  did  set  the  swain  on  lire. 
He  left  his  lambs,  and  he  b^an  to  woo; 

He  looked,  he  sighed,  he  courted  with  a  kiss, 

No  better  could  the  silly  swad  than  this. 

He  little  knew  to  paint  a  tale  of  love. 
Shepherds  can  fancy,  but  they  cannot  say: 

Phillis  'gan  smite,  and  wily  ihou^t  to  prove 
What  uncouth  grief  poor  Cotydon  did  pay; 

She  asked  him  how  his  flocks  or  he  did  fare. 

Yet  pensive  thus  his  ri^s  did  tell  his  care. 
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The  shepherd  blu^etl  i^en  Phillis  questioned  so. 
And  swore  by  Pan  it  was  not  for  his  floclcs; 

"  Tis  love,  fair  Phillis,  breedeth  all  this  woe. 
My  thoughts  are  trapt  within  thy  lovely  locks; 

Thine  eye  hath  pierced,  thy  face  hath  set  on  fire; 

Fair  PhilUs  Icindleth  Corydon's  desire." 

"  Can  shepherds  love  f  "     said   Phillis  to  the  swain. 

"  Such  saints  as  Phillis,"    Corydon  replied. 
"  Thai  when  they  lust  can  many  fancies  feign," 

Said   Phillis.    This  not  Corydon   denied, 
That  lust  had  lies;  "  But  love,"  quoth  he,  "  says  truth : 
Thy  shepherd  loves,  then,  Phillis,  what  ensu'th  f " 
Phillis  was  won,  she  blushed  and  hung  the  head; 

The  swain  stept  to,  and  cheered  her  with  a  kiss : 
With  faith,  with  troth,  they  struck  the  matter  dead; 

So  used  they  when  men  thought  not  amiss: 
This  love  begun  and  ended  both  in  one; 
Phillis  was  loved,  and  she  liked  Corydon. 

R.  Grtene 

155-  The  Triumph  of  Charis 

OEE  the  Chariot  at  hand  here  of  Love, 

'-'    Wherein  my  Lady  ridethl 

Each  that  draws  is  a  swan  or  a  dove, 

And  well  the  car  Love  guideth. 
As  she  goes,  all  iieatts  do  duty 

Unto  her  beauty; 
And  enamoured,  do  wish,  so  they  mig^ 

But  enjoy  such  a  si^t, 
That  they  still  were  to  run  by  her  side. 
Through  swords,  through  seas,  whither  she  would   ride. 
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Do  but  look  on  her  eyes,  they  do  light 

All  that  Love's  world  compriseth ! 
Do  but  look  on  her  hair,  it  is  bright 

As  Love's  star  when  it  risethl 
Do  but  mark,  her  forehead's  smoother 

Than  words  that  soothe  herl 
And  from  her  arched  brows  such  a  grace 

Sheds  itself  through  the  face. 
As  alone  there  triumphs  to  the  life 
All  the  gain,  all  the  good  of  the  elements' strife^ 

Have  you  seen  but  a  bright  lily  grow 

Before  riide  hands  have  touched  it  ? 
Have  you  marked  but  the  fall  of  the  snow 

Before  the  soil  hath  smutched  it  i 
Have  you  felt  the  wool  of  the  beaver. 

Or  swan's  down  ever? 
Or  have  smelt  o'  the  bud  o'  the  brier 

Or  the  nard  in  the  fire  i 
Or  have  tasted  the  bag  of  the  bee  i 

0  so  white,  O  so  soft,  O  so  sweet  is  she  I 

fl.  7o««. 
/J(5.  My  Heart  Is  High  Above 

liyTY  heart  is  high  above,  my  body  is  full  of  bliss,  , 
"^  For  I  am  set  in  luve  as  well  as  I  would  wiss; 

1  luve  my  lady  pure  and  she  luvis  me  again, 
I  am  her  servicure,  she  is  my  soverane; 

She  is  my  very  heart,  I  am  her  howp  and  heill. 
She  is  my  joy  invart,  I  am  her  luvar  leal; 
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I  am  her  bond  and  thrall,  she  is  at  my  command; 

I  am  perpetual  her  man,  both  foot  and  hand; 

The  thing  that  may  her  please  my  body  sail  fulfil; 

Quhatevei  her  disease,  it  does  my  body  ill. 

My  bird,  my  bonny  ane,  my  tender  babe  vennst. 

My  luve,  my  life  alane,  my  liking  and  my  lustl 

We  interchange  our  hatrtis  in  others  armts  sc^, 

Spriteless  we  twa  depairtis,  usand  our  luvis  oft. 

We  mourn  when  licht  day  dawis,  we  plain  the  nicht    ! 

short. 
We  curse  the  cock  that  crawis,  that  hindcris  our  disport 
I  glowffin  up  aghast,  quhen  I  her  miss  on  nicht. 
And  in  my  oxter  fast  I  find  the  bowster  richt; 
Then  lanquor  on  me  lies  like  Morpheus  the  mair, 
Quhilk  causes  me  uprise  and  to  my  sweet  repair. 
And  then  is  all  the  sorrow  forth  of  remembrance 
That  ever  I  had  a-forrow  in  luvis  observance. 
Thus  never  do  I  rest,  so  lusty  a  life  I  lead, 
Quhen  that  I  list  to  test  the  well  of  womanheid. 
Luvaris  in  pain,  I  pray  God  send  you  sic  remeid 
As  I  have  nicht  and  day,  you  to  defend  from  detd  I 
Therefore  be  ever  true  unto  your  ladies  free. 
And  they  will  on  you  rue  as  mine  has  done  on  me. 


^5T'  Cards  and  Kisses 

/"^UPID  and  my  Campaspe  play'd 
^^  At  cards  for  kisses  —  Cupid  paid: 
He  stakes  his  quiver,  bow,  and  ant>ws. 
His  mother's  doves,  and  team  of  sparrows; 
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Loses  them  too;  then  down  he  throws 

The  coial  of  his  lip,  the  rose 

Growing  on  's  cheek  (but  none  tnows  how); 

With  these,  the  crystal  of  his  brow, 

An^  then  the  dimple  of  his  chin; 

All  these  did  my  Campaspe  win. 

At  last  he  set  her  both  his  eyes  — 

She  won,  and  Cupid  blind  did  rise. 

O  Love !    has  she  done  this  for  thee  i 
What  shall,  alas!    become  of  me? 

7-  hh 


158.  A  Conspiracy 

CWEET  Love,  if  thou  vrilt  gain  a  monarch's  glory, 
'^  Subdue  her  heart  who  makes  me  glad  and  sorty: 
Out  of  thy  golden  quiver 
Take  thou  thy  strongest  airow 
That  will  through  bone  and  marrow, 
And  me  and  thee  of  grief  and  fear  deliver;  — 
But  come  behind,  for  if  she  look  upon  thee, 
Alas  I   poor  Love,  (hen  thou  art  woe-begone  theet 

Anon. 


159.    What  the  Mighty  Love  Has  Done 


TJCAR,  ye  ladies  that  despise 
'■'■    What  the  mighty  Love  h 
Fear  examples  and  be  wise: 
Fair  Calisto  was  a  nun ; 
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Leda,  sailing  on  a  stream 

To  deceive  the  hopes  of  man, 
I^ove  accounting  but  a  dream. 
Doted  on  a  silver  swan; 
Danae,  in  a  brazen  tower, 
Where  no  love  was,  loved  a  shower. 

Hear,  ye  ladies  that  are  coy. 

What  the  mighty  Love  can  do; 
Fear  the  fierceness  of  the  boy: 

The  chaste  Moon  he  makes  to  woo( 
Vesta,  kindling  holy  fires, 

Ciicled  round  about  with  spies. 
Never  dreaming  loose  desires. 
Doting  at  the  altar  dies; 
llion,  in  a  short  hour,  highet 
He  can  build,  and  once  more  {ire. 

J.  FlMh^ 

Menaphan's  Song 

COME  say  Love, 
*--'  Foolish  Love, 

Doth  rule  and  govern  all  the  gods: 
I  say  Love, 
Inconstant  Love, 

Sets  men's  senses  far  at  odds. 
Some  swear  Love, 
Smooth-faced  Love, 

Is  sweetest  sweet  that  men  can  have: 
I  say  Lovt 
Sower  Love, 

Makes  virtue  yield  as  beauty's  slave. 
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A  bitter  sweei,  a  folly  worst  of  all. 
That  forceth  wisdom  to  be  folly's  thraU. 

Wherein  sweet  f 

In  fading  pleasures  that  do  pain. 
Beauty  sweet: 
Is  that  sweet 

That  yieldeth  sorrow  for  a  gain  I 
If  Love's  sweet, 
Herein  sweet. 

That  minute's  joys  ate  monthly  woes: 
Tis  not  sweet. 
That  is  sweet 

Nowhere  but  ^^ere  repentance  grows. 
Tlien  love  who  list,  if  beauty  be  so  sowet; 
Labour  foe  me.  Love  rest  in  prince's  bower. 

i6i.  Love's  Keys 

QUIET  thoughts,  your  civil  slaughter  stint. 
And  wrap  your  wrongs  within  a  pensive  heart; 
And  you,  my  tongue,  that  makes  my  mouth  a  mint 
And  stamps  my  thoughts  to  coin  them  words  by  art, 
Be  still  I    for  if  you  ever  do  the  like, 
I'll  cut  the  string  that  malces  the  hammer  strike. 
But  what  can  stay  my  thoughts  they  may  not  stan? 
Or  put  my  tongue  in  durance  for  to  die  f 
Whenas  these  eyes,  the  keys  of  mouth  and  heatt. 
Open  riie  lock  where  all  my  love  doth  lie; 
I'll  seal  them  up  within  their  lids  for  ever: 
So  thoughts  and  words  and  looks  shall  die  together. 
Anon. 

'4S 
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162,  Love's  Harvesters 

A  LL  ye  that  lovely  lovers  be 
'^*-  Pray  you  for  me: 
Lo  here  we  come  a-sowing,  a-sowing. 
And  sow  sweet  fruits  of  love; 
In  your  sweet  hearts  well  may  it  prove! 

Lo  here  we  come  a-reaping,  a-reaping. 
To  reap  our  harvest  fruit! 
And  thus  we  pass  the  year  so  long. 
And  never  be  we  mute. 

G.  PieU 

163.  The  Doubt  Which  Ye  Misdeem 

'  II 'HE  doubt  which  ye  misdeem,  fair  love,  is  vain, 
■'■    That  fondly  fear  to  lose  your  liberty; 
When,  losing  one,  two  libenies  ye  gain. 
And  make  him  bond  that  bondage  erst  did  fly. 
Sweet  be  the  bands,  the  which  true  love  doth  tie, 
Without  constraint,  or  dread  of  any  ill: 
The  gentle  bird  feds  no  captivity 
Within  her  cage,  but  sings,  and  feeds  her  fill. 
There  pride  dare  not  approach,  nor  discord  spill 
The  league  'twixt  them  that  loyal  love  hath  bound; 
But  simple  truth,  and  mutual  good  will. 
Seeks  with  sweet  peace  to  salve  each  other's  wound : 
There  Faith  doth  fearless  dwell  in  brazen  tower, 
And  ^>otleBs  Pleasure  builds  her  sacred  bower. 

E.  Spens^ 
146 
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i6,f..  Via  Amoris 

TTIGH-WAY,  since  you  my  chief  Parnassus  be, 
■^  -^  And  that  my  Muse,  to  some  ears  not  unsweet. 
Tempers  her  words  to  trampling  horses'  feet 
More  oft  than  to  a  chamber  melody,  — 
Now  blessed  you  bear  onward  blessed  me 
To  her,  where  I  my  heart,  safe-let,  shall  meet; 
My  Muse  and  I  must  you  of  duty  greet 
With  thanks  and  wishes,  wishing  thankfully; 
Be  you  still  fair,  honour'd  by  public  heed ; 
By  no  encroachment  wiong'd,  nor  time  forgot; 
Nor  blamed  for  blood,  nor  shamed  for  sinful  deed; 
And  that  you  know  I  envy  you  no  lot 
Of  highest  wish,  I  wish  you  so  much  bliss,  — 
Hundreds  of  years  you  Stella's  feet  may  kiss! 

Sir  P.  Sidney 

165.       Orpheus  I  Am,  Come  from  the 

Deeps  Below 
/^RPHEUS  I  am,  come  from  the  deeps  below, 
^-^  To  thee,  fond  man,  the  plagues  of  love  to  show. 
To  the  fair  fields  where  loves  eternal  dwell 
Tliere's  none  that  come,  but  first  they  pass  through  hell: 
Hark,  and  beware!    unless  thou  hast  loved,  ever 
Beloved  again,  thou  shalt  see  those  joys  never. 

Hark  how  they  groan  that  died  despairing! 

Oh,  take  heed,  then! 
Hark  how  they  howl  for  over-daring! 

All  these  were  men. 
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They  that  be  fools,  and  die  for  famt^ 
They  lose  their  name; 
And  they  that  bleed. 
Hark  how  they  speed! 

Now  in  cold  frosts,  now  scorching  fires 
They  sit,  and  curse  their  lost  desires; 
Nor  diall  these  souls  be  free  from  pains  and  fears. 
Till  women  waft  them  over  in  their  tears. 

J.  Fleuh^ 

i66.         I'll  Never  Love  Thee  More 

MY  dear  and  only  Love,  I  pray 
That  little  world  of  thee 
Be  govern'd  by  no  other  sway 

Than  purest  monarchy; 
For  if  confusion  have  a  part 

(Which  virtuous  souls  abhor). 
And  hold  a  synod  in  thine  heart, 
I'll  never  love  thee  mote. 

Lilce  Alexander  I  will  reign. 

And  I  will  re^  alone; 
My  thoughts  did  ever  mpre  disdain 

A  rival  on  the  thnDne. 
He  either  fears  his  fate  too  much, 

Or  his  desens  are  small, 
Thai  dares  not  put  it  to  the  toucht 

To  eain  or  lose  it  all. 
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And  in  the  empire  of  thine  heart, 

Where  I  should  solely  be. 
If  others  do  pretend  a  pan 

Or  dare  to  vie  with  me. 
Or  if  Committees  thou  erect, 

And  go  on  such  a  score, 
I'll  laugh  and  sing  at  thy  negtect, 

And  never  love  thee  more. 

But  if  thou  wilt  prove  faithful  then 

And  constant  of  thy  word, 
I'll  make  thee  glorious  by  my  pen 

And  famous  by  my  sword; 
I'll  serve  thee  in  such  noble  ways 

Was  never  heard  before; 
I'll  crown  and  deck  thee  all  with  bays. 

And  love  thee  more  and  more. 

y.  Graham,  Marquis  of  Montrose 

t6y.  Lovers  College 

I  CUPID!    monarch  over  Icings, 
Wherefore  hast  thou  feet  and  wings? 
It  is  to  show  how  swift  thou  art 
When  thou  wound'st  a  tender  heart  I 
Thy  wings  being  dipt,  and  feet  held  still, 
Thy  bow  so  many  could  not  kill. 

It  is  all  one  in  Venus'  wanton  school. 
Who  highest  sits,  the  wise  man  or  the  fool. 

Fools  in  love's  college 

Have  far  more  knowledge 


o; 
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To  read  a  woman  over 
Than  a  neat  prating  lover: 

Nay,  'tis  confest 
That  fools  please  women  best. 

t68,  WUy  Cupid 

THRUST  not  his  wanton  tears, 
■*■      Lest  they  beguile  ye; 
Trust  not  his  childish  sigh, 

He  breatheth  slily. 
Trust  not  his  touch. 

His  feeling  may  defile  ye; 
Trust  nothing  that  he  doth, 

The  wag  is  wily. 
If  you  suffer  him  to  prate, 
You  will  rue  it  over-late. 

Beware  of  him,  for  he  is  witty; 
Quickly  strive  the  boy  to  bind. 
Fear  him  not,  for  he  is  blind : 

If  he  get  loose,  he  shows  na  pity. 

H.  Cbetttt 

t6g.  Madrigal 

To  Cupid 

T   OVE,  if  a  god  thou  art, 
■*— '    Then  evermore  thou  must 
Be  merciful  and  just. 
If  thou  be  just,  O  wherefore  doth  thy  dart 
Wound  mine  alone,  and  not  my  Lady's  heart? 
ISO 
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If  merciful,  then  why 

Am  I  to  pain  reserved, 

Who  have  thee  truly  served; 
While  she,  that  by  thy  power  sets  not  a  fly, 
Laughs  thee  to  scorn  and  lives  in  liber^F 

Then,  if  a  god  thou  wouldst  accounted  be. 
Heal  me  like  her,  or  else  wound  her  like  me. 

F,  Davison 


ifo.  "  Beware  of  Love  " 

"pHUS  saith  my  Chloris  bright, 
■*■    When  we  of  love  sit  down  and  talk  Whether: — 
'Beware  of  Love,  dear;    Love  is  a  walking  sprite, 

And  Love  is  this  and  that. 

And,  O,  I  know  not  what, 
And  comes  and  goes  again  I  wot  not  whither.' 
No,  no,  —  these  are  but  bugs  to  breed  amazing. 
For  in  her  eyes  I  saw  his  torchlight  blazing. 


ifT.  Uncertainty 

TJOW  many  new  years  have  grown  old 
■*■  ■*■     Since  first  your  servant  old  was  new; 
How  many  long  hours  have  I  told 

Since  first  my  love  was  vowed  to  youj 
And  yet,  alas,  she  does  not  know 
Whether  her  servant  love  or  no. 
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How  many  walls  as  white  as  snow. 
And  windows  clear  as  any  glass, 

Have  I  conjured  to  tell  you  so. 
Which  faithfully  performed  was; 

And  yet  youll  swear  you  do  not  know 

Whether  your  servant  love  or  no. 

How  (^ten  hath  my  pale,  lean  face. 
With  true  characters  of  my  love, 

Petitioned  to  you  for  grace. 
Whom  neither  sighs  nor  tears  can  mot's; 

O  cruel,  yet  do  you  not  know 

Whether  your  servant  love  or  no. 

And  wanting  oft  a  better  token, 
I  have  been  fain  to  send  my  heart. 

Which  now  your  cold  disdain  hath  broken. 
Nor  can  you  heal't  by  any  art: 

O  look  upon't,  and  you  shall  know 

Whether  your  servant  love  or  no. 


ty2.  Dispraise  of  Love  and  Lover's  Follies 

TF  love  be  life,  I  long  to  die, 
■*■  Live  they  that  list  for  me; 
And  he  that  gains  the  most  thereby, 

A  fool  at  least  shall  be. 
But  he  that  feels  the  sorest  fits, 
'Scapes  with  no  less  than  loss  of  wits: 
Unhappj  life  they  gain. 
Which  love  do  entertain. 
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In  day  by  feigned  looks  they  live, 

By  lying  dreains  in  night. 
Each  frown  a  deadly  wound  doth  give. 

Each  smile  a  false  delight. 
If  't  hap  their  lady  pleasant  seem. 
It  is  for  others'  love  they  deem; 
If  void  she  seem  of  joy. 
Disdain  doth  make  her  coy. 

Such  is  the  peace  that  lovers  find. 

Such  is  the  life  they  lead. 
Blown  here  and  there  with  every  wind. 

Like  flowers  in  the  mead; 
Now  war,  now  peace,  now  war  again. 
Desire,  despair,  delight,  disdain; 
Though  dead,  in  midst  of  life. 
In  peace,  and  yet  at  strife. 

F.  Davison 

r/j.    //  Women  Could  Be  Fair  and  Yet 
Not  Fond 

TF  women  could  be  fair  and  yet  not  fond, 
^    Or  that  their  love  were  firm,  not  fickle  still, 
I  would  not  marvel  that  they  make  men  bond 
By  service  long  to  purchase  their  good  wilt; 
But  when  I  see  how  frail  those  creatures  are, 
I  laugh  that  men  forget  themselves  so  far. 

To  mark  the  choice  they  make,  and  how  they  change, 
How  oft  from  Phoebus  they  do  flee  to  Pan; 

Unsettled  still,  like  hazards  wild  they  range. 
These  gentle  birds  that  fly  from  man  to  man; 
'53 
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Who  would  not  scorn  and  shake  them  from  the  fist, 
And  let  them  fly,  fair  foals,  which  way  they  \isti 

Yet  for  our  sport  we  fawn  and  flatter  both. 
To  pass  the  time  when  nothing  else  can  please, 

And  train  them  to  our  lure  with  subtle  oath. 
Till,  weary  of  our  wiles,  ourselves  we  ease; 

And  then  we  say  when  we  their  fancy  try. 

To  play  with  fools,  O  what  a  fool  was  I ! 

E.  Fere,  Earl  of  Oxford 


174,  Not  Mine  Own  Fears 

T^OT  mine  own  fears,  nor  the  prophetic  soul 
-^  ^  Of  the  wide  world  dreaming  on  things  to  come. 
Can  yet  the  lease  of  my  true  love  control, 
Supposed  as  forfeit  to  a  confined  doom. 
The  mortal  moon  hath  her  eclipse  endured. 
And  the  sad  augurs  mock  their  own  presage; 
Incertainties  now  crown  themselves  assured. 
And  peace  proclaims  olives  of  endless  age. 
Now  with  the  drops  of  this  most  balmy  time 
My  love  looks  fresh,  and  Death  to  me  subscribes. 
Since  spite  of  him  I'll  live  in  this  poor  rhyme. 
While  he  insults  o'er  dull  and  speechless  tribes: 
And  thou  in  this  shalt  find  thy  monument 
When  tyrants'  crests  and  tombs  of  brass  are  spent. 
If.  Shakitftart 
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lyS.   Whoever  Thinks  or  Hopes  0}  Love 
for  Love 

TSTHOEVER  thinks  or  hopes  of  love  for  love, 

*  *     Or  who  belove4  in  Cupid's  taws  doth  glory. 
Who  joys  in  vows  or  vows  not  to  remove. 
Who  by  this  light  god  hath  not  been  made  Sony,  — 
Let  him  see  me,  eclipsed  from  my  sun. 
With  darL  clouds  of  an  earth  quite  overrun. 

Who  thinks  that  sorrows  felt,  desires  hidden. 
Or  humble  faith  in  constant  honour  armed, 
Can  keep  love  from  the  fruit  that  is  forbidden; 
Who  thinks  that  change  is  by  entreaty  charmed,  — 
Looking  on  me,  let  him  know  love's  delights 
Ate  treasures  hid  in  caves  but  kept  by  sprites. 

Jnon, 

176.  Why  Canst  Thou  Not 

"IX  THY  canst  thou  not,  as  others  do, 

*       Look  on  me  with  unwounding  eyes  f 
And  yet  look  sweet,  but  yet  not  bo; 

Smile,  but  not  in  killing  wise; 
Arm  not  thy  graces  to  confound; 
Only  look,  but  do  not  wound. 

Why  should  mine  eyes  see  more  in  you 
Than  they  can  see  in  all  the  rest? 

For  I  can  others'  beauties  view. 
And  not  find  my  heart  opprest 

O  be  as  others  are  to  me. 

Or,  let  me  be  more  to  thee. 

J.  Daititi 
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/77.  Tke  Impalient  Maid 

XS  THEN  as  the  tye  leach'd  to  the  chin, 
*  "     And  chop  cherry,  chop  cherry  ripe  within, 
Strawberries  swimming  in  the  cream. 
And  schoolboys  playing  in  the  stream; 
Then  O,  then  O,  then  O,  my  true  love  said. 
Till  that  time  come  again 
She  could  not  live  a  maid)  G.  Petit 

zy8.  The  Excuse 

("""ALLING  to  mind,  my  eyet  went  long  about 
^^    To  cause  my  heart  for  to  forsake  my  breast; 
All  in  a  rage  I  sought  to  pull  them  out 
As  who  had  been  such  traitors  to  my  rest: 
What  could  they  say  to  win  again  my  grace?  — 
Forsooth,  that  they  had  seen  my  Mistress'  face. 

Another  time,  my  htarl  I  called  to  mind,  — 

Thinking  that  he  this  woe  on  me  had  brought. 
For  he  my  breast  the  fort  of  love,  resigned. 
When  of  such  wars  my  fancy  never  thought: 
What  could  he  say  when  I  would  have  him  slain  ? 
That  he  was  hers,  and  had  forgone  my  chain. 

At  last,  when  I  perceived  both  eyes  and  heart 

Excuse  themselves  as  guiltless  of  my  ill, 
1  found  myrelf  the  cause  of  all  my  smart. 
And  told  myself  that  I  myself  would  kill; 
Yet  when  I  saw  myself  to  you  was  true, 
I  loved  myself,  because  myself  loved  you. 

S,T   W.  Raleigh 
'S6 
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To  Electra 

I  DARE  not  ask  a  kiss, 
I  dare  not  b^  a  smnc, 
Lest  having  thai,  or  this, 
I  might  grow  proud  the  while 

No,  no,  the  utmost  share 

Of  my  desire  shall  be 
Only  to  kiss  that  air 

That  lately  kissed  thee. 

R.  Herrick 


l8o.  To  CEnone 

Xl  THAT  conscience,  say,  is  it  in  thee 
*  •      When  I  a  heart  had  won. 

To  take  away  that  heart  from  me. 
And  to  retain  thy  own  f 

For  shame  or  pity  now  incline 

To  play  a  loving  part; 
Either  to  send  me  kindly  thine. 

Or  give  me  back  my  heart. 

Covet  not  both;    but  if  thou  df>st  -. 

Resolve  to  part  with  neither. 
Why,  yet  to  show  that  thou  art  just. 
Take  me  and  mine  together! 

R.  Htrritk 
«S7 
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i8i.  The  Satyr's  Leave-Takmg 

•ynOU  divinest,  fairest,  br^htest, 
■■■    Thou  most  powerful  maid,  and  whitest. 
Thou  most  virtuous  and  most  blessed. 
Eyes  of  stars,  and  golden-tressed 
LiLe  Apollo  I    tell  me,  sweetest, 
What  new  service  now  is  meetest 
For  the  Sa^r  ?    Shall  I  stray 
In  the  middle  air,  and  stay 
The  sailing  rack,  or  nimbly  take 
Hold  by  the  moon,  and  gently  make 
Suit  to  the  pale  queen  of  night 
For  a  beam  to  give  thee  light  ? 
Shall  1  dive  into  the  sea, 
And  bring  thee  coial,  making  way^ 
Through  the  rising  waves  that  fall 
In  snowy  fleeces  f    Dearest,  shall 
I  catch  thee  wanton  fawns,  or  flies 
Whose  woven  wings  the  summer  dyes 
Of  many  colours  ?  get  thee  fruit, 
Or  steal  from  Heaven  old  Orpheus'  lute  ? 
All  these  I'll  venture  for,  and  more. 
To  do  her  service  all  these  woods  adore. 

Holy  Virgin,  I  will  daiKe     .  . 
Round  about  these  woods  as  -quick 
As  the  breaking  light,  and  prick 
Down  die  lawns  and  down  the  Tales 
Faster  than  the  wind-mill  sails. 
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So  1  take  my  leave,  and  pray 
All  the  comfoTts  of  the  day. 
Such  as  Phcebus'  heat  doth  send 
On  the  earth,  may  still  befriend 
Thee,  and  this  arbour  I 


J.  Flttchfr 


The  Satyr  and  Cloiin 

■yHROUGH  yon  same  bending  plwD 
-^    That  flings  his  arms  down  to  the  m 
And  through  these  thick  woods  have  I  n 
Whose  bottom  never  kissed  the  sua 
Sintie  the  iusty  spring  began. 
All  to  please  my  Master  Pan, 
Have  1  trotted  without  rest 
To  get  him  fruit;  for  at  a  feast 
He  entertains,  this  coming  night. 
His  paramour,  the  Syrinx  bright. 
But,  behold  a  fairer  sight ! 
By  that  heavenly  form  of  thine. 
Brightest  fair,  thou  art  jJivine, 
Sprang  from  great  immortal  race 
Of  the  gods;   for  in  thy  face 
Shines  more  awful  majesty. 
Than  dull  weak  mortality 
Dare  with  misty  eyes  behold, 
And  live:    therefore  on  this  mould 
Lowly  do  I  bend  my  knee 
In  worship  of  thy  deity. 
Deign  it,  goddess,  from  my  hand. 
To  leceive  wbate'er  this  land 
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From  her  fertile  womb  doth  tead 

Of  her  choice  fruits;    and  but  lend 

Belief  to  that  the  Satyr  tells: 

Faiier  by  the  famous  wells 

To  this  present  day  ne'er  grew. 

Never  better,  nor  more  true. 

Here  be  grapes,  whose  lusty  blood 

Is  the  learned  poet's  good. 

Sweeter  yet  did  never  crown 

The  head  of  Bacchus;   nuts  more  brown 

Than  the  squirrel's  teeth  that  crack  them; 

Deign,  oh  fairest  fait,  to  take  them ! 

For  these  black-eyed  Dtyope 

Hath  often-times  commanded  me 

With  my  clasped  knee  to  climb: 

See  how  well  the  lusty  time 

Hath  decked  their  rising  cheeks  in  red. 

Such  as  on  your  lips  is  spread  t 

Here  be  berries  for  a  queen. 

Some  be  red,  some  be  green; 

These  are  of  that  luscious  meat, 

The  great  god  Pan  himself  doth  eat: 

All  these,  and  what  the  woods  can  yield. 

The  hanging  mountain,  or  the  field, 

I  freely  offer,  and  ere  long 

Will  bring  you  more,  more  sweet  and  strong; 

Till  when,  humbly  leave  I  take, 

Lest  the  great  Pan  do  awake, 

That  sleeping  lies  in  a  deep  glade. 

Under  a  broad  beech's  shade. 

I  must  go,  I  must  run 

Swifter  than  the  fiety  sun.  J.  Fleteher 
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1S3.  Song 

T^OUBT  you  to  whommy  Muse  these  notes  intendcth; 
^^  Which  now  my  breast  o'etcharged  to  music  lendetb 
To  youl    to  you!    all  song  of  praite  is  due:' 
Only  in  you,  my  song  begins  and  endeth. 

Who  hath  the  eyes  which  marry  State  with  Pleasure  f 
Who  keeps  the  key  of  Nature's  chiefest  tre 
To  you  I    to  you  I    all  song  of  praise  is  due 
Only  for  you,  the  heaven  fofgat  all  r 


Who  hath  the  Hj>s,  where  Wit  in  fairness  reigneth  f 
VPao  womankind  at  once  both  decks  and  staineth  ? 
To  youl    to  you!    all  song  of  praise  is  due: 
Only  by  you,  Cupid  his  crown  maintaineth. 

Who  hath  the  feet,  whose  step  all  sweetness  planted)  P 
Who  else,  for  whom  Fame  worthy  trumpets  wanteth } 
To  you!    to  youl    all  song  of  praise  is  due: 
Only  to  you,  her  sceptre  Venus  granteth. 

Who  hath  the  breast,  whose  milk  doth  passions  nourish  ? 
Whose  grace  is  such,  that  when  it  chides  doth  cherish  i 
To  youl    to  you!    all  song  of  praise  is  duet 
Only  through  you,  the  tree  of  life^  doth  flourish. 

Who  hath  the  hand,  which  without  stroke  subdueth  I 
Who  long-dead  beauty  with  increase  reneweth? 
To  youl   to  youl  all  song  of  praise  ts  due: 
Only  at  you,  all  envy  hopeless  rueth. 
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Who  hath  the  hair,  which  loosest  fastest  tieth? 
Who  makes  a  man  live,  then  glad  when  he  dieth  t  ■ 
To  you  I    to  yout    all  song  of  praise  is  due: 
Only  of  you,  the  flatterer  never  lieth. 

Who  hath  the  voice,  which  soul  from  senses  sunders  ? 
Whose  force  but  yours  the  bolts  of  beauty  thunders  t 
To  you!    to  youl    all  song  of  praise  is  due: 
Only  with  you,  not  miracles  are  wonders. 

Doubt  you  to  whom  my  Muse  these  notes  intendeth. 
Which  now  my  breast  o'ercharged  to  music  Undeth  ^ 
To  you!    to  you!    all  song  of  praise  is  due; 
Only  in  you,  my  song  begins  and  endeth. 

Sir  P.  Sidney 


284.  Basia  . 

'  I  'lJRN  back,  you  wanton  flyer, 
■*■    And  answer  my  desire 

With  mutual  greeting. 
Yet  b«nd  a  little  nearer,— 
True  beauty  still  shines  clearer 

in  .closer  meeting. 
Hearts  with  hearts  delighted 
Should  strive  to  be  united, 

E^ch  other's  arms  with  arms  enchaining: 
Hearts  with  a  thQU|ht, 

Rosy  lips  with  a  kiss  Still  entertainiiig. 
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What  harvest  half  so  sweet  is 
As  still  to  reap  the  kisses 

Grown  ripe  in  sowing? 
And  straight  to  be  receiver 
Of  that  which  thou  art  giver. 

Rich  in  bestowing  i 
There's  no  strict  observing 
Of  times'  or  seasons'  sWerVing, 

T^ere  is  ever  oi>«  fresh  spring  abiding; 
.  Ihea  what  we  sow 

With  our  hps  Ict^  reap,  lore's  gains  dividing. 
r.  Campion 


185.  A  Canzon  Pastoral  in  Honour  of  Her 

Majesty 

A  LAS !  what  pleasure,  now  the  pleasant  spring 
■^         Hath  given  plat». 
To  harsh  black  frosts-  Ae  sad  ground  covering. 

Can  we,  poot  we,  embrace^ 
When  every  bird  on  every  branch  can  sing 

Naught  but  this  note  of  woe,  Alas  f 
Alas!   this  note  of  woe  why  should  we  sound  i 
With  us,  as  May,  September  hath  a  prime; 
Then,  birds  and  l»anches,  your  Alas  I   is  fond. 
Which  call  upon  the.  absent  summer-time. 

For  did  flowers  make  our  May, 

Ot  the  sunbeams  your  day. 
When  n^ht  .and  winter,  did  the  worid  embrace. 
Well  might  yoa  wail  your  ill:  and.  sing,  Alas! 
Ui3 
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Lo,  matron-like  the  eaith  bendf  »tate» 

In  habit  grave; 
Naked  the  fields  are,  Uoomlesc  are  the  briars, 

Yet  we  a  sumntet  have. 
Who  in  out  clime  kindleth  these  liviog  firea, 

Which  blooms  can  on  the  briars  save. 
No  ice  doth  crystallize  the  running  brook,  i 
No  blast  deflowers  the  flower^domed  field. 
Crystal  is  clear,  but  cteaier  is  the  \qA 
Which  to  our  climes  these  living  fire*  doifi  yield. 

Waiter,  though  evetyriwre, 

Hath  no  abiding  here: 
On  brooks  and  briars  she  doth  rule  alone. 
The  sun  which  lights  our  world  is  always  one. 

£.  Bolton 


■DP' 


i86.  Phcebe's  Sonnet 

OWN  a  dovml' 
Thut  Fhyllij  sung 
By  fancy  once  dittrtttii: 
'/Fboio  by  foolith  lovt  are  ttung. 
Are  worthily  opfresiid. 
And  to  ting  I,  with  a  dwtm,  a  dawn. 

When  Love  was  first  begot 

And  by  die  mover's  will 
Kd  fall  to  human  lot 

His  solace  to  fulU,' 
Devoid  of  all  deceit, 

A  chaste  and  holy  fire 
Did  quicken  man's  concdt. 

And.  woman's  breast  inspire. 
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The  gods  that  saw  the  good 

That  mortals  did  approve. 
With  kind  and  holy  mood, 

Began  to  talk  of  Love. 

'  Down  a  Jvainl ' 
Thus  Pbyllit  sung. 

By  fancy  once  dittressei: 
'  If  bold  by  foolish  love  are  ttung. 
Are  worthily  oppressed. 
And  so  sing  I,  with  a  down,  a  down. 

But  during  this  accord, 

A  wonder  strange  to  hear; 
Whilst  Love  in  deed  and  woid 

Most  faithful  did  appear, 
False  Semhlance  came  in  place, 

By  Jealousy  attended. 
And  with  a  double  face 

Both  Love  and  Fancy  blended. 
Which  makes  the  gods  forsake, 

And  meil  from  fancy  fly, 
And  maidens  scorn  a  make. 

Forsooth  and  so  will  L 

'  Down  a  down !  ' 

Thus  Phyllis  sung  , 

By  fancy  once  distressed: 
'Whoso  by  foolish  love  are  stung, 
Are  worthily  oppressed. 
And  so  ting  I,  with  down,  a  down,  a  down  at' 
T.  Lodge 
»6S 
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i8y.  Lovers  Deity 

T  LONG  to  talk  with  some  old  lover's  ghost, 
■*■  Who  died  before  the  god  of  love  was  bom: 
I  cannot  think  that  he,  that  then  loved  most. 

Sunk  so  low  as  to  tove  one  which  did  scorn. 
But  since  this  god  produced  a  destiny. 
And  that  vice-nature,  custom,  lets  it  be, 
I  must  love  her  that  loves  not  me.  ' 
Sure  they  which  made  him  god  meant  not  so  much. 

Nor  he  in  his  young  godhead  practised  it; 
But  when  an  even  flame  two  hearts  did  touch, 

His  office  was  indulgently  to  fit 
Actives  lo  passives;   correspondency 
Only  his  subject  was;    it  cannot  be 
Love,  if  I  love  who  loves  not  me. 

But  every  modem  god  will  now  extend 

His  vast  prerogative  as  far  as  Jove; 
To  rage,  to  lust,  to  write  too,  (o  commend; 

All  is  the  purlieu  of  the  god  of  love. 

0  were  we  wakened  by  his  granny 

To  ungod  this  child  agam,  it  could  not  be 

1  should  love  her  (hat  loves  not  me. 
Rebel  and  atheist,  too,  why  murmur  I, 

As  though  I  felt  the  worst  that  love  could  do  f 
Love  may  make  me  leave  loving,  or  might  try 

A  deeper  plague,  to  make  her  love  me  too. 
Which,  since  she  loves  before,  I  am  loath  to  see; 
Falsehood  is  worse  than  hate;    and  that  must  be. 
If  she  whom  1  love  should  love  me. 

y.  Donne 
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HAT  sweet  lelief  the  showers  to  thirny  plants  wr 
see, 
What  dear  delight  the  blooms  to  bees,  my  true  love  is  to 

met 
As  fresh  and  lusty  Ver  foul  Winter  doth  oTcceed  — 
As  morning  bright,  with   scarlet  sky,  doth  pass  the  eve- 
ning's weed  — 
As  m^low  pears  above  the  crabs  esteemed  be  — 
So  doth  my  love  surmount  them  all,  whom  yet  1  hap  to 

see! 
The  oak  shall  olives  bear,  the  lamb  the  lion  fray. 
The  owl  shall  match  the  nightingale  in  tuningofher  lay. 
Or  I  my  love  let  slip  out  of  mine  entire  heart. 
So  deep  reposed  in  my  breast  is  she  for  her  desart  I 
For  many  blessed  gifts,  O  happy,  happy  land  I 
Where  Mars  and  Pallas  strive  to  make  their  glory  most  to 

Yet,  land,  more  is  thy  bliss  that,  in  this  cruel  age, 

A  Venus'  imp  thou  hast  brought  forth,  so  steadfast  and 

so  sage. 
Among  the  Muses'  Nine  a  tenth  if  Jove  would  make. 
And  to  the  Graces  Three  a  fourth,  her    would  Apollo 

take. 
Let  some  for  honour  hunt,  and  hoard  the  massy  gold ; 
With  her  so  I  may  live  and  die,  my  weal  cannot  be  told. 
N.  Grimdd 
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i8g.  A  Rondd  of  Love 

T    O,  quhat  it  is  to  love 

■*— '  Learn  ye  that  li«  to  prove. 

By  tne,  I  say,  that  no  ways  may 

The  ground  of  grief  remove. 
But  srill  decay  bod)  nicht  and  day: 

Lo,  quhat  it  ia  to  love! 

Love  is  ane  fervent  fite 

Kindlit  without  desire. 
Short  pleasure,  long  displeasure. 

Repentance  is  the  hire; 
Ane  pure  tiessour  without  measour; 

Love  ia  ane  fervent  die. 

To  love  and  to  be  wise. 

To  rage  with  good  advice; 
Now  thus,  now  than,  so  gois  the  gaoM^ 

Incertain  is  the  dice; 
There  is  no  man,  I  say,  that  can 

Both  love  and  to  be  wise. 

Flee  always  from  the  snare, 

Leani  at  me  to  beware; 
It  is  ane  pain,  and  double  trane 

Of  endless  woe  and  care; 
For  to  refrain  that  danger  plain 

Flee  always  fiom  die  snare. 
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t^o.  Lovers  ImmortaUiy 

/"•ROWNED  with  flowers  I  saw  fair  Amaiyliss 
^^  By  Thyrsis  sit,  hard  by  a  fount  of  crystal; 
AniJ  with  her  hand,  more  white  than  snow  or  lilies. 

On  sand  she  wrote,  'My  faith  shall  be  immonal:' 
And  suddenly  a  storm  of  wind  and  weather 
Blew  all  her  faith  and  sand  away  together. 

Anon, 


igf.  Comfort 

1  \fHEN,  in  disgrace  with  Fortune  and  men's  eyes, 

*  *     I  all  alone  heweep  my  outcast  state, 
And  trouble  deaf  heaven  with  my  bootless  cries. 
And  look  upon  myself,  and  curse  my  fate. 
Wishing  me  like  to  one  more  rich  in  hope. 
Featured  like  him,  like  him  with  friends  possett. 
Desiring  this  man's  art  and  that  man's  scope. 
With  what  I  most  enjoy  contented  least; 
Yet  in  these  thoughts  myself  almost  despising,  — 
Haply  I  think  on  Thee:    and  then  my  state, 
Like  to  the  Lark  at  break  of  day  arising 
From  sullen  earth,  sings  hymns  at  heaven's  gate; 
For  thy  sweet  love  rememb'red  such  wealth  brings 
That  then  1  scam  to  change  my  ^tate  with  Kings. 
W.  Sbakispeare 
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ig2.     As  Ye  Came  from  the  Holy  Land 

AS  ye  came  from  the  hoty  land 
Of  Walslnghame, 
Met  you  not  with  my  true  love 
By  the  way  as  you  came  ? 

How  should  I  know  your  true  love. 

That  have  met  many  a  one, 
As  I  came  from  the  holy  land. 

That  have  come,  that  have  gonef 

She  is  neither  white  nor  brown, 

But  as  the  heavens  fair; 
There  is  none  hath  her  form  divine 

In  the  earth  oi  the  air. 

Such  a  one  did  I  meet,  good  sir. 

Such  an  angelic  face,  . 

Who  like  a  nymph,  like  a  queen,  did  appear 

In  her  iiait.  in  her  crace. 


She  hath  left  me  here  alone 

All  alone,  as  unknown. 
Who  sometime  did  me  lead  with  herself. 

And  me  loved  as  her  own. 

What's  the  cause  that  she  leaves  you  alone 

And  a  new  way  doth  take. 
That  sometime  did  love  you  as  her  own, 

And  her  joy  did  you  make? 
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I  have  loved  her  all  my  youth, 
But  now  am  old,  as  you  see: 

Love  likes  not  the  falling  fruit, 
Nor  the  withered  tree. 

Know  that  Love  is  a  careless  child, 

And  forgets  promise  past; 
He  is  blind,  he  is  deaf  when  he  list, 

And  in  faiih  never  fast. 

His  desire  is  a  dureless  content. 

And  a  trustless  joy; 
He  is  won  with  a  world  of  despair. 

And  is  lost  with  a  toy. 

Of  womankind  such  indeed  is  the  love 

Or  the  word  love  abused. 
Under  which  many  childish  desires 

And  conceits  are  excused. 


But  true  love  is  a  durable  fire. 

In  the  mind  ever  burning, 
Never  sick,  never  dead,  never  cold, 

From  itself  never  turning. 

Sir  fF.  RaUigb 

193.    We  Saw  and  Woo'd  Each  Other's 
Eyes 

"XTTE  saw  and  woo'd  each  other's  "eyes, 

*      My  soul  contracted  then  with  thine, 
And  both  burnt  in  one  sacrifice. 
By  which  our  marriage  grew  divine. 
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Let  wilder  youths,  whose  soul  is  sense, 

Piofane  the  temple  of  driight. 
And  purchase  endless  penitence, 

With  the  stol'n  pleasure  of  one  night. 

Time's  ever  ours,  while  we  despise 

The  sensual  idol  of  our  clay, 
For  though  the  sun  do  set  and  ris^ 

We  joy  one  everlasting  day. 

Whose  light  no  jealous  clouds  obscure, 

While  each  of  us  shine  innocent, 
The  troubled  stream  is  still  impure; 

With  virtue  flies  away  content. 

And  though  opinions  often  err. 
We'll  court  the  modest  smile  of  fame. 

For  sin's  black  danger  circles  her. 
Who  hath  infection  in  her  name. 

Thus  when  to  one  dark  silent  room 
Death  shall  our  loving  coffins  thrust: 

Fame  will  build  columns  on  our  tomb. 
And  add  a  perfume  to  our  dust. 

W.  Habington 

Love  Omnipresent 

'yURN  I  my  looks  unto  the  skies, 
^     Love  with  his  arrows  wounds  mine  eyes 
If  so  I  gaze  upon  the  graunil. 
Love  then  in  eveiy  fiower  is  found; 
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Search  I  the  shade  to  fly  my  pain. 
He  meets  me  in  the '^ade  again; 
Wend  1  to  walk  in  secret  grovt, 
Ev'n  there  I  nieet-#ith  sacred  LoVe; 
If  so  I  bain  me  in  the  spring,  ■ 
Ev'n  on  the  bank  !  hear  him  sing; 
If  so  I  meditate  alone. 
He  will  be  partner  of  my  moan; 
If  so  I  mourti,  he  weeps  with  me, 
And  where  I  am  there  he  will  be. 

T,  Lodgt 


tgs-  Lffuer^s  Infiniteness 

TF  yet  I  have  not  all  thy  low, 
■*■    Dear,  1  ihall  never  have  it  all; 
I  cannot  breathe  one  odiet  sig^  to  move, 
Nor  can  entreat  one  other  tear  to  fall; 
And  all  my  treasure,  which  should  purchase  thee. 
Sighs,  tears,  and  oaths,  and  letters,  I  have  spent; 
Yet  no  more  can  be  due  to  me, 
Than  at  the  bargain  made  was  meant: 
If,  then,  thy  gift  of  love  was  partial. 
That  some  to  me,  some  should  to  others  fall. 
Dear,  I  shall  never  have  it  al). 

Or  if  then  Aou  gavest  me  all, 

Alt  was  but  all  which  thou  hadst  then; 

But  if  in  thy  heart  since  there  be,  or  shall 

New  love  created  be  by  other  men. 
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Which  have  their  Ktocks  entire,  and  can  jn  tears. 
In  sighs,  in  oaths,  in  letters  outbid  me, 

This  new  love  may  beget  new  fears; 

For  this  love  was  not  vowed  by  thee. 
And  yet  it  was,  thy  gift  being  general: 
The  ground,  thy  heart,  it  mine;   whatever  shall 

Grow  there,  dear,  I  should  have  it  alL 

Yet  1  would  not  have  all  yet; 

He  that  hath  all  can  have  no  more; 
And  ^ce  my  love  doth  eveiy  day  admit 
New  growth,  thou  shouldst  have  new  rewards  in  store. 
Thou  canst  not  every  day  give  me  thy  heart; 

If  thou  canst  give  it,  then  thou  ne;^er  gav'st  it: 
Love's  riddles  are  that,  though  thy  heart  depart. 
It  stays  at  home,  and  thou  with  losing  sav'st  it. 
But  we  will  love  a  way  mote  liberal 
Than  changbg  hearts,  —  to  join  them;    so  we  shall 
Be  one,  and  one  another's  All. 

y.  Donne 

ig6.  The  FuU  Love  Is  Hushed 

f  Y  love  is  strengthened,  though  more  weak  in  seeming; 
*  I  Love  not  less,  thoi^h  less  the  show  appear: 
That  love  is  merchandised  whose  rich  esteeming 
The  owner's  tongue  doth  publish  everywhere. 
Our  love  was  new,  and  then  but  in  the  spring 
When  I  was  wont  to  greet  it  with  my  lays; 
As  Philomel  in  summer's  front  doth  sing 
And  stops  her  pipe  in  growth  of  riper  daysi. 
W4 
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Not  Aat  the  summer  b  lets  pleasant  now 
Than  when  her  moumful  hymns  did  hush  the  night, 
But  that  wild  music  bunhens  CTery  bough, 
And  sweets  grown  common  lose  thcii  dear  delight. 
Therefore,  like  her,  I  sometinie  bold  my  tongue. 
Because  1  would  not  dull  you  with  my  song. 

ff'.  Sbahtptart 

197.  Love  Me  or  Not 

T   OVE  me  or  not,  love  her  I  must  or  die; 
■^~'   Leave  me  or  not,  follow  her  needs  must  I. 
O  that  her  grace  would  my  wished  comfom  give  I 
How  rich  in  her,  how  happy  should  I  live  I 

All  my  desire,  all  my  delight  should  be 
Her  to  enjoy,  her  to  unite  to  me; 
Envy  should  cease,  her  would  1  love  alone: 
Who  loves  by  looks  is  seldom  true  to  one. 

Could  I  enchant,  and  that  it  lawful  weie, 
Her  would  I  charm  softly  that  none  should  hear; 
But  love  enforced  rarely  yields  firm  content: 
So  would  I  love  that  neither  should  repent. 

7.  Cmnpion 

198.  The  Love-LeUer 

A.  RT  thou  god  to  she]^erd  turned, 
"^^    That  a  maiden's  heart  hath  burned? 
Why,  thy  godhead  laid  apart, 
Warr'st  tbou  with  a  woman's  bean! 

*7S 
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Whiles  the  tfc  of  man  did  woo  me. 
That  could  do  no  vengeance  to  me. 
If  the  scorn  of  you c  bri^t  eyne 
Have  power  to  raise  such  love  ui  mine. 
Alack,  in  me  what  nnnge  effect 
Would  they. work  in  mild  aspectP. 
Whiles  you  chid  me,  I  did  love; 
How  then  might  your  prayers  move? 
He  that  brings  this  love  to  thee. 
Little  knows  this  love  in  me: 
And  by  him  seat  up  thy  mind; 
Whether  that  thy  youth  and  kind 
Win  the  faithful  cjfer  take 
Of  me,  and  all  that  I  can  make; 
Or  else  by  him  my  love  deny, 
And  then  I'll  study  how  to  die. 

IF.  Shakespeare 

ipp.  The  Silent  Lover 

T>ASSIONS  are  liken'd  best  to  floods  and  streams: 
■*■     Tlje  shaUow  murmur,  but  the  deep  are  dumb ; 
So,  when  afFection  yields  discoutse,  it  seems 

The  bottom  is  but  shallow  whence  they  <:ome: 
They  that  are  ridi  in  wofds,  in  words  discover 
:    That  ih^  are  poor  in  that  which  makes  a  lover. 
Sir  W.  Raleigh 

200.  Silence  in  Love 

'\X rRjQNG  not,  sweet  empress  of  my  heart, 
*  The  merit  of  true  passion. 

With  thinking  that,  he  feels  no  amait, 
Him  sues  ht  no  cofflpsssion; 
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Sitence  in  love  bewrays  iftore  w»e 
Than  wocds,  though  ne'er  so  mttfi 

A  beggar  that  is  durtib,  you  know. 
May  challenge  double  pity. 

Then  wrong  not,  dearest  to  my  heart, 
My  true,  thou^  secret  passion: 

He  smaneth  most  that  hides  his  smart. 
And  sues  for  no  compassion. 

Sir  W.  Raltigb 

I.  A  Devout  Lover 

T  HAVE  a  mistiess,  for  perfeaions  rare 

-''    In  every  eye,  but  in  my  thou^ts  most  fair. 

Like  tapers  on  the  altar  shine  her  eyet; 

Her  breath  is  the  perfume  of  sacrifice; 

And  wheresoe'er  my  fancy  would  begin. 

Still  her  perfection  lets  religion  in. 

We  sit  and  talk,  and  kiss  away  the  hours 

As  chastely  as  the  morning  dews  kiss  flowers: 

I  touch  her,  like  my  beads,  with  devout  care. 

And  come  unto  my  courtship  as  my  prayer. 

T.  Ranioipb 

*2.  Devotion 

'C'AIN  would  I  dtai^  diat  neite 
''-     To  whi<^  fond  Love  haih  i:bann'd  rac 
Long  long  ago  to  sing  by  rote^    . 
Fan^'ing  that  that  bana'd  me: 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


THE   BOOK  OF 

Yet  when  tliis  thou^t  doth  come, 
'  Love  is  the  perfect  sum 

or  all  deH^t,' 
I  have  no  other  choice 
Either  for  pen  or  voice 

0  Love  I    they  wrong  thee  much 
That  say  thy  sweet  is  bitter. 
When  thy  rich  fruit  is  such 

As  nothing  can  be  sweeter. 
Fair  house  of  joy  and  bliss, 
Where  truest  pleasure  is, 
I  do  adore  thee: 

1  know  thee  what  thou  att, 
I  serve  thee  with  my  heart. 

And  fall  before  thee. 

Anon. 


303.  Being  Your  Slave 

"DEING  your  slave,  what  should  I  do  but  tend 
^^  Upon  the  hours  and  times  of  your  desire  ? 
1  have  no  precious  time  at  all  to  spend. 
Nor  services  to  do,  till  you  require. 
Nor  dare  I  chide  the  world-without-end  hour 
Whilst  I,  my  sovereign,  watch  the  clock  for  you, 
Nor  thiiA  the  bitterness  of  absence  sour 
When  you  have  bid  your  servant  once  adieu: 
Nor  dare  I  question  with  my  jealous  thought 
Wheie  you  may  be,  oc  your  affairs  suppose, 
178 
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But,  like  a  sad  slave,  say  and  think  of  nou^ 
Save,  where  you  are  how  happy  you  make  thonl 
So  true  a  fool  is  love,  that  in  your  Will 
Though  you  do  anything,  be  thinks  no  ill 

ff'.  Shahsptan 

204.    Were  My  Heart  As  Some  Men's  A  re  , 

"VXTEKE  my  heart  as  some  men's  are,  thy  errorswould 

*^*  not  move  me. 

But  diy  faults  I  curious  find,  and  speak  because  I  love  dtee . 
Patience  is  a  thing  divine,  and  far,  I  grant,  above  me. 

Foes  sometimes  befriend  us  more,  our  blacker  deeds  ob- 
jecting. 

Than  th'  obsequious  bosom-guest  with  false  respect  affect- 
ing: 

Friendship  is  the  Glass  of  Truth,  our  hidden  ttamr  d^ect- 


While  I  use  of  eyes  enjoy,  and  inward  light  of  reason, 
Thy  observer  will  I  be  and  censor,  but  in  season; 
Hidden  mischief  to  conceal  in  State  and  Love  is  treason, 
r.  Cmpion 

205.  Love's  Casuistry 

TF  kfve  make  me  forsworn,  how  shall  I  sw^t  to  love? 
■■■    Ah,  never  faith  could. hold,  if  not  to  beauty  vow'dl 
Though  to  myself  forsworn,  to  thee  I'll  faithful  pMve; 
Those  thoughti  to  me  were  oaks,  to  thee  like  osiers  bow'd. 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


THE   BOOK  OF 

Study  liit  bias  leares  and  makes  his  book  thine  eyes, 

Where  all  those  pleasures  live  that  att  would  comprehetid; 

If  knowledge  be  the  Aark,  to  know  thee  shall  suffice; 

Well  learned  is  that  tongue  that  well  can  thee  commend ; 

All  ignorant  that  soul  that  sees  thee  without  wonder; 

Which  is  to  me  some  praise  that  I  thy  parts  admire. 

Thy  eye   Jove's  l^htning  bears,  thy  voice  his.  dreadful 
thunder. 

Which,  not  to  anger  bent,  is  music  and  sweet  fire. 
Cdestial  as  thou  art,  O  pardon  love  this  wrong 
That  sings  heaven's  praise  with  such  an  eaithly  tongue. 
W.  Shoktsptare 


2q6.  a  Lover's  LuUaby 

OING  lullaby,  as  women  do, 
"  Wherewith  diey  bring  Aeir  babes  to 
And  lullaby  can  I  sing  too, 

As  womanly  as  can  the  best. 
With  hiUaby  they  still  the  child; 
And  if  I  be  not  much  beguiled. 
Full  many  a  wanton  babe  have  I, 
Which  must  be  stiU'd  with  lullaby. 

First  lullaby  my  youthful  years, 
It  is  now  time  to  go  to  bed: 

For  crooked  age  and  hoary  hairs 
Have  won  the  haven  within  my  head. 

With  lullaby,  then,  youth  be  still; 

With  luHaby  conttnt  thy  will; 
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Since  courage  quails  and  comes  behind. 
Go  steep,  and  io  b^uite  diy  mindl 

Nen  lullabjr  my  gazing  eyes, 
Which  wonted  were  to  glance  apace; 

For  every  glass  may  now  suffice 
To  show  the  furrows  in  thy  face. 

With  lullaby  then  wink  awhile; 

With  li^by  your  looks  beguile; 

Let  no  fair  face,  nor  beauty  bright. 

Entice  you  eft  with  vain  del^ht 

And  lullaby  my  wanton  will; 

Let  reason's  rule  now  reign  thy  thought; 
Since  all  too  late  1  find  by  skill 

How  dear  I  have  thy  fancies  bought; 
With  lullaby  now  take  thine  ease. 
With  lullaby  thy  doubts  appease; 
For  trust  to  this,  if  thou  be  still. 
My  body  shall  obey  thy  will. 

Thus  lullaby  my  youth,  mine  eyes. 
My  will,  my  ware,  and  all  that  was; 

I  can  no  more  delays  devise; 

But  welcome  pain,  let  pleasure  past. 

With  lullaby  now  take  your  leave; 

With  lullaby  your  dreams  deceive; 

And  when  you  rise  with  wakmg  eye. 

Remember  then  diis  lultaby. 

G.  Gasioigni 
i8i 
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20J.  The  Greai  Adtvmture 

AS  careful  merchants  do  expeaing  stand, 
■^*-     After  long  time  and  merry  gaks  of  wmd,' 
Upon  the  place  where  their  brave  ship  must  land: 
So  wait  I  for  the  vessel  of  my  mind. 

Upon  a  great  adventure  it  is  bound, 
Whose  safe  return  will  valued  be  at  more 

Than  all  the  wealthy  prizes  which  have  crown'd 
The  golden  wishes  of  an  age  before. 

Out  of  the  East  jewels  of  worth  she  hrings; 

Th'  unvalued  diamond  of  her  sparkling  eye 
Wants  in  the  treasures  of  all  Europe's  kings; 

And  were  it  mine,  they,  nor  their  crowns  should  buy. 

The  sapphires  ringed  on  her  panting  breast 
Run  as  rich  veins  of  ore  about  the  mould. 

And  are  in  sickness  with  a  pale  piosseSE'd, 
So  true,  for  them  I  should  disvalue  gold. 

The  melting  rubies  on  her  cherry  lip 
Are  of  such  power  to  hold,  that  as  one  day 

Cupid  flew  thirsty  by,  he  stoop'd  to  sip, 
And  fasten'd  there  could  never  get  away. 

The  sweets  of  Candy  are  no  sweets  to  roe 
When  hers  I  taste;  nor  the  perfumes  of  price, 

Robb'd  from  the  happy  ^rubs  of  Arabye, 
As  her  sweet  breath  so  powerful  to  entice. 
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O  hasten  then!    and  if  thou  be  not  gone 
Unto  that  wished  traffic  through  the  main, 

My  powerful  sighs  shall  quickly  drive  thee  on, 
And  then  begin  to  draw  thee  back  again. 

If  in;  the  mean  nidc  waves  have  it  opptess'd 
It  shall  suffice  I  ventured  at  the  best. 

W.  Browne 


W" 


Silvia 

/■HOisSihoaf     What  is  she. 

That  all  our  swains  commend  her } 
Holy,  fair,  and  wise  is  she; 

The  heaven  such  grace  did  tend  her 
That  she  might  admired  be. 

Is  she  kind  as  she  is  fair? 

For  beauty  lives  with  kindness: 
Love  doth  to  her  eyes  repair. 

To  help  him  of  his  blindness; 
And,  being  help'd,  inhabits  there. 

Then  to  Silvia  let  us  sing. 

That  Silvia  is  excelling; 

She  excels  each  mortal  thing 

Upon  the  dull  earth  dwelling:  ~ 
To  her  let  us  garlands  bring. 

m.  Sbakttftart 
183 
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^op.  To  Chloe 

Who  for  his  take  wished  btrielf  youagfr 

'X'HERE  are  two  births;   the  one  when  light 
-^      Fim  strikes  the  new  awaken'd  sense; 
The  other  when  two  souls  unite. 

And  we  must  count  our  life  from  thence: 
When  ]^u  loved  me  and  I  loved  you 
Then  both  of  us  were  born  anew. 

Love  then  to  us  new  souls  did  give 
And  in  those  souls  did  plant  new  powers; 

Since  when  another  ttfe  we  live. 
The  breath  we  breathe  is  his,  not  ours: 

Love  makes  those  young  whom  age  doth  chill. 

And  whom  he  finds  young  keeps  young  still. 

if.  Cartwright 

210.    To  Roses  in  the  Bosom  of  Castara 

"V^E  blushing  virgins  happy  are 
■*■      In  the  chaste  nunnery  of  her  breasts  — 
For  he'd  profane  so  chaste  a  fair. 
Whoe'er  should  call  them  Cupid's  nests. 

Transplanted  thus  how  bri^t  ye  growf 
How  ridi  a  perfume  do  ye  yield  I   ' 

In  some  close  garden  cowslips  io 
An  sweeter  dian  i'  th'  open  field. 
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la  those  white  cloisters  live  secure 
From  the  rude  bbits  of  wanton  breath  I  — 

Each  hour  more  innocent  and  pure. 
Till  you  shall  wither  into  death. 

Then  that  which  living  gave  you  room. 

Your  glorious  sepulchre  shall  be. 
There  wants  no  marble  for  a  tomb 

Whose  breast  hath  marble  been  to  me. 

W.  Habinpon 


211.  To  Anthea,  Who  May  Command  Him 

Anything 

DID  me  to  live,  and  I  will  live 
Thy  Protestant  to  be; 
Ot  bid  me  lore,  and  I  will  g(V9    . 
A  loving  heart  to  tbee. 


B" 


A  heart  as  soft,  a  heart  as  kind, 

A  heart  as  sound  and  free 
As  in  the  whole  world  thou  canst  find, 

That  heart  I'll  give  to  thee. 

Bid  that  heart  stay,  and  it  will  stay 

To  honour  thy  decree: 
Of  bid  it  languish  quite  away. 

And  't  shall  do  so  f(»  thee. 

as 
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Bid  me.  to  we^,  and  I  will  weep 

While  I  have  eyes  to  see: 
And,  having  none,  yet  will  I  Jceep 

A  heart  to  weep  for  thee. 

Bid  me  despair,  and  I'll  despair 

Under  thai  cypress-tree : 
Ot  bid  me  die,  and  I  will  dare 

E'en  death  to  die  foe  thee. 

Tliou  art  my  life,  my  love,  my  heart, 

The  very  eyes  of  me: 
And  hast  command  of  evety  part 

To  Ifve  and  die  for  thee. 

R.  Herrick 


.  To  Althea,  from  Prison 

X^fHEN  Love  with  unconfined  wings 

*  •      Hovers  within  my  gates, 
And  my  divine  Althea  brings 

To  whisper  at  the  grates; 
Whui  I  lie  tangled  in  her  hair 

And  fetter'd  to  her  eye, 
The  birds  that  wanton  in  the  air 

Know  no  such  liberty. 

When  Sowing  cups  run  swiftly  round 

With  no  allaying  Thames, 
Our  Careless  heads  with  roses  bound. 

Our  hearts  with  loyal  flames; 
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When  thirsty  grief  iri  wine  we  steep. 
When  healths  and  draughts  go  free  — 

Fishes  that  tipple  in  the  deep 
Know  no  such  libettj'. 

M^en,  like  committed  fa'nnets,  I 

With  driller  throat  shall  sing 
The  sweetness,  mercy,  majesty, 

And  glories  of  my  King; 
When  I  shall  voice  aloud  how  good 

He  is,  how  great  should  be. 
Enlarged  winds,  that  curl  the  flood. 

Know  no  such  liberty. 

Stone  MTalls  do  not  a  prison  make. 

Nor  iron  bars  a  cage; 
Minds  innocent  and  quiet  take 

That  for  an  hermitage; 
If  I  have  freedom  in  my  love 

And  in  my  soul  am  free,  ■    ■ 

Angels  alone,  that  soar  above, . 

Enjoy  such  liberty. 


s^J.  Cupid's  Hiding-Place 

CWEET  nymphs,  if,  as  ye  stray, 

*^  Ye  find  the  froth-bom  goddess  of  the  sea 

All  blubber'dj  pale,  undone. 

Who  seeks  her  giddy  son, 

That  little  god  of  lore. 
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WhoM  golden  shaft*  your  chattett  bosoms  prove. 
Who,  leaving  all  the  beavcflE,  hath -run  away; 
If  ought  to  him  that  finds  him  she'll  impart, 
Tell  her  he  nighdy  lodgelh  in  my  heart. 

W.  DrummonJ 

214.  Fancy  and  Desire 

/^OME  hither,  shepherd's  swain  I 
^^     '  Sir,  what  do  you  require  ? ' 
I  pray  thee,  shew  to  me,  thy  name  I 
'  My  name  is  Fond  DesiK.' 

When  wen  thou  bom.  Desire  ? 

'  In  pomp  and  prime  of  May.' 
By  whom,  sweet  boy,  wert  thou  begot  ? 

'  By  fond  Conceit,  men  say.' 

Tell  me  who  was  thy  nurse  ? 

'  Fresh  Youdi,  in  sugared  joy.' 
What  was  thy  meat  and  daily  food? 

'Sad  lighs,  with  great  annoy.' 

What  hadst  thou  then  to  drink  ? 

'  Unfeigned  lovers'  tears.' 
What  cradle  wert  thou  rocked  in? 

'  In  hope  devoid  of  fears.' 

Whitt  lull'd  dice  then  aaleep  ? 

'  Sweet  speech,  which  likes  me  best.* 
Tell  me  where  is  thy  dwcUinp^ace? 

'  In  gentle  heans  X  rest.' 
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What  thsig  doth  please  thee  most?: 

'To  gaze  on  beauty  still.' 
Whom  doBt  thou  think  to  be  thy  foe  t- 

'  Disdain  of  my  good>will.' 

Doth  company  displease  ? 

'Yes,  surely,  many  one.' 
Where  doth  Desire  delight  to  live  ? 

'  He  loves  to  Uve  alone.' 

Doth  either  time  or  age 

Bring  him  into  decay? 
'No,  not     Desire  both  lives  and  dies 

A  thousaiid  times  a  day.' 

Then,  Fond  Desiie,  farewell! 

Thou  art  no  mate  for  me; 
I  ^uld  be  loth,  methinks,  to  dwelt 

With  such  a  one  as  thee. 

£.  f  «•*,  Earl.  <?/  0*M 


Corydon's  SuppUcaiton 

CWEET  Phyllis,  if  a  silly  swain 
'-^   May  sue  to  thee  for  grace. 
See  not  thy  loving  shepherd  slain. 

With  looking  on  tliy  face; 
But  think  what  power  thou  hast  got 

Upon  my  flock  and  me. 
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Thou  seest  they  now  regard  me  not. 

But  all  do  follow  thee. 
*  And  if  I  hat-e  so  far  prenimed 

With  prying  in  tbme  eyee, 
Yet  let  not  comfort  be  consumed 

That  in  thy  pity  lies; 
But  as  thou  art  that  Phyllis  fair, 

That  fortune  favour  gives, 
So  let  not  love  die  in  despair 

That  in  thy  favour  lives. 
The  deer  do  browse  upon  the  briar. 

The  birds  do  pick  the  cherries; 
And  will  not  Beauty  grant  Desire 

One  handful  of  her  berries  t 
If  it  be  so  that  thou  hast  swam    ~ 

That  none  shall  look  on  thee. 
Yet  let  me  know  thou  dost  not  acom 

To  cast  a  look  on  me. 
But  if  thy  beauty  make  thee  proud. 

Think  then  ^at  is  ordained; 
.  Tlie  heavens  have  never  yet  allowed 

That  love  should  be  disdained. 
Then  lest  the  Fates  that  favour  love 

Should  curse  thee  for  unkind. 
Let  me  report  for  thy  behoove 

The  honour  of  thy  mind; 
Let  Corydon  with  full  consent    '  ' 

Set  down  what  he  hath  seen. 
That  Phyllida  with  Love's  content 

Is  sworn  the  shepherds'  queen 

N.  Breton 
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2i6.  My  Lady  Gremsleeves 

A  LAS !  my  love,  you  do  me  wrong    . 
^*-    To  cast  me  off  discourteously; 
And  I  have  loved  you  so  long. 

Delighting  in  your  company. 
For  oh,  Greensleeves  was  all  my  joyl. 
And  oh,  Greensleeves  was  my  ddight ! 
And  oh,  Greensleeves  was  my  heart  of  gold  I 

And  who  but  my  Lady  Greensleeves  t 

I  bought  thee  petticoats  of  the  best, 
The  cloth  as  fine  as  might  be; 

I  gave  thee  jewels  for  thy  chest. 
And  all  this  cost  I  spent  on  thee. 
For  oh,  Greensleeves.  .  .  . 

Thy  smock  of  silk,  both  fair  and  white. 
With  gold  embroidered  gorgeously: 

"Thy  petticoat  of  sendal  right: 
And  these  I  bought  thee  gladly. 
For  oh,  Greensleeves  .... 

Greensleeves  now  farewell  t    adieu  I 

God  I  pray  to  prosper  theel 
For  I  am  still  thy  lover  true: 

Come  once  again  and  love  met 
For  oh,  Greensleeves  .  .  . 
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317.  Ulysses  and  the  Siren 

Siren.    /^OME,  worthy  Greek !    Ulyssea,  Come, 
^"^     Possess  these  shores  widi  me: 
The  winds  and  seas  are  troublesome. 

And  here  we  may  be  free. 
Here  may  we  sit  and  view  their  loQ 

That  travail  in  the  deep. 
And  joy  the  day  in  mirth  the  while. 

And  spend  the  n^ht  in  sleep. 

Ulytsit.  Fair  Nymph,  if  fame  or  honour  were 

To  be  attain'd  with  ease, 
Then  would  I  come  and  rest  with  thee. 

And  leave  such  toils  as  these. 
But  here  it  dwells,  and  here  must  I 

With  danger  seek  it  foith : 
To  spend  the  time  luxuriously 

Becomes  not  men  of  worth. 


m.  Ulysses,  O  be  not  deceived 

With  that  unreal  name; 
This. honour  is  a  thir^  conceived. 

And  rests  on  others'  fame: 
Begotten  only  to  molest 

Our  peace,  and  to  beguile 
The  best  thing  of  out  life  —  our  re 

And  give  us  up  to  toIL 
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Uljtsei.  Delicious  Nymph,  suppose  there  were 

No  honour  nor  report. 
Yet  manliness  would'  aconi  to  weaf 

The  time  in  idle  sport:        >. 
For  toil  doth  give  a  better  touch 

To  make  us  fed  our  joy, 
And  ease  finds  tediousnesg  as- much 

As  labour  yields  annoy. 

Siren.  Then  pleasure  hicewise  seems  the  shore 

Whereto  tends  all  your  toil. 
Which  you  forego  to  make  it  more, 

And  perish  oft  th«  while. 
Who  may  disport  them  diversely 

Find  never  tedious  day. 
And  ease  may  have  Variety 

As  well  as  action  may. 

Ulysses.  But  natures  of  the  noblest  frame 

These  toils  tind  dangers  please; 
And  they  talce  comfort  in  die  same 

As  much  as  you  in  ease; 
And  with  the  thought  of  actions  past 

Are  recreated  still: 
Wtien  Pleasure  leaves  a  touch  at  last 

To  ^ow  that  it  was  ill. 

Siren.  That  doth  Opinion  only  cause 
That's  out  of  Custom  bred; 
Which  makes  us  many  other  laws 
Than  ever  Naiuu  did. 
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No  widows  Wall  for  our  detigtitsi 
Oui  sports  are  without  blood; 

The  worM  we  see  by  warlike  wi^ts 
Receives  more  hurt  than  good. 

Vljttti.  But  yet  the  Etate  of  things  re<}uire 

These  motions  of  unrest; 
And  these  great  Spirits  of  high  desire 

Seem  bom  to  turn  them  best: 
To  purge  the  mischiefs  that  increase 

And  all  good  order  mar: 
For  oft  we  gee  a  wicked  pence 

To  be  well  changed  for  war. 

Sirtn.  Well,  well,  Uly.sses,  then  I  KC 

I  shall  not  h^ve  thee  here: 
And  therefore  I.  will  come  to  thec^ 

And  take  my  fortune  there. 
I  must  be  won,  that  cannot  win. 

Yet  lost  were  I  not  won; 
For  beauty  hath  created  been 

T'  undo,  or  be  undone. 


2i8.  On  the  Queen's  Return  from  the  Low 
Countries 

HALLOW  the  thmhotd,  crown  the  posts  anew!  ' 
The  day  shall  have  its  dUe. 
Twist  all  our  victories  into  one  bright  wreath, 
On  which  let  honour  breathe; 
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Then  throip  a,  xouad'jhe  temji^s  of  our  Queen  I 
Tis  die  that  must  preserve  those  glQ;ies  green. 

When  greater  tempests  than  on  sea  before 

Received  her  on  the  shore; 
When  she  was  shot  at  *  for  the  King's  own  good' 

By  legions  hired  to  blood; 
How  bravely  did  she  do,  how  bravely  tear?; 
And  show'd,  though  they  durst  rage,  she  durst  not  fear. 

Courage  was  cast  about  her  like  a. dress  . 

Of  solemn  comeliness; 
A  gather'd  mind  and  an.  untroubled  fac^, 

Did  give  her- dangers  grace; 
Thus,  arm'd  with  innocence,  secure  diey  move 
Whose  highest  'treason'  is  but  highest  love. 

K  Cartwright 


2ig. 


TVfl'Y  love  in  her  attire  doth  show  her  wit, 
'■'■^    It  doth  so  wrfi  bacome  her: 
For  every  season  she  hath  dressings  (it. 

For  winter,  spring,  and  summer. 

No  beauty  she  doth  miss. 

When  all  her  robes  are  on: 

But  Beauty's  self  she  is. 

When  all  her  lobes  are  gone. 
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220.      Art  Above  Nature:   To  JiMa 


W" 


JHES  I  behold  a  forest  spread 
With  silken  trees  upon  thy  head* 
And  when  I  see  that  other  dress 
Of  flowers  set  in  comeliness; 
When  I  behold  another  grace 
In  the  ascent  of  curious  lace, 
Which  like  a  pinnacle  doth  shew 
The  top,  and  the  top-gallant  too; 
Then,  when  I  see  thy  tresses  bound 
Into  an  oval,  square,  or  round. 
And  knit  in  knots  far  more  than  I 
Can  tell  by  tongue,  or  true-love  tie; 
Next,  when  those  lawny  films  I  see 
Play  with  a  wild  civility. 
And  all  those  airy  sfllcs  to  flow, 
Alluring  me,  and  tempting  so: 
I  must  confess  mine  eye  and  heart 
Dotes  less  on  Nature  dian  on  Ait. 

R.  Herriik 

'/.    The  Stately  Dames  of  Rome  Their 
Pearls  Did  Wear 

'T^HE  stately  dames  of  Rome  their  pearls  did  wear 
*■    About  their  necks  to  beautify  their  name: 
But  she  whom  I  do  serve,  her  pearis  doth  bear 
Close  in  her  mouth,  and,  smiling,  shew  the  same. 
No  wonder,  then,  though  every  word  she  speaks 
A  jewel  seem  in  judgment  of  the  wise. 
Since  that  her  sugared  tongue  the  passage  breaks 
196 
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Between  two  rockt,  bedecli:ed  with  pearls  of  price. 

Her  hair  of  gold,  her  front  of  ivory  — 

A  bloody  heart  within  so  white  a  breast  — 

Her  teeth  of  pearl,  lip*  ruby,  crystal  eye, 

Needs  must  I  honour  her  above  the  test. 

Since  she  is  formed  of  none  other  mould 

But  ruby,  crystal,  ivoiy,  peatt  and  gold. 

G.  Gascoigne 

?Z.  The  Bracelet:   To  Jvlia 

THY  I  tie  about  thy  wrist, 

Julia,  this  my  silken  twist;  I 

For  what  other  reason  is^ 
But  to  show  thee  how,  in  part. 
Thou  my  pretty  captive  art? 
But  thy  bond-slave  is  my  heart: 
Tis  but  silk  that  bindeth  thee. 
Knap  the  thread  and  thou  art  free; 
But  'tis  otherwise  with  me: 
—  1  am  bound  and  fast  bound,  ad     ■ 
That  from  thee  I  cannot  go; 
If  I  could  I  would  not  so.  * 

R.  Hmick 


W", 


223.  Upon  Julians  Recovery 

rXROOP,  droop,  no  more,  or  hang  the  head, 
■'-'  Ye  roses  almost  withered; 
Now  straigth  and  newer  purple  get, 
Each  here  declining  violet; 
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O  primroses!    let  this  day  be 
A  resurrection  unto  ye,    ' 
And  to  all  flowers  allied  in  blood. 
Of  sworn  to  that  sweet  sisterhood; 
For  health  on  Julia's  cheek  hath  shed 
Clqrel  and  CFeam  cominingled ; 
And  those  her  Lips  do  now  appear 
,As  beams  of  coral,  but  more  clear. 

R.  Htrriek 

724.  Upon  Combing  Her  Hair 

TJREAKING  from  under  that  thy  cloudy  veil. 

Open  and  shine  yet  more,  shine  out  more  clear, 
Thou  glorious,  golden-beam-darting  hair. 
Even  till  my  wonder-stricken  senses  fail. 

Shoot  out  in  light,  and  shine  those  rays  on  far. 
Thou  much  more  fair  than  is  the  Queen  of  Love 
When  she  doth  comb  he^  in  her  sphere  above. 

And  from  ^  planet  turns  a  blazing  stax. 

Na)^  thou  art  greater  too!     More  destiny 
'   Depends  on  thee,  than  on  her  influence; 

No  hair  thy  fatal  hand  doth  now  dispence 
But  to  some  one  a  thread  of  life  must  be. 

'While  gracious  unto  me,  thou  both  dost  sunder 
Those  glories  which,  if  they  united  were, 
Might  have  amazed  sense,  and  shew'st  each  hair 
Which,  if  alone,  had  been  too  great  a  nonder. 
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But  nay  I  methinks  new  beauties  do  anse. 

While  she  withdraw!  these  glories  which  were  ipiead; 

Wonder  of  beauties  I  set  thy  radiant  head. 
And  strike  out  day  from  thy  yet  fairer  eye*. 

Edward,  Lord  Herbert,  of  Cherbury 

22$.    So  Oft  As  I  Her  Beauty  Do  Behold. 

00  oft  as  I  her  beauty  do  behold, 

•^     And:  therewith  do  hec  cruelty  compare, 

1  marvel  of  what  substance  was  the  mould. 
The  which  hei  made  at  once  so  cruel  fair. 

Not  earth,  for  her  high  thoughts  more  heavenly  are; 

Not  water,  for  her  love  doth  bum  like  hre; 

Not  air,  for  she  is  not  so  light  or  rare; 

Not  fire,  for  she  doth  freeze  with  faiat  desire. 

Then  needs  another  element  mquire  , 

Whereof  ^e  mote  be  made  —  that  is,  the  sky; 

For  to  the  heaven  her  haughty  looks  aspire. 

And  eke  her  mind  is  pure  immortal  high. 

Then,  sith  to  heaven  ye  likened  are  the  best. 

Be  like  in  mercy  as  in  all  the  rest. 

E.  Spenstr 

226.  Hey  Normy  No!  ■• 

TTEY  nonny  no! 
^  -^  Men  are  fools  that  wish  to  diel 
Is  't  not  fine  to  dance  and  sing 
When  the  bells  of  death  do  ring  ? 
Is  *t  not  fine  to  swim  in  wine. 
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And  turn  upon  the  toe, 

And  sing  hey  nonny  no  I 

When  die  winds  blow  and  the  seas  flow? 

Hey  nonny  not 

Anon. 


22^.  Passions 

TF  Jove  himself  l>e  subject  unto  Love 
*-  And  range  the  woods  to  find  a  mortal  prey; 
If  Neptune  from  the  seas  himself  remove. 
And  seek  on  sands  with  earthly  w^hts  to  play: 
Then  may  I  love  my  peeriess  choice  by  righl^ 
Who  far  excels  each  other  mortal  wight. 

If  Pluto  could  by  love  be  drawn  from  hell, 

To  yield  himself  a  silly  virgin's  thrall; 
If  Phcebus  could  vouchsafe  on  earth  fo  dwell. 
To  win  a  rustic  maid  unto  his  call : 
Then  how  much  more  should  I  adore  the  sight 
Of  her,  in  whom  the  heavens  themselves  delight? 

If  country  Pan  might  follow  nymphs  in  chase, 

And  yet  through  love  remain  devoid  of  blame; 
If  Satyrs  vrare  excused  for  seeking  grace 
To  joy  the  fruits  of  any  mortal  dame: 
Then,  why  should  I  onCe  doubt  to  love  her  still 
On  whom  ne  Gods  nor  men  can  gaze  their  fill? 
r.  IFalton 
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228.  A  Praise  of  His  Love 

GIVE  place,  ye  lovers,  here  before 
That  spent  your  boasts  and  brags  in  vain. 
My  lady's  beauty  passeth  more 
The  best  of  yours,  1  dare  well  sayen, 
Than  doth  the  sun  the  candle  light 
Or  brightest  day  the  darkest  night. 

And  thereto  hath-  a  troth  as  just 
As  had  Pendope  the  fait; 
For  what  she  saith,  ye  may  it  irus^ 
As  it  by  writing  sealed  were: 
And  virtues  hath  she  many  moe 
Than  I  with  pen  have  skill  to  show. 


I  could  rehearse,  if  that  I  would, 
The  whole  effect  of  Nature's  plaint, 
When  she  had  lost  the  perfect  mould. 
The  like  to  whom  she  could  not  paint. 
With  wringing  hands,  how  she  did  ciy, 
And  what  she  said,  I  know  it,  V. 

I  know  she  swore  with  raging  mind, 
Her  kingdom  only  set  apart. 
There  was  no  loss  by  law  of  kind 
"Hiat  could  have  gone  so  near  her  heait. 
And  this  was  chiefly  all  her  pain; 
'She  could  not  make  the  like  again.' 
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Sith  Nature  thus  gave  her  the  praise. 
To  be  the  chiefest  work  she  wrought; 
In  faith,  tnethink!  rame. better  ways 
On  your  behalf  might  well  be  sought, 
.Than  to  compare,  as  ye  have  done. 
To  match  the  candle  with  the  sun. 

Earl  of  Surrey 


Song 

A  SK  me  no  more  where  Jove  I 
■'*-  When  June  is  past,  the  fading  nwej 
For  in  your  beauty's  orient  deep 
These  flowers,  aj  in  their  causes,  sleep. 

Ask  me  no  more  whither  do  stray 
The  golden  atoms  of  the  day; 
For  in  pure  love  heaven  did  prepare 
Those  powders  to  enrich  your  hair. 

Ask  mc  no  more  whither  doth  haste    ' 
The  nightingale  when  May  is  past; 
For  in  your  sweet  dividing  throat 
She,  winters  and  keeps  warm  her  note. 

Ask  itie  no  more  where  those  stars  light 
■That  downwards  fall  in  dead  of  n^it; 
For  in  your  ^es  they  st,  and  there 
Fixed  become  as  in  their  spbeie. 
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Ask  me  no  more  if  east  or  west 
The  Phcenix  builds  her  spicy  nest;' 
For  unto  you  at  last  she  flies, 
And  in  your  flagrant  bosom  dies. 


T.  Carfw 


Go,  Lovely  Rose 


/^O,  lovely  Rose  — 

^-^  Tell  her  that  wastes  her  time  and  mej 

That  now  shfe  knpws. 
When  I  resemble  her  to  thee. 
How  sweet  and  fair  she  seems  to  be.     . 

Tell  her  that's  young. 
And  shuns  to  have  her  graces  spted^ 

That  hadst  thou  sprung 
In  deserts  where  no. men  abide, 
Thou  must  have  uncommended  died. 

Small  is  the  worth 
Of  beauty  from  the  light  retired;  -  r.'S 

Bid  h£r  cotne  forth,' 
Suffer  herself  to  be  desired. 
And  liot  blush  so  to  be  admired.    -     '-'  ^ 

'      Then  die  —  that  she  ■         . . 

The  common  fate  of  all  things  rare         ■ 

May  read  in  thee; 
How  small  a  part  of  timfe  they  share    ' 
That  are  so  wondrous  sweet  and  faii't 
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sji.   My  Lady's  Presence  Makes  the  Roses 
Red 

A(f Y  Lady's  presence  makes  the  Roses  red, 
^^^  Because  to  see  her  lips  they  blush  for  shame. 
The  Lily's  leaves,  for  envy,  pale  became. 
For  het  white  hands  in  them  this  envy  bred. 
The  Marigold  the  leaves  abroad  doth  spread, 
Because  the  sun's  and  her  power  is  the  same. 
The  Violet  of  purple  colour  came. 
Dyed  in  the  blood  she  made  my  heart  to  shed. 
In  brief  all  flowers    from  her  their  virtue  take; 
From  her  sweet  breath,  ^eir  sweet  smells  do  proceed; 
The  living  heat  which  her  eyebeams  doth  make 
Warmeth  the  ground,  and  quickeneth  the  seed. 
The  rain,  wherewith  she  watereth  the  Bowers, 
Falls  from  mine  eyes,  which  ^e  dissolves  m  showers. 
H.  Constable 


232.       On  Quicksedge,  Wrought  with 
Lovely  Eglantme 

/^N  quicksedge,  wrought  with  lovely  eglantine, 
^-'     My  Laura  laid  her  handkercher  to  dry; 
Which  had  before  snow-white  ywashed  been. 

But,  after,  when  she  called  to  memoiy, 
That  long  'twould  be  before,  and  very  late. 

Ere  sun  could  do,  as  would  her  glist'ring  eyes: 
She  ca^  from  them  such  sparkling  glances  straight. 

And  with  such  force,  in  such  a  strangy  guise. 
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As  suddenly,  and  in  one  sdfsame  tune. 

She  dried  hcc  doth :  but  bunt  this  hean  of  mine  I 


233.     My  Spotless  Love  Hovers  wtk 
Purest  Wings 


J-^A  Ab 


spotless  love  hovers  with  purest  wings, 
'■  About  die  temple  of  the  proudest  frame, 
Where  blaze  those  tights,  fairest  of  earthly  things, 
Which  clear  our  clouded  world  with  brightest  flame. 
My  ambitious  thoughts,  confined  in  her  face. 
Affect  no  honour  bur  what  she  can  give; 
My  hopes  do  rest  in  limits  of  her  grace; 
I  weigh  no  comfort  unless  she  relieve. 
For  she,  that  can  my  heart  imparadise. 
Holds  in  her  fairest  hand  what  dearest  is; 
My  Fortune's  wheel's  the  circle  of  her  eyes. 
Whose  rolling  grace  deign  once  a  turn  of  bliss. 

All  my  life's  sweet  consists  in  her  alone; 

So  much  I  bve  the  most  Unloving  one. 

S.  Danid 


234.        Fairest,  When  by  the  Rttlesof 
Palmistry 

pj'AIRflST,  when  by  the  rules  of  palmistry 
^      You  took  my  hand  to  try  if  you  could  guess 
By  lines  therein,  if  any  wight  there  be 
Ordained  to  make  me  know  some  happiness; 

MS 
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I  wrsned  that  those  characters  could  explain,  - 
Whom  I  will  never. wroi^  with  hope  to  win;^ 
Or.that.by  them  a  copy  might  be  ta'en, 
By  you  alone  what  thoughts  I  have  within. 
But  since  the  hand  of  Nature  did  not  set  — 
As  providently  l«h  to  have  it  known  — 
The  means  to  find  that  hidden  alphabet. 
Mine  eyes  shall  be  th'  interpreters  alone; 
By  them  conceive  my  thoughts,  and  tell  me,  (air. 
If  now  you  see  her,  that  doth  love  me  there? 

fff.  Browne 

235.  Speak,  Thou  Fairest  Fair 

■pVEAREST,  do  not  you  delay  me. 
'-'     Since,  thou  knowest,  I  must  be  gone;     , 
Wind  and  tide,  'tis  thought,  doth  stay  mci 
But  'tis  wind  that  must  be  blown 

From  that  breath,  whose  native  smell 

Indian  odours  far  excel. 

Oh,  then  speak,  thou  fairest  fair  I 

Kill  not  him  that  vows  to  serve  theej 
But  perfume  this  neighbouring  air, 
Else  dull  silence,  sure,  will  swerve,  mi'. 
Tis  a  word  that's  t]vickly  spoken. 
Which  being  restrained,  a  heart  is  broken. 
J.  'Fliute, 
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236.  .    Restore  Thy  Tresses 

"DESTORE  thy  tressfiB  to  the  gtJden  ore, 
■■- *  Yield  Cytherea's  son  those  arcs  of  love, 
Bequeath  the  heavens  the  stars  that  1  adore. 
And  to  the  orient  do  thy  pearls  remove, 
Yield  thy  hands'  pride  unto  the  ivory  white, 
To  Arabian  odours  give  thy  breathing  sweet. 
Restore  thy  blush  unto  Au[ora  br^ht, 
To  Thatis  giye  the  honour  of  thy  feet; 
X^t  Venus  have  thy  graces  her  resigned. 
And  thy  sweet  voice  give  back .  Unto  the  spheres; 
But  yet  restore  thy  fierce  and  cruel  mind 
To  HyrcaD  tigers  and  to  ruthless  bears;'- 
Yield  to  the  marble  thy  hard  heart  again: 
So  shalt  thou  cease  to  plague,  and  I  to  pain. 

S.  Dmitl 


237.    Do  Me  Right  and  Do  Me  Reason 

TJEAUTY,  alas!    where  wast  thod  bom, 
■*-'  Thus  to  hold  thyself  in  scorn  i 
Whenas  Beauty  kissed  to  woo  the^ 
Thou  -by  Beauty  dost  undo  me: 
;.Heigh-hq!    despise  me  not. 

I  and  thou  in  sootb  are  oAe, 
Fairer  thou^  I  fairer  none: 
Wanton  thou,  and  wilt  thou,  wuitoiV 
Yield  a  cruel  heart  to  plant  on  ? 
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Do  me  right,  and  do  me  reason; 

Cruelty  is  cursed  treason: 

Heigh-ho!    1  love,  heigh-ho!    I  love. 
Heigh-ho  I   and  yet  he  eyes  me  not^ 

T.LoJge 


238.  Lave  Winged  My  Hopes 

T    OVE  wing'd  my  Hopes  and  taught  me  how  to  fly 
-'— '    Far  from  base  eanh,  but  not  to  mount  too  h^h: 

For  true  pleasure 

Lives  in  measure. 

Which  if  men  forsake. 

Blinded  they  into  folly  run  and  grief  for  pleasure  take. 

But  my  vain  Hopes,  proud  of  their  new-taught  flight, 
Enamour'd  sought  to  woo  the  sun's  fair  light, 
Whose  rich  brightness 
Moved  their  lightness 
To  aspire  so  high 
That,  all  scorch'd  and  consumed  with  fir6,  now  frowned  in 
woe  they  lie. 


And  none  but  Love  their  woful  hap  did  rue. 
For  Love  did  know  that  their  desires  were  tnie; 

Though  Fate  frowned, 

And  now  drowned 
Tliey  in  sorrow  dwell. 
It  was  the  pure«  light  of  heaven  for  whose  fair  love  they  fell. 

m8 
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zsg.  The  Mad  Maid's  Song 

GOOD  -  MORROW  to  the  day  so  I 
Good-morrow,  sir,  to  you; 
Good-morrow  to  mine  own  torn  hair 
Bedabbled  with  the  dew. 


Good-morrow  to  this  primrose  too, 

Good-morrow  to  each  maid 
That  will  with  flowers  the  tomb  bestKW 

Wherein  my  love  is  laid. 

Ah !    woe  is  me,  woe,  woe  is  me. 

Alack  and  well-a-dayt 
For  pity,  sir,  find  out  that  bee 

Which  bore  my  love  away. 

I'll  seek  htm  in  your  bonnet  brave, 

I'll  seek  him  in  your  eyes; 
Nay,  now  I  think  they've  made  his  grave 

r  th'  bed  of  strawberries. 

I'll  seek  him  there;    I  know  ere  this 
The  cold,  cold  earth,  doth  shake  htm. 

But  I  will  go  or  send  a  kiss 
By  you,  sir,  to  awake  him. 

Pray  hurt  him  not;  though  be  be  dead. 
He  knows  well  who  do  love  him^ 

And  who  with  gceen  turfs  rear  his  head, 
And  who  do  rudely  move  him. 
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He's  soft  and  tender  {pray  take  heed); 

With  bands  of  cpnsKp s  bind  him, 
And  bring  h'm  home;    but  'tis  decreed 

That  1  shall  never  find  him. 

R.  Herrick 

240.        Toss  Not  My  Sotd,  O  Love 

'THDSS  not  my  soul,  O  Love,  'twixt  hope  and  fear ! 
■■■    Show  me  some  ground  where  I  may  firmly  stand. 
Or  surely  fall  1     I  care  not  which  appear. 
So  one  will  close  me  in  a  certain  band. 
When  once  of  ill  the  uttermost  is  known. 
The  strength  of  sorrow  quite  is  overthrown. 

Take  me,  Assurance,  to  thy  blissful  hold! 
Or  thou  Despair,  unto  thy  darkest  cell! 
Each  hath  full  rest:    the  one,  in  joys  enioll'd; 
Th'  other,  b  that  he  fears  no  more,  is  well. 
When  once  the  uttermost  of  ill  is  known, 
The  strength  of  sorrow  quite  is  overthrown. 

Anon. 


241.     ff  the  Quick  Spirits  in  Your  Eye 

TF  the  quick  spirits  in  your  eye 
-^  Now  languish  and  anon  must  die; 
If  every  Swelet  and  every  grace 
Must  fiy  from  that  forsaken  ^ce; 
Thfen,  Celia,  let  us,  reap  our  joys 
Ere  Time  such  goodly  fruit  destr<^s. 
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Or  if  that  golden  fleece  must  grow 

For  ever  free  from  aged  tacnr; 

If  those  bright  suns  must  know  no  shade, 

Nor  your  fresh  beauties  ever  fade; 
Then  fear  not,  Celia,  to  bestow 
What,  stitt  being  gathered,  srill  must  grow. 

Thus  either  Time  his  sickle  brings 
In  vain,  or  else  in  vain  his  wings. 

T.  Careut 


242.  To  ike  Blest  Evanthe 

LET  diose  complain  that  feel  Love's  cruelty. 
And  in  sad  legends  write  their  woes; 
With  rose*  gently  'has  corrected  roe, 
My  war  is  without  rage  or  blows: 
My  mistress'  eyes  shine'  fair  on  my  d«sires,. 
And  hope  springs  up  inflamed  with  her  new  fires. 

No  more  an  exile  will  I  dwell. 

With  folded  arms,  and  sighs  all  day. 
Reckoning  the  torments  of  my  hell, 
And  flinging  my  sweet  jciys  away: 
I  am  called  home  again  to  quiet  peace; 
My  mistress  smiles,  and  all  my  sorrows  coase. 

Yet,  what  is  living  in  her  eye. 
Or  being  bless'd  with  her  sweet  tongue. 

If  these  no  other  joys  imply  ? 
A  golden  gyve,  a  pleasing  wrong: 
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To  be  your  own  but  one  poor  month,  I'd  give 
My  youth,  my  fortune,  and  then  leave  to  live. 


tj.  Brunei  and  Phyllis 

TF  waker  care,  —  if  sudden  pale  colour, — 
■*■  If  many  sighs  with  little  speech  too  plain,— 
Now  joy,  now  woe,  if  they  my  cheer  distain, — 
For  hope  of  small,  if  much  to  feat  therefore, — 
To  haste  or  slack  my  pace  to  less  or  more, — 
Be  sign  of  love,  th^  do  I  love  again. 
If  thou  ask  whom,  —  sure,  since  I  did  refrain 
Brunei,  that  set  my  wealth  in  such  i  roar, 
The  unfeigned  cheer  of  Phyllis  hath  the  place 
That  Brunet  had;  —  she  hath,  and  ever  ^all. 
She  from  myself  now  hath  me  in  her  grace; 
She  hath  in  hand  my  wit,  my  will,  and  all. 
My  heart  alone  well  worthy  she  doth  stay. 
Without  whose  help  scant  do  I  live  a  day. 

SirT.  Wyat 


The  Invitation 

T    IVE  with  me  still,  and  all  the 
■■— '    Played  to  by  spheres  I'll  teach  thee; 
Let's  but  thus  dally,  all  the  pleasures 
The  moon  beholds,  her  man  sliall  reach  thee. 
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Dwdl  in  mine  aims,  aloft  well  hover, 
And  see  fields  of  armies  fighting: 

Oh,  part  not  fiom  mel  I'll  discover 
There  all  the  books  of  fancy's  writing. 

Be  but  my  darling,  age  to  free  thee 
From  her  curse,  shall  fall  a-dying; 

Call  me  thy  empress.  Time  to  see  thee 
Shall  forget  his  art  of  flying, 

T.  Dekktr 

245.  Piping  Peace 

"K/OU  virgins  that  did  late  despair 
-*'     To  keep  your  wealth  from  cruel  men. 
Tie  up  in  silk  your  careless  hair: 
Soft  peace  is  come  again. 

Now  lovers'  eyes  may  gently  dioot 

A  flame  that  will  Rot  kill; 
The  drum  was  angry,  but  die  lute 

Shall  whisper  what  you  wilt. 

Sing  lo,  lo  I    for  his  sake 

That  hath  restored  your  drooping  heads; 
With  choice  of  sweetest  flowers  make 

A  garden  where  he  treads; 

Whilst  we  whole  groves  of  laurel  bring, 

A  petty  triumph  for  his  brow. 
Who  is  the  Master  of  our  spring 

And  all  the  bloom  we  owe. 

J.SbMey 
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246.        The  Solitary  Shepherd's  Song 

/~\  SHADY  vales,  O  fair  enriched  meafJ», 
^-^  O  sacred  woods,  sweet  fields,  and  rising  mountains; 
O  painted  flowers,  green  herbs,  where  Flora  treads, 
Refreshed  by  wanton  winds  and  wat'ry  fountains. 
O  all  you  winged  choristers  of  wt>od 
That  perched  aloft,  your  former  pains  report, 
And  straight  again  recount  with  pleasant,  mood 
Your  pleasant  joys  in  sweet  and  seemly  sort. 
O  alt  you  creatures,  whosoever  thrive 
On  mother  earth,  in  seas,  by  air,  or  fire, 
More  blest  are  you  than  I  here  uxder  sun: 
Love  dies  in  me,  whenas  be  doth  revive 
In  you;    I  perish  under  beauty's  ire. 
Where  after  storms,  winds,  frosts,  yolir  life  is  won. 
T.  Uige 

24^.     How  Can  the  Heart  Forget  Her? 

A  T  her  fair  hands  how  have  !  grace  entreated 
-^*-  With  prayers  oft  repeated! 
Yet  still  my  love  is  thwarted : 
Heart,  let  her  go,  for  she'll  not  be  converted  — 

Say,  shall  she  go  f 

O  no,  no,  no,  no,  no! 
She  is  most  fair,  though  she  be  marble-hearted. 

How  often  have  my  sighs  declared  my  anguish, 

Wherein  I  daily  languish  1 

Yet  still  she  doth  procura  it:    .       .  ; 

Heart,  let  her  go,  for  1  can  not  endure  it  — 
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Say,  shall  she  go? 
She  gave  the  wound,  and  she  alone  miist  cure  Jt. 

But  shall  I  still  a  true  affection  owe  her, 

Which  prayers,  sighs,  tears  do  show  her. 

And  shall  she  still  disdain  me  i 

Heait,  let  her  go,  if  they  no  grace  can-  gain  me  — 

Say,  shall  she  go  ?     . 

O  no,  no,  no,  no,  no! 
She  made  me  hers,  and  hers  she  will  retain  me. 


But  if  the  love  that  hath  and  still  doth  bum  me 
No  love  at  length  return  me, 
Out  of  my  thoughts  I'll  set  her: 
Heart,  let  her  go,  O  heatt  I  pray  thee,  let  her  I 
Say,  shall  she  go  ? 

Fix'd  in  the  heart,  how  can  the  heart  forget  her. 
F.  Davison 


Chloris  in  the  Snow 

I  SAW  fair  Cbtorts  walk  alone. 
When  feather'd  rain  came  softly  down, 
As  Jove  descending  from  his  Tower 
To  court  her  in  a  silver  shoWer: 
The  wanton  snow  Ben  to  her  breast. 
Like  pretty  birds  into  their  nest. 
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But,  overcome  with  whiteness  diere. 
For  grief  it  thaw'd  into  a  tear: 
Thence  falling  on  her  garment't  hem. 
To  deck  hec,  froze  into  a  gem. 


Jfaon. 


249.  Camella 

/^AMELLA  fair  tripped  o'er  the  plaij 
^^     I  followed  quickly  after; 
Have  overtaken  her  I  would  fain, 

And  kissed  her  when  I  caught  her. 
But  hope  being  passed  her  to  obtain, 

'Camella!'  loud  I  caU: 
She  answered  me  with  great  disdain, 

'I  will  not  kiss  at  all.' 


350.     What  Delight -Cm  They  Enjoy 


W" 


That  delight  can  they  enjoy 

Whose  hearts  are  not  their  own, 
But  are  gone  abroad  astray 

And  to  otheis'  bosoms  flown  f 
Silly  comforts,  silly  jc^, 

Which  fall  and  rise  as  others  move 

Who  seldom  use  to  turn  our  way  I 

And  tliHefore  Chloris  will  not  love. 

For  well  I  see 

How  false  men  be, 

And  let  them  pine  that  lovers  prove. 

J :  Daniel 
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Doron's  Jig 

T^HROUGH  the  shrubs  as  I  can  crack 
-*■     For  my  lambs,  little  ones, 
'Mongst  many  pretty  ones,  — 
Nymphs  1  mean,  whose  hair  was  black 
As  the  crow: 
Like  the  snow 
Her  face  and  browes  shined  I  ween  I  ~-- 
1  saw  a  little  one, 
A  bonny  pretty  one. 
As  bright,  buxom,  and  as  sheen 
As  was  she 
On  her  knee 
That  lulled  the  god,  whose  arrow  warms 
Such  meriy  little  ones, 
Such  fair-faced  pretty  ones 
As  dally  in  love's  chiefest  harms: 
Such  was  mine. 
Whose  grey  eyne 
Made  me  love.     I  gan  to  woo 
This  sweet  Kttle  one, 
This  bonny  pretty  one. 
I  wooed  hard  a  day  or  two. 
Till  she  bade 
'  Be  not  sad, 
Woo  no  more,  1  am  thine  own. 
Thy  dearest  little  one, 
Tliy  truest  pretty  one.' 
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Thus  was  faith  and  finn  love  shown, 
As  behoves 
Shepherds'  loves. 

R.  Gret 

When,  Dearest,  I  But  Think  oj 
Thee 

"11  THEN,  dearest,  I  but  think  of  thee, 
*  *     Methinks  all  things  that  lovely  be 

Are  present  and  my  soul  delighted: 
For  beauties  that  from  worth  arise 
Are  like  the  grace  of  deities. 

Still  present  with  us,  tho'  unsighted. 

Thus  while  I  sit  and  sigh  the  day 
With  all  his  borrowed  lights  away. 

Till  night's  black  wings  do  overtake  me, 
Thinking  on  thee,  thy  beauties  then. 
As  sudden  lights  do  sleepy  men. 

So  they  by  their  bright  rays  awake  me. 

Thus  absence  dies,  and  dying  proves 
No  absence  can  subsist  with  loves 

That  do  partake  of  fair  perfection: 
Since  in  the  darkest  night  they  may 
By  love's  quick  motion  find  a  way 

To  see  each  other  by  reflection. 

The  waving  sea  can  with  each  flood 
Bathe  some  high  promont  that  hath  stood 
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Far  from  the  main  up  in  the  river; 
O  think  not  then  but  love  can  do 
As  much  I    for  that's  an  ocean  too. 

Which  flows  not  every  day,  but  everJ . 

Sir  J.  Suckling 


Beauty  Bathing 

■DEAUTY  sat  bathing  by  a  spring, 
*-'    Where  fairest  shades  did  hide  her; 
The  winds  blew  calm,  the  birds  did  sing. 

The  coo)  streams  ran  beside  her. 
My  wanton  thoughts  enticed  mine  eye 

To  see  what  was  forbidden: 
But  better  memory  said  Fie; 

So  vain  desire  was  chidden  — 
Hey  nonny  nonny  OI 
Hey  nonny  noimy ! 

Into  a  slumber  then  I  fell. 

And  fond  imagination 
Seemed  to  see,  but  could  not  tell, 

Her  feature  or  her  fashion : 
But  ev'n  as  babes  in  dreams  do  smile, 

And  sometimes  fall  a-weeping. 
So  I  awaked  as  wise  that  while 

As  when  I  feel .  a-sleeping. 

J,  Muniay 
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254-  Song 

FOLLOW  a  shadow,  it  still  flies  you. 
Seem  to  fly  it,  it  will  puisue; 
So  court  a  mistress,  she  denies  you. 
Let  her  alone,  she  will  couit  you. 
Say,  are  not  women  truly  then 
S^led  but  the  shadows  of  us  men? 

At  morn  and  even,  shades  are  longest; 

At  noon,  they  are  short  or  none;  . 
So  men  at  weakest,  they  are  strongest. 

But  giant  us  perfect,  they're  not  known. 
Say,  aie  not  women  truly  then 
Styled  but  the  shadows  of  us  men  f 

B.  fonson 

255.  The  Shepherd's  Sun 

T^AIR  Nymphs!    sit  ye  here  by  me 
■*-      On  this  flow'iy  green; 
While  we,  this  merry  day,  do  see 

Some  things  but  seldom  seen. 
Shepherds  all  1    now  come,  sit  around 

On  yond  chequered  plain; 
While,  from  the  woods,  we  hear  resound 
Some  comfort  for  Love's  pain. 
Every  bird  sits  on  his  bough 

As  brag  as  he  that  is  the  best; 
Then,  sweet  Love  I   reveal  how 
Our  minds  may  be  at  rest  I 
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Echo  thus  leplied  to  me, 
*Sit  under  yonder  beech«n-tree; 
And  there.  Love  shall  shew  theCt 
How  all  may  be  redrestl ' 

Harkl    Hark!    Hark,  the  Nightbgalel 

In  her  mouming  lay. 
She  telts  her  story's  woeful  tale. 

To  warn  ye,  if  she  may, 
'Fair  maids t   take  ye  heed  of  Love, 

It  is  a  per'lous  thing  I 
As  PhUomel  herself  did  prove. 
Abused  by  a  King. 

If  Kings  play  false,  believe  no  men 

That  make  a  seemly  outward  etiaw. 
But,  caught  once,  beware  then; 

For  then  begins  your  woe! 
They  will  took  babies  in  your  eyes. 

And  speak  go  fair  as  fair  may  be; 
But  trust  them  in  no  wise  I 
Example  take  by  me!' 

'Fie I    Fie!'  said  the  Threstlecock, 

'You  are  much  to  blame, 
For  one  man's  fault,  all  men  to  blot, 

Impairing  their  good  name. 
Admit  you  were  used  amiss. 

By  that  ungentle  King; 
It  follows  not,  that  you,  for  this. 

Should  all  men's  honours  wring; 
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There  be  good;    aod  thttre  be  bad  I 

And  HKBB-are  false;    and  some  ate  true! 
As  good  dioice  is.  still  had 
Amongst  us  men,  as  you  I   . 
Women  have  faults  as  well  as  we; 
Some  say,  for  our  one,  they  have  three  1 
Then  smite  not;    nor  bite  not; 
When  you  as  faulty  be.' 

'Peacel    peacel'  quoth  Madge  Uowlet  theo. 

Sitting  out  of  sight, 
'For  women  are  as  good  as  men; 

And  both  are  good  alike  I'  ..  . 

'Not  so!'    said  the  little  Wren, 

'Difference  th^re  may  be. 
The  cock  always  commands  the  hen; 
Then  men  shall  go  for  me?' 

Then  Robin  Redbreast,  steftping  in. 

Would  needs  take  up  this  tedious  strife; 
Protesting,  'True  loving 
In  either,  lengthened  life! 

If  I  love  you,  and  you  love  me; 
Can  there  be  better  hannony? 
Thus  ending  contending. 
Love  must  the  umpire  bel' 

Fail  nymphs  I     Love  must  be  your  guide, 

Chaste,  unspotted  Love; 
To  such  as  do  your  thralls  betide, 

Resolved  without  rwnove. 
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Likewise,  jdly  Shephecd  Swains^ 

If  you  do  respect 
The  happy  issue  of  youi  pains. 
True  Love  mast  you  direct  I 

You  hear  the  birds  contend  for  love; 

The  bubbling  springs  do  sing  sweet  lowe; 
The  mountains  and  fountains 
Do  echo  nought  but  love  I 
Take  hands,  then,  Nymphs  and  Shepherds  all) 
And  to  this  river's  music's  fal!, 
Sing,  'True  Love  and  Chaste  Love 
Begins  our  FestiTall' 

'  A.  Munday. 

2s6.    Against  Them  Who  Lay  UnckasHty 
to  the  Sex  of  Women 

'T'HEY  meet  but  with  unwholesome  spiings, 
-*■     And  summers  which  infectious  are; 
They  hear  but  when  the  mermaid  sings, 
And  only  see  the  falling  star. 

Who  ever  dare 
Affirm  no  woman  chaste  and  fair. 

Go,  cure  your  fevers;   and  you'll  say 
The  df^^ays  scorch  not  all  the  yeart 

In  copper  mines  no  longer  stay. 
But  travel  to  the  west,  and  there 
The  right  ones  see, 

. .  And  grant  all  gold's  not  alchemy. 
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What  madman,  'cause  the  glow-worm's  flune 
Is  cold,  swears  there's  no  warmth  in  fire? 

'Cause  some  maLc  forfeit  of  their  name. 
And  slave  themselves  to  man's  desire, 

Shall  the  sex,  free 
From  guilt,  damn'd  to  the  bondage  be? 

Nor  grieve,  Castara,  thou^  't  were  frail; 

Thy  virtue  then  would  brighter  shine. 
When  thy  example  should  prevail. 
And  eveiy  woman's  faith  be  thine. 

And  were  there  none, 
Tis  majesty  to  rule  alone. 

ff'.  Habingtoit 

2S7-  My  Hope  a  Counsel 

TV /TY  hope  a  counsel  with  my  heart 
^^'-     Hath  long  desired  to  be. 
And  marvels  much  so  dear  a  friend 
Is  not  retained  by  me. 

She  doth  condemn  my  haste 

In  passing  the  estate 
Of  my  whole  life  into  their  hands, 

Who  nought  repays  but  hate: 

And  not  sufficed  widi  this,  she  says, 

I  did  release  the  right 
Of  my  enjoyed  liberties 

Unto  your  beauteous  sight. 

Anon, 
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258.  Faith  EverlasUng 

1~\EAR,  if  you  change,  I'll  never  choose  again; 

*-^  Sweet,  if  you  stinnk.  III  never  think  of  love; 

Fair,  if  you  fail.  III  judge  air  beauty  vain; 

Wise,  if  too  weak,  more  wits  I'll  never  prove. 

Dear,  sweet,  fair,  wiiiel   change,  shrink,  rior  he  not  weak; 

And,  on  my  faith,  my  faith  shall  never  hreak. 

Eatth  with  her  flowers  shall  sooner  heaven  adorn; 
Heaven  her  bright  stars  through  earth's  dim  globe  shall 

Fire  heat  shall  lose,  and  frosts  of  flames  be  bom; 
Air,  made  to  shine,  as  black  as  hell  shall  prove: 
Earth,  heaven,  fire,  air,  the  world  transform'd  shall  view, 
Ere  I  prove  false  to  faith  or  strange  to  you. 

Anon, 


A  Doubt  of  Martyrdom 

/^  FOR  some  honest  lover's  ghost, 
^~^    Some  kind  unbodied  post 

Sent  from  shades  below  I 

I  strangely  long  (o  know 
Whether  the  noble  chaplets  wear 
Those  that  their  mistress'  scorn  did  bear 

Or  those  that  were  used  kindly. 

For  whatsoe'er  they  tell  us  here 
To  make  those  sufferings  dear. 
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Twill  there,  I  fear,  be  found 

That  to  the  being  crown'd 
T'  have  loved  alone  wUl  not  suffice, 
Unless  we  also  have  been  wise 

And  have  our  loves  Mijoy'd. 

What  posture  can  we  think  him  in 
That,  here  unloved,  again 

Departs,  and  'a  thither  gone 

Where  each  sits  by  his  own  i 
Or  how  can  that  Elysium  be 
Where  I  my  mistress  still  must  see 

Circled  in  other's  amu? 

For  there  the  judges  all  are  jus^ 
And  Sophonisba  mutt 

Be  his  ^om  she  held  dear. 

Not  his  who  loved  her  here. 
The  sweet  Philoclea,  since  she  died, 
Lies  by  her  Urocles  his  side. 

Not  by  Ampbiatus. 

Some  bays,  perchance,  or  myrtle  bou^ 
For  difference  crowns  the  brow 
Of  those  kind  souls  that  were 
The  noble  mar^rs  here: 
And  if  that  be  the  only  odds 
(As  who  can  tell  f),  ye  kinder  gods. 
Give  me  the  woman  here  I 

Sir  J.  SurlUing 
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The  Crier 

/^OOD  folk,  for  gold  or  hoe, 
^^  But  help  me  to  a  crier; 
For  my  poor  heart  is  run  astray 
After  two  eyes  that  passed  this  way. 

O  yes,  O  yes,  O  yes. 

If  there  be  any  man 

In  town  or  country  can 

Bring  me  my  heart  again, 

I'll  please  him  for  his  pain. 
And  by  these  marks  I  will  you  show 
That  only  I  this  heart  do  owe: 

It  is  a  wounded  heart, 

Wherein  yet  sticks  the  dart;    ' 
Every  piece  soie  hurt  throughout  it; 
Faith  and  troth  writ  round  about  it. 
It  was  a  tame  heart  and  a  dear. 

And  never  used  to  roam; 
But,  having  got  this  haunt,  I  fear. 

Twill  hardly  stay  at  home. 
For  God's  sake,  walking  by  the  way, 

If  you  my  heart  do  see. 
Either  impound  it  for  a  stray, 

Or  send  it  back  to  me. 

M.  Drayton 

The  Cmstant  Lover 

/^UT  upon  it,  I  have  loved 
^-^  Three  «1iole  days  together  I 
And  am  like  to  love  three  more. 
If  it  prove  fair  weathet. 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


THE   BOOK  OF 

Tune  shall  moult  away  his  wings 

Ere  he  shall  discoTct 
In  the  v^ole  mide  woHd  a^in 

Such  a  constant  lover. 

But  the  spite  on  't  is,  no  piaise 

Is  due  at  all  to  me: 
Love  with  me  had  made  no  stays, 

Had  it  any  been  but  she. 

Had  it  any  been  but  she. 

And  that  very  face. 
There  had  been  at  least  ere  diis 

A  dozen  dozen  in  her  place. 

Sir  J.  Suckling 

262.  Sigh  No  More,  Ladies 

OIGH  no  more,  ladies,  sigh  n^  more; 
^     Men  were  deceivers  ever; 
One  foot  in  sea,  and  one  on  shore. 
To  one  thing  constant  never.  . 

But  let  them  go, 
And  be  you  blithe  and  bonny, 
Converting  all  your  sounds  of  woe 
Into  Hey  noiuty,  nonny. 

Sing  no  more  ditties,  dng  no  moQ» 
Of  dumps  so  dull  and  heavy; 

The  fraud  of  men  was  ever  so» 
Since  summer  first  was  leavy. 


DoliiHihyGoOHlc 


ELIZABETHAN  VERSE 

Then  ^h  not  so, 
Bui  let  ihem  go^ 
And  be  you  blithe  and  bonny, 
Converting  all  your  sounds  of  woe 
Into  Hey  nonny,  nonny. 

W.  Shakitpta 


O 


z6j.  Hymn  to  Venus 

,  FAIR  sweet  goddess.  Queen  of  love^ 
Sofit  and  gentle  as  thy  doves. 
Humble-eyed,  and  ever  ruing 
Those  poor  hearts  their  loves  pursiungl 
O,  thou  mother  of  delights, 
Crowner  of  all  happy  nights, 
Star  of  dear  content  and  pleasure, 
Of  mutual  loves  and  endless  treasure  I 
Accept  this  sacrifice  we  bring, 
Thou  continual  youth  and  spring; 
Grant  this  lady  her  desires. 
And  every  hour  well  crown  thy  (ires. 

s6^.  Time  and  Love    ' 

^HEN  I  have  seen  by  Time's  fell  hand  defaced 
ich  proud  cost  of  outworn  buried  age; 
When  sometime- lofty  towers  I  see  down-razed, 
And  brass  eternal  slave  to  mortal  rage; 
When  1  have  seen  the  hungry  ocean  gain 
Advantage  on  the  kingdom  of  the  shore. 
And  the  firm  soil  win  of  the  watery  main, 
ItKreasing  store  with  loss  and  loss  with  store; 
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When  I  ha«  seen  such  interchange  of  state. 
Or  state  itself  confounded  to  decay,  — 
Ruin  hath  taught  me  thus  to  ruminate  — 
That  Time  will  come  and  take  my  Love  away. 
This  thought  is  as  a  death,  which  cannot  choose 
But  weep  to  have  that  which  it  fears  to  lose. 

W.  Sbakeipeare 

365.  Comfdaint  of  the  Absence  of  Her  Lover 
Being  Upon  the  Sea 

/~\  HAPPY  dames  I    that  may  embrace 
^~^    The  fniit  of  your  delight. 
Help  to  bewail  the  woful  case 

And  eke  the  heavy  plight 
Of  me,  that  wonted  to  rejoice 
The  fortune  of  my  pleasant  choice: 
Good  ladies,  help  to  hll  my  mourning  voice. 

In  ship,  freight  with  rememberance 

Of  thoughts  and  pleasures  past. 
He  sails  that  hath  in  governance 

My  life  while  it  will  last: 
With  scalding  sighs,  for  lack  of  gale, 
Funhering  his  hope,  that  is  his  sail. 
Toward  me,  the  sweet  port  of  his  avail. 

Alas  I    how  oft  in  dreams  I  see 
Those  eyes  that  were  my  food; 

Which  sometime  so  delighted  me, 
That  yet  chey  do  me  good : 
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Wherewith  I  wake  with  his  return 

Whose  absent  flame  did  make  me  bum: 

But  when  I  find  the  lack,  Lord !  how  I  mouml 

When  other  lovers  in  arms  across 

Rejoice  their  chief  delight. 
Drowned  in  tears,  to  mourn  my  loss 

1  stand  the  bitter  night 
In  my  window  where  I  may  see 
Before  the  winds  how  the  clouds  flee: 
Lol   what  a  mariner  love  hath  made  me  I 

And  in  green  waves  when  the  salt  flood 

Doth  rise  by  rage  of  wind, 
A  thousand  fancies  in  that  mood 

Assail  my  restless  mind. 
Alas!   now  drencheth  my  sweet  foe, 
That  with  the  spoil  of  my  heart  did  go. 
And  left  me;  but  alasl  why  did  he  so? 

And  when  the  seas  wax  catm  again 

To  chase  from  me  annoy, 
My  doubtful  hope  doth  cause  me  plain; 

So  dread  cuts  off  my  joy. 
Thus  is  my  wealth  mingled  with  woe 
And  of  each  thought  a  doubt  doth  grow; 
^Now  he  comet  I    Will  he  come?    Alas!  no,  no. 
Earl  of  Surrey 
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266.    To  Lucasta,  Going  Beyond  the  Seas 

TF  to  be  absent  were  to  be 
■*■       Away  from  ihee; 

Or  that  when  I  am  gone 

You  or  1  were  alone; 
Then,  my  Lucasta,  might  I  crave 
Pity  fiom  blustering  wind  or  smallowiog  wave. 

But  I'll  not  sigh  one  blast  or  gale 

To  swell  my  sail, 

Or  pay  a  tear  to  'suage 

The  foaming  blue-god's  rage; 

For  whether  he  will  let  me  pass 

Or  no,  I'm  still  as  happy  as  I  was. 

Though  seas  and  land  betwixt  us  both. 
Our  faith  and  troth. 
Like  separated  souls. 
All  time  and  space  controls: 
Above  the  highest  sphere  we  meat 
Unseen,  unknown;    and  greet  as  Mgds  greO. 

So  then  we  do  anticipate 
Our  aftei-fate. 
And  are  alive  i'  the  skies, 
If  thus  our  lips  aiid  eyes 
Can.  speak  like  spirits  unconfined 
In  Heaven,  their  earthly  bodies  left  behind. 

R.  Lovtiact 
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26j.  To  Her  Sea-Faring  Lover 

OHALL  I  thus  ever  long,  and  be  no  whit  the  neaie  i 
*~'  And  shall  I  sdll  complain  to  thee,  the  which  me  will 

not  hear  t 
Alas!  say  nay  t  say  nay  I  and  be  no  more  so  dumb. 
But  open  ihou  thy  manly  mouth  and  say  that  thou  wilt 

Whereby  my  heart  may  think,  although  I  see  not  thee. 
That  thou  wilt  come  —  thy  word  so  sware  —  if  thou  a 

The  roanng  hugy  waves  they  threaten  my  poor  ghost. 
And  toss  thee  up  and  down  the  seas  in  danger  to  be 
lost. 
Shall  they  not  make  me  fear  that  they  have  swallowed  thee  i 
—  But  as  thou  art  most  sure  alive,  so  wilt  thou  come  to 
me. 
Whereby  I  shall  go  see  thy  ship  ride  on  the  strand. 
And  think  and  say  Lo  where  he  co-mei  and  Sure  here  will 
he  land; 
And  then  I  shall  lift  up  to  thee  my  little  hand. 
And  thou  shalt  think  thine  heart  in  ease,  in  health  to  see 
me  stand. 
And  if  thou  come  indeed  (as  Christ  thee  send  to  do  I) 
Those  arms  which  miss  thee  now  shall  then  embrace  (and 
hold)  thee  too: 
Each  vein  to  eveiy  joint  the  lively  blood  shall  spread 
Which  now  for  want  of  thy  glad  sight  doth  show  full  pale 
and  dead. 
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But  if  thou  slip  thy  troth,  and  do  not  come  at  all. 
As  minutes  in  the  clock  do  strike  so  call  for  death  I  shall; 

To  please  both  thy  false  heart  and  rid  myself  from  woe, 
That  rather  had  to  die  in  troth  than  live  forsaken  so  1 


26^.  Song  of  the  Sirm 

STEER  hither,  steer  your  winged  pines. 
All  beaten  mariners! 
Here  lie  Love's  undiscover'd  mines, 

A  prey  to  passengers;  — 
Perfumes  far  sweeter  than  the  best 
Which  make  the  Phcenix'  urn  and  nest. 

Fear  not  your  ships, 
Nor  any  to  oppose  you  save  our  lips; 

But  come  on  shore. 
Where  no  joy  dies  till  love  hath  gotten  more. 

For  swelling  waves,  out  panting  breasts. 

Where  never  storms  arise, 
Exchai^e,  and  be  awhile  our  guests: 

For  stars  gaze  on  our  e}%s. 
The  compass  Love  shall  hourly  sing. 
And  as  he  goes  about  the  ring. 

We  will  not  miss 
To  tell  each  point  he  nameth  with  a  kiss: 

Then  come  on  shore. 
Where  no  joy  dies  till  Love  hath  gotten  more. 

^.  Brotune 
"34 
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26g.  Wounded  I  Am 

TXrOUNDED  I  am,  and  dare  not  seek  reUef 

•''     For  this  new  stroke  unseen  but  not  unfelt: 
No  blood  nor  bruise  is  witness  of  my  grief. 
But  sighs  and  tears  wherewith  I  mourn  and  melt. 
If  I  complain,  my  witness  is  suspect; 
If  I  contain,  with  cares  I  am  undone: 
Sit  still  and  die,  tell  truth  and  be  reject: 
O  hateful  choice  that  sorrow  cannot  shun  I 
Yet  of  us  twain  whose  loss  shall  be  the  less. 
Mine  of  my  life  or  you  of  your  good  name  i 
Light  is  my  death,  regarding  my  distress. 
But  your  offence  cries  out  to  your  defame, 
"  A  virgin  fair  hath  slain,  for  lack  of  grace. 
The  man  that  made  an  idol  of  her  face! " 


2yo.  The  Ways  on  Earth 

'T'HE  ways  on  earth  have  paths  and  turnings  known; 
■^    The  ways  on  sea  are  gone  by  needle's  light; 
The  birds  of  the  air  the  nearest  way  have  flown, 
And  under  earth  the  moles  do  cast  aright; 
A  way  more  hard  than  these  I  needs  must  take. 
Where  none  can  teach,  nor  no  man  can  direct; 
Where  no  man's  good  for  me  example  makes, 
But  all  men's  faults  do  teach  her  to  suspect. 
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Her  dioughu  and  mine  such  4iiproportion  have; 
All  strength  of  Love  is  infinite  in  me; 
She  u*eth  the  'vantage  time  an4  fortune  gave 
Of  worth  and  power  to  get  die  Uberqf. 
Earth,  sea,  heaven,  hell,  are  subject  unto  laws. 
But  I,  poor  I,  must  suffer  and  know  no  cause. 

R.  Dtvereux,  Earl  of  Esstx 


J.   n 


3^1.  Cassandra 

PHE  sea  hath  many  thousand  ^ands, 
''    The  sun  hath  motes  as  many; 
The  sky  is  full  of  stars,  and  Love 
As  full  of  woes  as  any: 
Believe  me,  that  do  know  the  elf. 
And  make  no  trial  by  thyself. 

It  is  in  truth  a  pretty  toy 

For  babes  to  play  withal; 

But  O,  the  honies  of  our  youth 

Are  oft  our  age's  gall : 

Self-proof  in  time  will  make  thee  know 

He  was  a  prophet  told  thee  so; 

A  prophet  that,  Cassandra-like, 

Tells  truth  without  belief; 

For  headstrong  youth  will  run  his  race, 

Although  his  goal  be  grief: 

Love's  martyr,  when  his  heat  is  past, 

Pioves  Care's  confessor  at  the  last. 

Ano 
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2^2.  Ijrve*s  Sacrifice 

C~*0,  happy  heart!  for  thou  shalt  lie 
^^  Intombed  in  her  for  whom  I  dici 
Example  of  her  cruelty. 

Tell  her,  if  she  chance  to  chide 
Me  for  slowness,  in  her  pride. 
That  it  was  for  her,  1  died. 

If  a  tear  escape  her  eye, 
'Tis  not  for  my  memory. 
But  thy  rites  of  obseqay. 

The  altar  was  my  loving  breast, 
My  heart  the  sacrificed  beast. 
And  I  was,  myself,  the  priest. 

Your  body  was  the  sacred  shrine, 
'  Your  cruel  mind  the  power  divine. 
Pleased  wkh  hearts  of  men,  not  kine. 

J.  FlttcbtT 

273.  Sonet 

T^RA  batfic  to  bank,  fra  wood  to  wood  I  tin, 
'*'       Ourhailit  with  my  feeble  faotasie; 
Like  til  a  leaf  that  faljis  from  a  tree. 
Or  til  a  reed  ourblawin  with  the  win. 
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Twa  gods  guides  me:   the  ane  of  tham  is  bltn. 
Yea  and  a  bairn  brocht  up  in  vanide; 
The  next  a  wife  ingenrit  of  the  sea. 

And  Ikhter  nor  a  dauphin  with  her  fin. 

Unhappy  is  the  man  for  evemiair 

That  tills  the  sand  and  sawis  in  the  air; 
But  twice  unhappier  is  he,  1  laim. 
That  feidis  in  his  haiit  a  mad  desire. 
And  follows  on  a  woman  throw  the  fire, 
Led  by  a  blind  and  teachit  by  a  bairn. 

M-  Boyd 

2^4-        Waly,  Waly,  Love  Be  Bonny 

r\  WALY,  waly,  up  the  bank, 
^-^    And  waly,  waly,  down  the  brae. 
And  waly,  waly,  yon  bum-side 

Where  I  and  my  Love  wont  to  gae  I 
I  lean'd  my  back  unto  an  aik, 

I  thocht  it  was  a  tcustie  tree; 
But  first  it  bow'd  and  syne  it  brak,^ 

Sae  my  tiue  Love  did  tichtlie  m& 

O  waly,  waly,  gin  love  be  bonnie 
'  A  little  time  while  it  is  new  I 

But  when  'tis  auld,  it  waxeth  cauld. 

And  fades  awa'  like  morning  dew. 
O  wherefore  should  I  busk  my  heid } 

Or  wherefore  should  I  kame  my  hair  7 
For  my  true  Love  has  me  forsook. 

And  says  hell  never  lo'e  me  mair. 
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Now  Arthur's  Seat  sail  be  m^  bed; 

Th^  sheets  sail  ne'ei  be  'filed  by  me: 
Saint  Anton's  Well  sail  be  my  drink. 

Since  my  true  Love  has  forsaken  me. 
Marti'mas  wind,  when  wilt  thou  blaw, 

And  shake  the  green  leaves  afF  the  tree  I 

0  gentle  Death,  when  wilt  thou  come? 
For  of  my  life  I  am  wearie. 

Tis  not  the  frost,  diat  freezes  fell, 

Nor  blawing  snaw's  indemencie; 
Tis  not  sic  cauld  that  makes  me  cry. 

But  my  Love's  heart  grown  cauld  to  me 
When  we  cam  in  by  Glasgow  toup 

We  were  a  comely  sicht  to  set;' 
My  love  was  clad  in  black  velvet. 

And  I  mysel  in  cramasie. 

But  had  I  wist,  before  I  kist. 
That  love  had  been  sae  ill  to  win; 

1  had  lock'd  my  heart  in  a  case  o'  gowd. 
And  pinn'd  it  wi'  a  siller  pin. 

But  01    if  my  young  babe  were  born. 
And  set  upon  the  nurse's  knee; 

And  I  mysel  were  dead  and  gane, 
And  the  green  grass  growing  over  met 
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2^5.  The  Lover's  Appeal 

A  ND  wih  thou  leave  me  thus? 
**  Say  nay,  say  nay,  for  shamet 
To  save  thee  from  the  blame 
Of  all  my  grief  and  grame. 
And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus? 
Say  nay  I   say  nay  I 


And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus, 
That  hast  loved  thee  so  long 
In  wealth  and  woe  among: 
And  is  thy  heart  so  strong 
As  for  to  leave  me  thus  i 
Say  nay!   say  nay! 

And  wilt  thou  leave  me  dius, 
That  hath  ^ven  thee  my  heart 
Never  for  to  depart 
Neither  for  pain  nor  smart: 
And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thusf 
Say  nay!    say  nay! 

And  mlt  thou  leave  me  thut^ 
And  have  no  mote  pi^ 
Of  him  that  loveth  thee ! 
Alas,  thy  cruelty! 
And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thus? 
Say  nay  I    say  nay  I 

Sir  T.  Wjat 
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2^6.       In  Imagine  Pertrandt  Homo 

■pOLLOW  thy  fair  sun,  unhappy  shadowl . 
-'-      Though  thou  be  black  as  night. 

And  she  made  all  of  light, 
Yet  follow  thy  fair  sun,  unhappy  shadowl 

Follow  her,  whose  light  thy  light  deprived!  I 
Though  here  thou  liv'st  disgraced. 
And  she  in  heaven  is  placed. 

Yet  follow  hei  whose  light  the  world  reviv«thl 

Follow  those  pure  beams,  whose  beauty  bumethi 

That  so  have  scorched  thee, 

As  thou  still  black  must  be, 
Till  her  kind  beams  thy  black  to  brightness  tumeth. 

Follow  her,  while  yet  het  glory  shinethl 

There  comes  a  luckless  night 

That  wilt  dim  all  her  light; 
And  this  the  black  unhappy  shade  divinedi. 

Follow  still,  since  so  thy  fates  ordained  I 

The  sun  must  have  his  shade, 

Tilt  both  at  once  do  fade; 
Tlie  sun  still  proved,  the  shadow  srill  disdained. 
T.  Campion 
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?77.  Tktu  Mayst  Repent 

'VKTHEN  men  shall  iind  thy  flow'r,  thy  glory,  pass, 

*  "     And  thou  with  careful  brow,  sitting  alone. 
Received  hast  this  message  from  thy  glass. 
That  tells  the  truth  and  says  that  ^11  is  gone; 
Fresh  shall  thou  see  in  me  the  wounds  thou  mad'st, 
Though  spent  thy  flame,  in  me  the  heat  remaining: 
I  that  have  loved  thee  thus  before  thou  fad'st  — 
My  faith  shall  wax,  when  thou  art  in  thy  waning. 
The  world  shall  find  this  miracle  in  me, 
That  fire  can  bum  when  all  the  matter's  spent: 
Then  what  my  faith  hath  been  thyself  shalt  see. 
And  that  thou  wast  unkind  thou  may'st  repent.  — 
Thou  may'st  repent  that  thou  hast  scorned  my  tears, 
When  Winter  snows  upon  thy  sable  hairs. 

S.  Daniel 


zyS.  A  SupplicaHm 

FORGET  not  yet  the  tried  intent 
Of  such  a  truth  as  \  have  meant 
My  great  travail  so  gladly  spent. 
Forget  not  yell 

Forget  not  yet  when  first  began 
The  weaiy  life  ye  know,  since  whan 
The  suit,  the  service,  none  tell  can; 
Forget  not  yell 
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Forget  not  yet  the  great  assays. 
The  crael  wrong,  the  scornful  ways. 
The  painful  patience  in  delays. 
Forget  not  yet! 

Forget  not!     O,  forget  not  this  I  — 
How  long  ago  hath  been,  and  is, 
The  mind  that  never  meant  amiss— 
Forget  not  yell 

Forget  not  then  thine  own  approved, 
The  which  so  long  hath  thee  so  loved. 
Whose  steadfast  faith  yet  never  moved. 
Forget  not  this! 

Sir  T.  Wyat 


2jg.         Vixi  Pti^is  Nuper  Idcneus 

■yHEY  Bee  from  me  that  sometime  did  me  seek. 
-'-  With  naked  foot  stalking  within  my  chamber: 
Once  have  I  seen  them  gentle,  tame,  and  meek, 

That  now  are  wild,  and  do  not  once  Femember 
That  sometime  they  have  pur  themselves. in  danger 
To  take  bread  at  my  hand;   and  now  they  range. 
Busily  seeking  in  continual  change. 

Thanked  be  fortune,  it  hath  been  otherwise 

Twenty  times  better;   but  once  especial, — 
la  thin  array:    after  a  pleasant  guise, 
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When  her  loose  gown  did  from  her  shoulders  fall. 
And  she  me  caught  in  her  arms  long  and  small. 
And  therewithal  so  sweetly  did  me  kiss, 

And  softly  said,  '  Dear  heart,  how  Ukt  you  this?  ' 

It  was  no  dream;   for  I  lay  broad  awaking; 

But  all  is  tum'd  jiow,  through  my  gentleness. 
Into  a  bitter  fashion  of  forsaking; 

And  I  have  leave  to  go  of  her  goodness; 
And  she  also  to  use  new-fa  ngleness. 
But  since  that  I  unkindly  so  am  served, 

'  Hmalike  you  this?  ' — what  hath  she  now  deserved  ? 
Sir  T.   Wyat 


w 


280.  The  Indifferent 

JEVER  more  will  1  protest 
'    To  love  a  woman  but  in  jest; 
For  as  they  cannot  be  true. 
So  to  give  each  man  his  due. 
When  the  wooing  (it  is  past, 
Their  affection  cannot  last. 

Therefore  if  I  chance  to  meet 
With  a  mistress  fair  and  sweet, 
She  my  service  shall  obtain. 
Loving  her  for  love  again : 
Thus  much  liberty  I  crave 
Not  to  be  3  constant  slave. 


But.  when  we  have  tried  each  other. 
If  she  better  like  another. 
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Let  her  quickly  change  for  me; 

Then  to  change  am  I  as  free. 
He  or  she  that  loves  too  long 
Sell  their  freedom  for  a  song. 

■   F.  Beaumont 

The  Faithless  Shepherdess 

T^^HILE  that  the  sun  with  his  beams  hot 

'  •     Scorched  the  fruits  in  vale  and 'mountain, 
Philon  the  shepherd,  late  forgot. 
Sitting  beside  a  ciystal  fountain 
la  the  shadow  of  a  green  oak  tree. 
Upon  his  pipe  this  song  play'd  he: 
Adieu,  Love,  adieu,  Love,  untrue  Love! 
Untrue  Love,  untrue  Love,  adieu,  Lovel 
Your  mind  is  light,  soon  lost  for  new  love. 

So  long,  as  I  was  in  your  sight 
I  was  your  heart,  your  soul,  your 


And'  evermo 

e  you  sobb'd  and  sigh'd 

Burning  in 

flames  beyond  all  measure 

—  Three 

days  endured  your  love  to 

And  ay 

vas  lost  in  other  three  I 

Adieu,  Love 

adieu,  Love,  untrue  Lovet 

Untrue  Love 

untrue  Love,  adieu,  Lovel 

Your  mind  is  light,  soon  lost  for  new  love.  ' 

Another  shepherd  you  did  see, 

To  whom  your  heatt  was  soon^enchaxied; 
Full  soon  your  love  was  leapt  from  ine. 

Full  soon  my  place  he  had  obtained. 

*4S 
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Soon  came  a  third  your  lave  to  win, 
And  we  were  out  and  he  was  Jn. 
Adieu,  Love,  adieu,  Love,  untrue  Love  I 
Untrue  Love,  untrue  Love,  adieu.  Love  I 
Your  mind  is  light,  soon  lost  for  new  low 

Sure  you  have  made  me  passitig  ^ai 

That  you  your  mind  so  soon  removed. 
Before  that  I  the  leisure  had 
To  choose  you  for  my  best  beloved : 
For  all  my  love  was  pass'd  and  done 
Two  days  before  it  was  begun. 
Adieu,  Love,  adieu.  Love,  untrue  Lovet 
Untrue  Love,  untrue  Love,  adieu,  Love! 
Your  mind  is  light,  soon  lost  for  new  love. 

Madrigal 
CLY  thief,  if  so  you  will  believe, 
•^It  nought  or  little  did  me  grieve, 
That  my  true  heart  you  had  bereft. 
Tin  that  unkindly  you  it  left: 
Leaving  you  lose,  losing  you  kill 
That  which  I  may  forego  so  ill. 

What  thing  more  cruel  can  you  do 
Than  rob  a  man  and  kill  him  too  t 
Wherefore  of  love  I  ask  this  meed. 
To  bring  you  where  you  did  this  deed, 
lltat  there  you  may,  for  your  amisses 
Be  damaged  in  a  thousand  kisses. 
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283.    Tkink'st  Thou  to  Seduce  Me  Then 

''r'HINK'ST  thou  to  seduce  me  then  with  words  that  have 
-*■      no  meaning  ? 
PaiTots  so  can  learn  to  prate,  our  speech  by  pieces  glean* 

ing: 
Nurses  teacfa  their  children  so  about  the  time  of  weaning. 

Leam  to  speaL  first,  then  to  woo:   to  wooing  much  per- 

taineth. 
He  that  courts  us,  wanting  ait,  soon  Takers  when  he  feigneth. 
Looks  asquint  on  his  discourse  and  smiles  when  he  com- 

plaineth. 

Skilful  anglers  hide  their  hooks,  fit  baits  for  every  season; 
But  with  crooked  pins  fi^  thou,  as  babes  do  that  want 

Gudgeons  only  can  be  caught  with  such  poor  tricks  of 


Ruth  forgive  me  (if  I  erred)  from  human  heart's  compassion, 
When  1  laughed  sometimes  coo  much  to  see  thy  foolish 

fashion  .' 
But  ^as,  who  less  could  do  that  found  so  good  occasion  I 
r.  Campion 

284.  The  Message 

OEND  home  my  long-stray'd  eyes  to  me, 
*~^  Which,  oh!    too  long  have  dwelt  on  thee; 
But  if  there  they  have  learnt  such  ill. 

Such  forced  fashions 

And  false  passions. 
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That  they  be 
Made  by  thee 
Fit  for  no  good  sight,  keep  them  EtiU. 

Send  home  my  harmless  heart  again. 
Which  no  unworthy  thought  could  stain; 
But  if  it  be  taught  by  tliine 
To  make  jestings 
Of  protestings, 

And  break  bodi 

Word  and  oath. 

Keep  it  still,  'tis  none  of  mine. 

Yet  tend  me  back  my  heait  and  eyes. 
That  I  may  know  and  see  thy  lies. 
And  may  laugh  and  joy  when  thou 
Art  in  anguish. 
And  dost  languish 
For  some  one 
That  will  none. 
Or  prove  as  false  as  thou  dost  now. 

J.  Donne 


28$.  My  Heart 

npHOU  sent'st  to  me  a  hean  waj  sound, 
"*■      I  took  it  to  be  diine: 
But  when  I  saw  it  had  a  wound, 
I  knew  that  heart  was  mine. 
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A  bounty  of  a  strange  conceit. 

To  send  mine  own  to  me. 
And  send  it  in  a  worse  estate 

Than  when  it  came  to  thee. 

Oxford  Muiic  School  MS. 


286.  To  ffis  Forsaken  Mistress 

T  DO  confess  thou'rt .  smooth  and  fair, 

■*■    And  I  might  have  gone  near  to  love  thee. 

Had  I  not  found  the  sh'ghtest  prayet 

That  lipa  could  move,  had  power  to  move  thee; 
But  1  can  let  thee  now  alone 
As  worthy  to  be  loved  by  none. 

I  do  confess  thoa'rt  sweet;  yet  find 
Thee  such  an  unthrift  of  thy  sweets. 

Thy  favours  are  but  like  the  wind 
That  kineth  eveiything  it  meets: 

And  since  diou  canst  with  more  than  one, 

Thou'rt  worthy  to  be  kiss'd  by  none. 

The  morning  rose  diat  untouch'd  stands 

Arm'd  widi  her  briars,  how  sweet  she  smella-l 

But  pluck'd  aad  strain'd  throt^  ruder  hands. 
Her  sweets  no  lobger  with  her  dweUs: 

But  scent  and  beauty  both  are  gone. 

And  leaves  fall  from  her,  one  by  one. 

Such  fate  ere  long  will  thee  betide    . 
When  thou  hast  handled  been  swhfle. 
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With  sere  flowers  to  be  throvn  aside; 

And  I  Bhall  sigh,  while  some  will  smile, 
To  see  thy  love  to  every  one 
Hath  brought  thee  to  be  loved  by  none. 

Sir  R.  Jyton 


287,  I  Loved  a  Lass 

'  (.      /     . 

T  LQVED  ^  la^  a  fair  ^e, 
^  As  f^ir  a;  e'er  v^as  seen; 
She  was  indeed  a  rare  one, 

Another  Sheba  Queen: 
But,  fool  as  thai  I  was, 

I  thought  she  loved  me  too; 
But  now,  alas  I    she's  left  mc, 

Faiero,  lero,  loot    . 


Her  hair  like  gold  did  glister, 

Each  eye  was  like  a  cnr. 
Site  did  surpaK  her  dstet. 

Which  pass'd  all  others  far; 
.  She  wotild  me  honey  call. 

She'd  —  O  she'd  kiss  me  tool 
But  now,  alast    Ac's  left  me, 

Falen,  lero,  loo/ 

Many  a  merry  meeting 
My  love  and  I  have  had; 

She  was  my  only  sweeting. 
She  made  my  heart  full  glad; 
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The  tears  stood  in  hei  eyes 
Like  to  the  morning  dew: 

But  now  alas!   she's  left  me, 
FMtro,  Uro,  loo 

Her  cheeks  were  like  the  cheny, 

Her  skin  was  white  as  snow; 
When  she  was  blithe  and  merry 

She  angel-like  did  show; 
Her  waist  exceeding  nnall. 

The  fives  did  &t  her  shoe: 
But  now,  alasl   ^e's  left  me, 

FrdsTO,  lero,  loo! 

In  summer  time  or  winter 

She  had  her  heart's  desire; 
I  still  did  scorn  to  stint  her 

From  sugar,  sack,  or  fire; 
The  world  went  round  about. 

No  cares  we  ever  knew: 
But  now,  alas  I    she's  left  me, 

Falero,  lero,  loo! 

To  maidens'  vows  and  swearing 
Henceforth  no  credit  give; 

You  may  give  them  the  hearing. 
But  never  them  believe; 

They  are  as  false  as  fair, 

Unconstant,  frai),  untrue: 
For  mine,  alas!    hath  left  me, 

Fftlero,  l«TO,  loot 
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288.     Then  Hate  Me  When  Thou  Wilt 

"T^HEN  hate  me  when  thou  wilt;    if  ever,  now; 
-^.   Now,  while  the  world  is  bent  my  deeds  to  cross. 
Join  with  the  spite  of  fortune,  make  me  bow. 
And  do  not  drop  in  for  an  after^oss: . 
Ahl   do  not,  when  my  heart  hath  'scaped  this  sorrow. 
Come  in  the  rearward  of  a  canquer'd  woe; 
Give  not  a  windy  night  a  raiay  morrow, 
To  hnger  out  a  purposed  overthrow. 
If  thou  wih  leave  me,  do  not  leave  me  last. 
When  other  petty  griefs  have  .done  their  spite, 
Bot  in  the  onset  come:    so  shall  I  taste 
At  first  the  very  worst  of  fortune's  might; 
And  other  strains  of  woe,  which  now  seem  woe. 
Compared  with  loss  of  thee  will  hot  seem  so ! 

IF.  Shahspeare 

s8g.  Disdain  Me  Still 

T~\ISDAIN  me  still  that  I  may  ever  love, 
■^"^  For  who  his  love  enjoys  can  love  no  more: 
The  war  otKe  past,  with  ease  men  cowards  prove. 
And  ships  returned  do  rpt  upon  die.diOre: 
And  though  thou  frown,  I'll  say  thou  art  nfost  fair. 
And  still  I'll  lovcj  though  still  I  muBt:despair. 

As  heat  to  life.  Go  is  desire  to  love. 

And  these  (Mice  quenched  both  life  arid  low  are  gone: 

Let  not  my  sighs  nor  tears  thy  virtue  move, 

Like  baser  metals  do  not  melt  too  soon : 
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Laugh  at  my  woes  although  I  ever  mourn; 
Love  surfeits  with  reward,  his  nurse  is  scorn. 


2^0.  Away,  Delights  \ 

AWAY,  delights!   go  seek  some  other  dwefling. 
For  I  must  die. 
Farewell,  false  lovel  thy  tongue  is  ever  telling 

Lie  after  lie. 
For  ever  let  me  rest  now  from  thy  smarts; 
Alas,  for  pity,  go, 
And  lire  their  hearts 
That  have  been  hard  to  thee!     Mine  was  not  so. 

Never  again  deluding  love  shall  know  me, 

For  I  will  die; 
And  all  those  griefs  that  think  to  overgrow  me. 

Shall  be  as  1 :  - 
For  ever  will  I  sleep,  while  poor  maids  ciy  — 
'  Alas,  for  pity  stay. 
And  let  us  die 
Widi  diee  I    Men  cannot  mock  us  in  the  clay.' 

J.  Flttcba 

2gi.         To  His  Inconstant  Mistress 

^1(  ^HEN  thou,  poor  Excommunicate  i 
*  *       From  all  the  joys  of  Love,  rfialt  see 

The  full  reward  and  glorious  fate 

Which  my  strong  faith  shall  purchase  me. 
Then  cutse  thine  own  inconstancy! 
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A  fairer  hand  than  thrne  shall  cure 
That  heart  which  thy  false  oaths  did  wound; 

And  to  my  soul  a  soul  more  pure 

Than  thine  shall  by  Love's  hand  be  bound. 
And  both  with  equal  glory  crowned. 

Then  shalt  thou  weep,  entreat,  complain 

To  Love,  as  I  did  once  to  thee; 
When  all  thy  tears  shall  be  in  vain 

As  mine  were  then:    for  thou  shalt  be 

Damn'd  for  thy  false  apostasy. 

T.  Carew 


r 


2g3.  To  an  Inconstant  One 

\  LOVED  thee  once;    I'll  love  no  more- 
Thine  be  the  grief  as  is  the  blame; 
Thou  art  not  what  thou  wast  b^re. 
What  reason  I  should  be  the  same? 
He  that  can  love  unloved  again, 
Hath  better  store  of  love  than  brain: 
God  send  me  love  my  debts  to  pay. 
While  unthrifta  fool  their  love  away  I 

Nothing  could  have  my  love  o'erthrown 

If  thou  hadst  still  continued  mine; 
Yea,  if  thou  hadst  remain'd  thy  own, 
I  might  perchaiice  have  yet  been  thine. 
But  thou  thy  freedom  didst  recall 
That  it  thou  might  elsewhere  enthral; 
And  then  how  could  I  but  disdain 
A  captive's  captive  to  remain? 
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When  new  desires  had  conquer'd  thee 
And  changed  the  object  of  thy  will. 
It  had  been  lethargy  in  me. 
Not  constancy,  to  love  thee  still. 
Yea,  it  had  been  a  sin  to  go 
And  prostitute  affection  so: 
Since  we  are  taught  no  prayers  K>  say 
To  such  as  must  to  others  pray. 

Yet  do  thou  glory  in  Ay  choice  — 

Thy  choice  of  his  good  fortune  boast; 
I'll  neither  grieve  nor  yet  rejoice 
To  see  him  gain  what  1  have  lost: 
The  he^ht  of  my  disdain  shall  be 
To  laugh  at  him,  to  blush  for  thee; 
To  love  thee  still,  but  go  no  more 
A-begging  at  a  beggar's  door. 

Sir  R.  Ayton 


3gS.  Falsehood 

CTILL  do  the  stars  impait  their  light 
^  To  those  that  travel  in  the  night; 
Still  time  runs  on,  nor  doth  the  hand 
Or  shadow  on  the  dial  stand; 
The  streams  still  glide  and  constant  are: 

Only  thy  mind 

Untrue  I  find. 

Which  carelessly 

Ne^ects  to  be 
Like  stream  or  shadow,  hand  or  star. 
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Fool  that  I  am  I     I  do  recall 

My  woids,  and  iwear  thou'rt  like  them  all: 

Thou  seem'st  like  stars  to  nourish  fire, 

But  O  bow  cold  is  thy  desire! 

And  like  the  hand  upon  the  brass 

Thou  point's!  at  me 

In  mockery; 

If  1  come  nigh 

Shade-like  thou'lt  fly, 
And  as  the  stream  with  murmur  pass. 

W.  Carlwright 


2g4.  Accurst  Be  Love 

A  CCURST  be  Love,  and  those  that  trust  his  t 
^*-        He  tastes  the  fruit  whilst  others  toil. 
He  brings  the  lamp,  we  lend  the  oil, 
He  sows  distress,  we  yield  him  soil. 
He  w^eth  war,  we  bide  the  foil. 


Accurst  be  Love,  and  those  that  trust  his  trains  I 
He  lays  the  trap,  we  seek  the  snare. 
He  threat'neth  death,  we  speak  him  fair. 
He  coins  deceits,  we  foster  care. 
He  favoureth  pride,  we  count  it  rare. 

Accurst  be  Love,  and  those  that  trust  his  craitui 
He  seemeth  blind,  yet  wounds  with  art. 
He  sows  content,  he  pays  with  smart. 
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He  swears  relief,  yet  kills  the  heart. 
He  calls  for  truth,  yet  Bcoma  desart. 
Accurst  be  Love,  and  those  fhat  trust  his  tr: 
Whose  heaven  is  hell,  whose  perfect  joys  3 


T.  Lodge 


The  Lover  Curseth  the  Time  When 
First  He  Fell  in  Love 

"l^fHEN  first  mine  eyes  did  view  and  mark 

■  *      TTiy  beauty  fair  for  to  behold. 
And  when  mine  ears  *gan  first  to  hatk 

The  pleasant  words  that  thou  me  told; 
I  would  as  then  I  had  been  free 
From  ears  to  hear  and  eyes  to  see. 

And  when  my  hands  did  handle  oft. 

That  might  thee  keep  in  memory, 
And  when  my  feet  had  gone  so  soft 

To  find  and  have  thy  company; 
I  would  each  ^and  a  foot  had  been. 
And  eke  each  foot  a  hand  had  seen. 

And  when  in  mind  I  did  consent 

To  follow  thus  my  fancy's  will, 
And  when  my  heart  did  first  relent 

To  tiste  such  bait  myself  to  spill, 
I  would  my  hean  had  been  as  thine, 
Or  else  thy  heart  as  soft  as  mine. 
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Then  should  not  I  such  cause  have  bund 
To  wish  this  monstrous  sight  to  see. 

Nor  thou,  alas  I    that  ttiad'st  the  wound. 
Should  not  deny  roe  remedy; 

Then  should  one  will  in  both  remain, 

To  ground  one  heart  which  now  is  twain. 

/F.  Hunnit(_t) 

2^6.  O  Crudelis  Amor 

\  GENTLE  Love,  ungentle  for  thy  deed. 

Thou  mak'st  my  heart, 

A  bloody  mark 
With  piercing  shot  to  bleed. 
Shoot  soft,  sweet  Love,  for  fear  thou  shoot  amiss; 

For  fear  too  keen 

Thy  arrows  been. 
And  hit  the  heart  where  my  Beloved  is. 
Too  fair  that  fortune  were,  nor  never  I 

Shall  be  so  blest. 

Among  the  rest. 
That  Lore  shall  seize  on  her  by  sjrmpathy. 
Then  since  with  Love  my  prayers  bear  no  boot, 

This  dodi  remain 

To  cease  my  pain, 
I  take  the  wound  and  die  at  Venus'  foot. 

,G.  PeiU 

2gj.  To  His  Lute 

IV/TY  lute,  awake!   perform  the  last 
^^^  Labour  that  thou  and  I  shaU  waste, 
And  end  that  I  have  now  begun; 
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For  irfien  this  song  it  song  and  past, 
Mf  lute,  be  still,  for  1  have  done. 

As  to  be  heard  where  ear  is  ncwe, 
As  lead  to  grave  in  maiUe  stone, 

My  song  may  pierce  her  heart  as  soon: 
Should  we  then  si^t  or:  sing,  or  moan  ? 

No,  no,  my  lute  I    for  I  hart  done. 

The  rocks  do  not  so  cruelly 
Repulse  the  waves  continually. 

As  she  my  suit  and  affection; 
So  that  I  am  past  remedy: 

Whereby  my  lute  and  1  have  done. 

Proud  of  the  spoil  thai  thou  hast  got 
Of  simple  hearts  thorough  Love's  shot, 

By  whom,  unkind,  thou  hast  them  won; 
Think  not  he  hath  his  bow  forgot. 

Although  my  lute  and  I  have  done. 

Vengeance  shall  fall  on  thy  disdain. 
That  makest  but  game  of  earnest  pain; 

Think  not  alone  under  the  sun 
Unquit  to  cause  thy  lover's  plain. 

Although  my  lute  and  I  have  done. 

Perchance  diey  lay  wither'd  and  old 
The  winter  nights  that  are  so  ccdd. 

Plaining  in  vain  unto  the  moon: 
Thy  wishes  then  dare  not  be  told: 

Care  then  yfbo  list!  for  1  have  done. 
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And  then  may  chance  thee  to  lepeat 
The  time  that  thou  h^si  lost  and  spent 

To  cause  thy  lover's  s^h  and  swoon: 
Then  shal>  thou  know  beauty  but  lent, 

And  wish  and  want  as  I  have  done. 

Now  cease,  my  lutet    this  is  the  latt 
Labour  that  thou  and  I  shall  wattfi, 

And  ended  is  that  we  begun: 
Now  is  this  song  both  sung  and  past-^ 

My  lute  be  still,  for  I  have  done. 

Sir  T.  Wy<a 

2g8.  The  Scomer  Scorned 

OHALL  I,  wasting  in  despair, 
^     Die  because  a  woman's  fair  1  , 
Oi  make  pale  my  cheeks  with  care 
'Cause  another's  rosy  are? 
Be  she  fairer  than  the  day. 
Or  the  fiowery  meads  in  May  — 
If  she  think  not  well  of  m^ 
What  care  1  how  fail  she  be  f 

Shall  my  dlly  bean  be  pined  : 

'Cause  I  see  a  woman  kindf 
Or  a  well  disposed  nature 
Jbinedwith  a  lovely  featiiref 
Be  she  meeker,  timler,  than 
Tuitle-dove  or  pelican, 
]f:rite  be  not  so  to  me, 
What  tare  I  how  kind  riie  be? 
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Shall  a  woman's  viituea  move 
Me  to  peri^  for  her  love? 
Oi  her  well-desecvings  known 
Make  me  quite  fprget  my  own  ? 
Be  she  with  that  gooctneK  blest 
Which  may  merit  name  of  Best, 
If  she  be  not  such  to  me, 
What  care  I  how  good  she  be  t 

'Cause  her  fortune  seems  too  high, 
Shall  I  [^ay  the  fool  and  die  ? 
She  that  bears  a  noble  mind. 
If  not  outward  helps  she  find, 
Thinks  what  with  them  he  would  do 
Who  without  them  dates  her  woo; 
And  unless  that  rnki^  I  see, 
What  care  I  how  gfeAt  she  be  i 

Great,  or  good,  ai  kind,  or  faiil 
I  will  ne'er  the  more  despair; 
If  she  love  me,  this  believe, 
I  will  die  ere  die  shall  griere; 
If  she  slight  me  when  I  woo, 
I  can  scorn  and  let  het  go; 
For  if  ^e  be  not  for  n*. 
What  care  I  for  whom  she  be  f 

G.  mib 
Henct  Away,  Ytm  Sirens 
TJENCE  away,  you  Sirena,  Imtw  me, 
^^     And  nndasp  your  wantou  arms; 
Sug'red  words  shall  ne'er  decttive  me 
Though  you  prove  3  thotuamd  charms. 
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Fie,  fie,  forbear; 

No  common  snare 
COutd  ever  my  affection  chain; 

Youi  painted  baits 

And  poor  deceit! 
Aic  all  bestowed  on  me  in  vain. 

I'm  no  slave  to  such  as  you  be; 
Neither  shall  a  snowy  breast, 
Wantcm  eye,  or  lip  of  niby 
Evet  rob  me  of  my  rest; 

Go,  go,  display 

Your  beauty's  ray 
To  some  o'ersotm  enamoured  swain: 

Those  common  wiles 

Of  stj^s  and  smiles 
Are  all  bestowed  on  me  in  vain. 

I  have  elsewhere  vowed  a  duty; 

Turn  away  your  tempting  eyes, 
Show  not  me  a  naked  beauty. 
Those  impostures  I  despise; 

My  spirit  loathes 

Where  gaudy  clothes 
And  feigned  oaths  may  love  obtain: 

I  love  her  so 

Whose  look  swears  no. 
That  all  your  labours  will  be  vatn. 

Can  he  prize  the  tainted  posies 
Which  on  every  breast  are  worn, 

That  may  jduck  the  spotless  roses 
From  their  never-touched  thom? 
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1  can  go  rest 

On  her  sweet  breast 
That  is  the  pride  of  Cynthia's  train; 

Then  stay  your  tongues. 

Your  mermaid  songs 
Are  all  bestowed  on  me  in  vain. 

He's  a  fool  that  basely  dallies 

Where  each  peasant  mates  with  him; 
Shall  I  haunt  the  thronged  vaUies> 
Whilst  there's  noble  hills  to  climb  i 

No,  no,  though  clowns 

Are  scared  with  frowns, 
I  know  the  best  can  but  disdain: 

And  those  I'll  prove. 

So  shall  your  love 
Be  all  bestowed  on  me  in  vaitL 

Yet  I  would  not  deign  embraces 

With  the  greatest-fairest  she 
If  another  shared  those  graces 
Which  had  been  bestowed  on  me. 

I  gave  that  one 

My  love,  where  none 
Shall  come  to  rob  me  of  my  gain. 

Your  fickle  hearts 

Makes  tears,  and  arts 
And  all,  bestowed  on  me  in  i>tin. 

I  do  scorn  to  vow  a  duty 

Where  each  lustful  lad  may  wpo; 
Give  me  her,  whose  sun-lilw  beauty 
'     Buzzards  dare  not  soar  luito: 
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She,  she  it  is 

Affords  that  blisE, 
For  which  I  would  refuse  no  pain; 

But  such  as  you, 

Fond  (bols,  adieu. 
You  seek  to  captive  mt  in  vain. 

Proud  she  seemed  in  the  beginnii^ 

And  disdained  my  looking  on, 

But  that  coy  one  in  the  winning, 

Proves  a  true  one,  being  won, 

Whatc'er  betide 

She'll  ne'er  divide 
The  favour  she  to  me  shall  deign; 

But  your  fond  love 

Will  fickle  prove, 
And  all  that  tiust  in  you  are  vain. 

Therefore  know,  when  I  enjoy  one. 
And  for  love  employ  my  breath. 
She  I  court  shall  be  a  coy  one 
Though  I  win  her  with  my  death. 

A  favour  there 

Few  aim  at  dare; 
And  if,  peihaps,  some  lover  plain; 

She  h  not  won 

Nor  I  undone 
By  placing  of  my  love  in  vain. 

Leave  me,  then,  you  Sirens,  leave  Vne, 
Seek  no  more  to  work  my  harms, 

Oafty  wiles  cannot  deceive  me^ 

Who  am  proof  against  your  charms: 
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You  laboui  rawf 

To  lead  astray 
The  heart  that  constant  diall  rei 

And  I  the  while 

Will  sit  and  smile 
To  see  you  spend  your  time  in 


W" 


A  Revocation 

^HAT  should  I  sayf 

:  Faith  is  dead, 
And  Truth  away 
From  you  is  fled  i 
Should  I  be  led 

With  doubleness? 
Nay!    nay  I    mistress. 

I  promised  you. 

And  you  promised  me. 
To  be  as  true 
As  I  would  be. 
But  since  I  see 
Your  double  heart, 
Farewell  my  parti 

Thought  for  to  take 
Tis  not  my  mind; 
But  to  forsake 
One  so  unkind; 
And  as  I  find 
So  will  I  trust 
Farewdl,  unjust. 
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Can  ye  say  nay 

Bui  that  you  said 
That  I  alway 

Should  be  obeyed  7 

And  —  thus  betrayed 

Or  that  1  wist  I 

Faiewetl,  unkistl 


30T.  A  Renunciation 

'"PHOU  art  not  fair,  for  all  diy  red  and  white, 
■^      For  all  those  rosy  omameats  in  thee; 
Thou  an  not  sweet,  1^0'  made  of  mere  delight, 

Nor  fair,  nor  sweet — unless  diou  pity  me. 
I  will  not  soothe  thy  fancies :    thou  shalt  prove 
That  beauty  is  no  beauty  without  love. 

Yet  love  not  me,  nor  seet  thou  to  allure 

My  thoughts  with  beauty,  were  it  more  divine; 

Thy  smiles  and  kisses  I  cannot  endure, 

I'll  not  be  wrapp'd  up  in  those  arms  of  thine: 

Now  show  it,  if  thou  be  a  woman  right,  — 

Embrace  and  kiss  and  love  me  in  despite. 

T.  Campion 

302.  A  Renunciation 

TT  rE,  diat  did  nothing  study  but  the  way 
■  "     To  love  each  other,  vrith  which  thoughts  the  day 
Rose  with  delight  to  us  and  with  them  set. 
Must  learn  the  hateful  art,  how  to  forget.  .  .  . 
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We,  that  did  nothing  wish  that  Heaven  could  give 

Beyond  ourselves,  nor  did  desire  to  live 

Beyond  that  wish,  all  these  now  cancel  must. 

As  if  not  writ  in  faith,  but  words  and  dust. 

Yet  witness  those  clear  vows  which  lovers  make. 

Witness  the  chaste  desires  that  never  brak«      ' 

Into  unruly  heats;   witness  that  breast 

Which  into  thy  bosom  anchor'd  his  whole  rest  ~- 

Tis  no  default  in  us:    I  dare  acquite 

Thy  maiden  faith,  thy  purpose  fair  and  white 

As  thy  pure  self.     Cross  planets  did'  env^ 

Us  to  each  other,  and  Heaven  did  untie 

Faster  than  vows  could  bind.    Oh,  that  the  stars. 

When  lovers  meet,  should  stand  opposed  in  wafsl 

Since  then,  some  higher  Destinies  command. 

Let  us  not  strive,  nor  labour  to  withstand 

What  is  past  help.    The  longest  date  of  grief 

Can  never  yield  a  hope  of  our  relief: 

Fold  back  our  arms;   take  home  our  TruitleBt  loves. 

That  must  new  fortunes  try,  like  turtle-doves 

Dislodged  from  their  haunts.   We  must  ■«  tears 

Unwind  a  love  knit  up  in  many  years. 

In  this  last  kiss  I  here  surrender  thee 

Back  to  thyself.  —  So,  thou  again  art  free; 

Thou  in  another,  sad  as  that,  resend 

The  truest  heart  that  lover  e'er  did  lend. 

Now  turn  from  each :   so  fare  our  severed  hearts 

As  the  divorced  soul  from  her  body  parts. 

H.  King 
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303.  O  Cruel  Love 

r\  CRUEL  Uve,  on  thee  I  lay 

^-'     My  curse,  which  dull  strike  Wind  the  dayj 

Never  may  sleep  with  velvet  hand 

Charm  thine  eyes  with  saared  wand; 

Thy  jailoTS  shall  be  bc^es  and  fears, 

Thy  prisQiMnates  ^ans,  sighs,  and  tears. 

Thy  play  to  weal  out  weary  times, 

Fantastic  passions,  vows,  and  rhymes; 

Thy  bread  be  frowns,  thy  drinic  be  gall. 

Such  as  when  you  Phao  call ; 

The  bed  diou  liest  on  be  despair. 

Thy  deep  fond  dreams,  thy  dreams  long  care. 

Hope,  like  thy  fool  at  thy  bed's  head. 

Mock  thee  till  madness  strike  thee  dead. 

As,  Phao,  thou  dost  me  with  thy  proud  eyes; 

In  thee  poor  Sappho  lives,  for  thee  she  dies. 

J.Lyiy 


304.  False  Love 

"IXTHEN:  Love  on  time  and  measure  makes  his  ground, - 
*'  ■      Time  that  must  end,  though  Love  can  never  die,  - 
Tis  Love  betwixt  a  shadow  and  a  sound, 
A  love  not  in  the  heart  but  in  the  eye; 
A  love  that  ebbs  and  flows,  now  up,  now  down, 
A  morning's  favour,  and  an  evening's  frown. 
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Sneet  looks  show. love,  yet  they  are  Init  as  beams; 

Fait  wofds  seem  true,  yet  th^  are  but  as  wind; 
Eyes  shed  theit  teats,  yet  are  but  outward  streams; 

Si^s  paint  a  shadow  in  the  falsest  tnind. 
Looks,  words,  tears,  sighs,  show  love  when  love  they  leave, 
False  beans  can  weep,  sigh,  swear,  and  yet  deceive. 

305.    'Twos  I  That  Paid  for  All  Things  . 

"T^AS  I  diat  paid  for  all  things, 

-*■      'Twas  odiers  drank  the  win^ 
I  cannot  now  recall  things; 

Live  but  a  fool,  to  |Hne. 
Twas  I  that  beat  the  bush, 

The  bird  to  others  flew; 
For  she,  alast   hath  left  me. 

Falerot   lerol   loot 

If  ever  that  t)ame  Nature 

(For  this  false  lover's  sake) 
Another  pleasing  creature 

Like  unto  her  would  make; 
Let  Tier  remember  this, 

To  make  the  other  true  I 
For  this,  alast   hath  left  me. 

Falerol    lerol   loot 

No  riches  now  can  raise  me. 
No  want  makes  me  despair. 

No  misery  amaze  me, 
Nor  yet  for  want  I  care : 
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I  have  lost  B  Worid  Kself, 
My  eaithly  Heaven,  adieu  I 

Since  she,  alas  I    hath  kft  me. 
Falerol  lerot  lool 


306.  The  Recall  0}  Love 

"pAREWELLl  thou  art  too  dear  for  my  possessing, 
■'■      And  like  enough  thou  know'st  thy  estimate: 
The  chaner  of  thy  worth  gives  thee  releasing; 
My  bonds  in  thee  are  all  determinate. 
For  how  do  I  hold  thee  but  by  thy  granting? 
And  for  that  liches  wheie  is  my  deservmg  ? 
The  cause  of  this  fair  gift  in  me  ts  wanting. 
And  so  my  patent  back  again  is  swerving 
Thyself  thou  gav'st,  thy  own  worth  then  not  knowing. 
Or  me,  to  whom  thou  gav'st  it,  else  mistaking; 
So  thy  great  gift,  upon  misprision  growing. 
Comes  home  again,  on  better  judgment  making. 
Thus  have  I  had  tkee,  as  a  dream  doih  flatter, 
In  sleep  a  king;  but  waking,  no  such  matter. 

ff'.  Shaktipeare 


307.      Take,  O  Take  Those  Lips  Away 

'T'AKE,  O  take  those  lips  away, 

■'■      That  so  sweetly  were  forsworn; 
And  those  eyes,  the  break  of  day. 
Lights  that  do  mislead  the  moral 
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But  1117  kUses  bring  agam. 

Bring  again; 
Seals  of  love,  but  seal'd  in  vain, 

Seal'il  in  vabi 

W.  Sbakeipiort 

308.  A  Recantation 

/~\  LOVE,  sweet  Love,  O  high  and  heavenly  Lovel 
^-^     The  court  of  pleasures,  paradise  of  rest. 
Without  whose  circuit  all  things  bitter  prov^ 
Within  whose  ceinture  every  wretch  is  blest: 

0  grant  me  pardon,  sacred  deity, 

1  do  lecani  my  former  heresy  I 

And  thou,  the  dearest  idol  of  my  thought. 
Whom  love  1  did,  and  do,  and  always  will: 
O  pardon  what  my  coy  disdain  hath  wrought. 
My  coy  disdain,  the  author  of  this  ill: 

And  for  the  pride  that  I  have  show'd  before. 
By  Love  I  swear  I'll  love  thee  ten  rimes  more. 


SOQ.  The  Parting 

CINCE  there's  no  help,  come  let  us  kiss  and  pan— 
*^    Nay,  I  have  done,  you  get  no  more  of  me; 
And  I  am  glad,  yea,  glad  with  all  my  heait. 
That  thus  so  cleanly  I  myself  can  free. 
Shake  hands  forever,  cancel  all  our  vows, 
And  when  we  meet  at  any  time  again, 
Be  it  not  seen  in  either  of  our  brows 
That  we  one  jot  of  former  love  retain. 

aji 
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Now  at  the  last  gasp  of  Love's  latest  breadi, 
When,  his  pulse  failing,  Passion  speechless  lies, 
When  Faith  is  kneeling  by  his  bed  of  death, 
And  Innocence  is  closing  up  hit  ejres, 
-"Nowif  th<>u  would'st,  when  all  have  given  him  over, 
From  death  to  life  thou  might'st  him  yet  lecover. 
M.  Drayton 

3Z0.  Love  and  Death 

•yHOUGH  I  am  young  and  cannot  tell 
-^      Either  what  E)eath  oi  Love  is  well. 
Yet  I  have  heard  they  both  bear  darts. 
And  both  do  aim  at  human  hearts; 
And  then  again,  I  have  been  told. 
Love  wounds  with  heat,  as  Death  with  cold; 
So  that  I  fear  they  do  but  faring 
Extremes  to  touch,  and  mean  one  ^ing. 
As  in  a  ruin  we  it  call 
One  thing  to  be  blown  up,  or  fall; 
Oi  to  our  end  like  way  may  have 
.  By  a  flash  of  lightning,  or  a  wave: 
So  Love's  inflamed  shaft  or  brand. 
May  kill  as  soon  as  Death's  cold  hand; 
Except  Love's  fires  the  virtue  have 
To  flight  the  frost  out  of  the  grave. 

B.  J<,n,<,n 

3TI.  A  Dirge:  Love  Is  Dead 

J  out  your  bells,  let  mourning  Aon 


DING 


For  Lovf  i: 
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All  Love  is  dead,  infected 
With  plague  of  deep  disdain: 

Worth,  as  nought  worth,  rejectad* 
And  Faith,  fair  scorn  doth  ^io. 

From  so  ungrateful  fancy. 

From  such  a  female  franzy. 

From  them  that  use  men  thus. 

Good  Lord,  deliver  us  I 

Weep,  nei^bours,  weep,  do  you  not  hear  it  said 
That  Love  is  dead  f 

His  death-bed,  peacock's  folly; 
His  winding-sheet  is  shame; 

His  will,  false-seeming  holy; 
His  sole  exec'tor,  blame. 

From  so  ungrateful  fancy. 

From  such  a  female  franzy. 

From  them  that  use  men  thus. 

Good  Lordf  deliver  us? 

Let  dirge  be  sung,  and  trentxls  tightly  read. 
For  Love  is  dead. 

Sir  Wrong  his  tomb  oidaineth. 
My  mistress'  marble  heart; 

Wbidi  epitaph  contained), 
"  Her  eyes  were  once  his  dart." 

From  so  ungrateful  fancy. 

Prom  such  a  female  franzy. 

From  them  that  use  men  thus. 

Good  Lord,  deliver  us  I 

Abs,  I  liei    rage  hath  this  ecror  bied;  ^ 
Love  is  not  dead. 
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Love  is  not  dead,  but  deepeth 
In  her  unmatched  mmd, 

Where  (he  his  counsel  keepeth, 
Till  due  detens  she  find. 

Therefore  from  »o  vile  fanq', 

To  call  such  wit  a  franzy, 

Who  Love  can  temper  thus, 

Good  Lord,  deliver  us  I 

Sir  P.  SiJtuy 

312.  Resolved  to  Dust 

13  ESOLVED  to  dust  entombed  here  lieth  Love, 
■'■^  Through  fault  of  her,  who  here  herself  should  lit; 
He  struck  her  breast,  but  all  in  vain  did  prove 
To  fire  the  ice:    and  doubting  by  and  by 
His  brand  had  lost  his  force,  he  gan  to  try 
Upon  himself;   which  trial  made  him  die. 

In  sooth  no  force;   let  those  lament  who  lust, 

I'll  sing  a  carol  soi^  for  obsequy; 
For,  towards  me  his  deaUi^  were  unjust. 
And  cause  of  a]|  my  passed  misery; 

The  Fates,  t  think,  seeing  what  I  had  passed 
In  my  behalf  wrot^ht  this  levenge  at  last. 

But  somewhat  more  to  pacify  my  mind. 

By  illing  him,  through  whom  I  lived  a  slave, 
ni  cast  his  ashes  to  the  open  wind. 
Or  write  this  epitaph  upon  his  grave; 

Here  lieth  Love,  of  Mars  the  bastard  son. 
Whose  Foolish  f^ult  to  death  himself  hath  done. 

3J4 
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The  BaUad  0}  Dowsabd 

rAR  m  the  country  of  Arden, 

-'-    There  wonned  a  knight,  hight  Cassamen, 

As  bold  as  Isenbras: 
Fell  was  he  and  eager  bent, 
In-  battle  and  in  tournament. 

As  was  the  good  Sir  TopaB. 

He  had,  as  antique  stortes  tell, 
A  daughter  clep«d  Dowsabel, 

A  maiden  fair  and  free: 
And  for  she  was  her  fatKer'a  hfir. 
Full  well  she  was  yconned  the  leil 

Of  mickle  courtesy. 

The  silk  well  couth  she  twist  and  twine, 
And  make  the  fine  march-pine. 

And  with  the  needle  work: 
And  she  could  help  the  priest  to  say 
His  matins  on  a  holyday, 

And  sing  a  psalm  in  kirk. 

She  wore  a  frock  of  frolic  green, 
Mi^  well  become  a  maiden  queen, 

Which  seemly  was  to  see: 
A  hood  to  that  so  neat  and  fine 
In  colour  like  the  columbine, 

Ywrought  full  featously. 

Her  features  all  as  fresh  above. 
As  is  the  grass  that  grows  by  Deve, 
And  lythe  as  lass  of  K^nt: 
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Her  ■Icia  la  soft  as  Lemster  wool. 

As  white  as  snow  on  Peakish  Hull, 

Or  swan  that  swims  in  Tienb 

This  maiden  in  a  mom  berime, 

Went  forth  when  May  was  in  the  prime, 

To  get  Bweet  setywall, 
The  honey-suclcle,  the  harlock. 
The  IHy,  and  the  ladyrstnock. 

To  deck  her  sumlner  hall. 

Thus  as  she  wandered  here  and  there. 
And  picked  of  the  bloomy  briar. 

She  chanced  to  espy 
A  shepherd  sitting  on  a  bank. 
Like  chanticleei  he  crowed  crank. 

And  piped  full  merrily. 

He  learned  his  sheep,  as  he  him  list. 
When  he  would  whistle  in  his  fist. 

To  feed  about  him  round, 
Whilst  he  full  many  a  carol  sang, 
Until  the  fields  and  meadows  rang, 

And  that  the  woods  did  sound. 

In  favour  this  same  shepherd  swain 
Was  like  the  bedlam  Tamberlanc, 

Which  held  proud  kings  in  awe: 
But  meek  as  any  lamb  mought  be. 
And  innocent  of  ill  as  he 

Whom  his  lewd  brotlier  daw. 
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■  TIii>  ehepherd  wore  a  slieep^^ray  cloak, 
Which  was  flf  di^  finesr  loke 

That  couM  be  cut  with  sheer. 
His  mittons  were  of  bauaons'  skin. 
His  cockers  were  of  Cordiwin, 

His  hood  of  n 


His  awl  and  lingel  in  a  thong, 
His  tar-boK  on  his  broad  belt  hung. 

His  breech  of  Cointree  blue ; 
Full  crisp  and  curled  were  his  locks. 
His  brows  as  ^rfike  as  Albion  cocka. 

So  like  a  lover  true. 

And  piping  still  he  spent  the  day. 
So  merry  as  the  popinjay,    . 

Which  liked  Dowsabel; 
That  would  she  ought,  or  would  she  nought. 
This  lad  would  never  from  her  thought. 

She  in  love-longing  fell. 

At  length  she  tucked  up  her  frock. 
White  as  a  lily  was  her  smock, 

She  -drew  the  shepherd  nigh : 
But  then  the  shepherd  piped  a  good. 
That  all  his  sheep  forsook  their  food, 

To  hear  his  melody. 

"Tliy  rfieep,"  quoth  she,  "cannot  be  lean, 
That  have  a  jolly  shepherd  swain. 
The  which  can  pipe  so  well," 
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"  Yea,  but,"  said  he,  "  their  sliei^titd  an 
If  piping  thus  he  pine  .away. 
In  love  of  Dowsabd." 

"Of  love,  fond  boy,  take  thou  no  ietp" 
Quath  she,  "  look  wet!  unto  thy  sheep. 

Lest  they  should  hap  to  stray," 
Quoth  he,  "  So  had  I  done  full  wdt. 
Had  !  not  seen  fair  Dowsabel 
■  Come  forth  to  gaAer  May." 

With  that  ^e  'gan  to  vail  her  head. 
Her  cheeks  were  tike  the  rosea  red. 

But  not  a  word  she  said ; 
With  that  the  shepherd  'gan  to  frown. 
He  threw  his  pretty  pipes  adgwn, 

And  on  the  ground  him  laid. 

Saith  she,  "I  may  not  stay  till  night. 
And  leave  my  summer  hall  undight. 

And  all  for  love  of  thee," 
"My  cote,"  saith  he,  "nor  yet  my  fold. 
Shall  neither  sheep  nor  shepherd  hcAd, 

Except  thou  favour  me." 

Saith  she,  "Yet  liever  I  were  dead, 
Than  I  should  lose  my  maidenhead. 

And  all  for  love  of  men." 
Saith  he,  "Yet  ate  you  too  Unkind, 
If  in  your  heart  you  cannot  find 

To  love  us  now  and  then^ 
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"And  1  to  thee  wilt  be  ai  kind, 
Ai  Colin  vas  to  Rosalind, 

Of  courtesy  the  flower." 
"Tlien  will  I  be  as  true,"  quoth  she, 
"As  ever  maiden  yet  might  be. 

Unto  her  t 


With  that  she  bent  her  snow-white  knee, 
Down  by  the  shepherd  kneeled  she. 

And  him  she  sweetly  kist. 
With  that  the  shepherd  whooped  for  joy. 
Quoth  he,  "  There's  never  shepherd's  boy 

That  ever  was  so  blist." 

M.  Drayton 


Song 

T    OVE  is  a  sickness  full  of  woes, 
^~^    All  remedies  refusing; 
A  plant  that  with  most  cutting  grows, 
Most  barren  with  best  using. 

Why  sof 
More  we  enjoy  it,  more  it  dies; 
If  not  enjoy'd,  it  sighing  cries,— 

Heigh  hoi 

Love  Is  a  torment  of  the  mind, 

A  tempest  everlasting; 
And  Jove  hath  made  it  of  a  kind 

Not  well,  nor  full,  nor  fasting. 
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Why  so? 
Moie  we  enjoy  it,  more  it  diet; 
If  not  enjoy'd,  it  sighing  cries,  — 

Heigh  ha  I 


Song 

GO  and  catch  a  fatting  star. 
Get  with  child  a  mandralce  root, 
Tell  me  where  att  past  hours  are. 

Or  who  cleft  the  Devil's  foot; 
Teach  me  to  hear  mermaids  singing, 
Or  to  keep  off  envy's  stinging. 
Or  find 
What  wind 
Servei  to  advance  an  honest  mind. ' 

If  thou  he' St  bom  to  strange  sights. 

Things  invisible  go  see. 
Ride  ten  thousand  days  and  nights. 
Till  age  snow  white  haiis  on  thee. 
T^ou  at  thy  return  wilt  tell  me 
All  Strange  wonders  that  befell  thee. 
And  swear. 
Nowhere 
Lives  a  woman  true  and  fair. 

If  thou  find'st  one,  let  me  kiww. 

Such  a  pilgrimage  were  tweet; 
Yet  do  Dot,  I  would  not  go, 

Thoviih  at  next  door  we  should  meet. 
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Though  she  were  trae  when  j'ou  met  her. 
And  last  till  you  write  yout  letter, 

Yet  the 

Will  be 
False,  eie  I  come,  to  two  or  three. 

7-  Donne 

316.  Why  So  Pale  and  Wan? 

WHY  BO  pale  and  wan,  fond  lover  \ 
Prithee,  why  so  pate  F 
Will,  when  looking  well  can't  move  hei. 
Looking  ill  prevail  f 
Prithee,  why  so  pale  ? 

Why  so  dull  and  mute,  young  sinnet  ? 

Prithee,  why  so  mute  f 
Win,  when  speaking  well  can't  win  her, 

Saying  nothing  do  't  ? 

Prithee,  why  so  mutef 

Quit,  quit  for  shamet    This  will  not  move; 

This  caimot  take  her. 
If  of  herself  she  will  not  love, 

Nbdiing  can  make  her: 

The  dewl  take  herl 

Sir  J.  Suckling 

3^T-      Sweet  Love,  Renew  Thy  Force 

CWEET  love,  renew  Ay  force:    be  it  not  said 
^    Thine  edge  thall  bhinter  be  than  apperite. 
Which  -but  to-day  by  feeding  is  allay'd, 
ToflmrBOw.eharpen'd  in  his  former  might: 
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So,  love,  bo  thou:    although  to-day  thou  (ill 
Thy  hungry  eyes  even  till  they  wink  with  fulness. 
To-morrow  see  again,  and  do  not  kill 
The  spirit  of  love  with  a  perpetual  dulness. 
Let  this  sad  interim  like  the  ocean  be 
Which  parts  the  shore,  where  two  contracted  new 
Come  daily  to  the  banks,  that,  when  they  see 
Return  of  love,  more  bless'd  may  be  the  view: 
Or  call  it  winter,  which,  being  full  of  care. 
Makes  summer's  welcome  thrice  more  wish'd,  mote  r 
fF.  Shakeipetu 

318.  Doralicia's  Ditty 

TN  time  we  see  that  silver  drops 

^    The  craggy  stones  make  soft; 

The  slowest  snail  in  time  we  see 

Doth  creep  and  climb  aloft. 

With  feeble  puffs  the  tallest  pine 

In  tract  of  time  doth  fall; 
The  hardest  heart  in  time  doth  yield 

To  Venus'  luring  call. 

Where  chilling  frost  alate  did  nip, 

There  Rasheth  now  a  fire; 
Wiere  deep  disdain  bred  noisome  hate. 

There  kindleth  now  desire. 

Time  causeih  hope  to  have  his  hap; 

What  caie  in  time  Dot  eased  ? 
In  time  I  tbathed  that  now  I  Iotc, 

In  both  content  and  pleased. 
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3ig.  FamUid's  Song 

"PIE,  fie  on  blind  fancy  I 
■'■       It  hinders  youth's  joy: 

Fair  virgins,  learn  by  me 

To  count  Love  a  toy. 
When  Love  learned  first  the  A  B  C  of  delight. 
And  knew  no  figures  nor  conceited  phrase. 
He  simply  gave  to  due  desert  her  right. 
He  led  not  lovers  in  dark  winding  ways; 
He  plainly  willed  to  love,  or  flatly  answered  no: 
But  now  who  lists  to  prove,  shall  find  it  nothing  so 

Fie,  fie,  then,  on  fancy  I 

It  hinders  youth's  joyr 

Fair  virgins,  learn  by  me 

To  count  Love  a  toy. 
For  since  he  learned  to  use  the  poet's  pen. 
He  learned  likewise  with  smoothing  words  to  feign, 
Witching  chaste  ears  with  troihless  tongues  of  men, 
And  wronged  faith  with  falsehood  and  disdain. 
He  gives  a  promise  now,  anon  he  sweareth  no: 
Who  listeth  for  to  prove,  shall  find  his  changing  so. 

Fie,  fie,  then,  on  fancy  I 

It  hinders  youth's  joy: 

Fair  virgins,  learn  by  me 

To  count  Love  a  toy. 

R.  Greent 

320.  Muses  That  Sing 

USES  that  sing  Love's  sensual  empery, 
And  lovers  kindling  your  enraged  fires 
At  Cupid's  bonfires  burning  in  the  eye. 
Blown  with  the  empty  breath  of  vain  desires,  — 
^3 
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You  thar  prefer  the  painted  cabinet 
Before  the  wealthy  jewels  it  doth  store  ye. 
That  all  your  joys  in  dying  figures  set. 
And  stain  the  living  substance  of  your  gloty; 
Abjure  those  joys,  abhor  their  memoiy. 
And  let  my  Love  the  honoured  subject  be 
Of  Love,  and  honour's  complete  history; 
Your  eyes  were  never  yet  let  in  to  see 
The  majesty  and  riches  of  the  mind, 
But  dwell  in  darkness;  for  your  god  is  blind. 
G*  Choptnan 

I  Saw  the  Object, 

T  SAW  the  object  of  my  pining  thou^t 

Within  a  garden  of  sweet  Nature's  placing: 
Wherein  an  arbour  artilicial  wrought. 
By  workman's  wondrous  skill  the  garden  gracing. 
Did  boast  his  glory,  glory  far  renowned. 
For  in  his  shady  boughs  my  mistress  slept: 
And  with  a  garland  of  his  branches  crowned. 
Her  dainty  forehead  from  the  sun  ykept.  , 
Imperious  love  upon  her  eyelids  tending, 
Playing  his  wanton  sports  at  every  beck. 
And  into  every  finest  limb  descending, 
From  eyes  to  lips,  from  lips  to  ivoiy  neck; 
■  And  every  limb  supplied,  and  t'evety  part 
Had  free  access,  but  durst  not  touch  her  hean. 
r.  IFaijon 

Yea  or  Nay 


M 


ADAM,  withouten  many  words 
Once  I  am  sun  you  will  -or  ni 
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And  if  you  will,  tfa^i  leave  yom  boards. 
And  use  your  wit  and  sbon  it  so. 

For  with  a  beck  you  shall  me  call; 
,  And  if  of  one  that  bums  alway 
You  have  pitie  or  luth  at  all. 

Answer  him  fair  with  yea  or  nay. 

If  it  be  yea,  I  shall  be  fain; 

If  it  be  nay,  friends  as  befote; 
You  shall  another  man  obtain. 

And  1  mine  own,  and  yours  no  move. 

Sir  T.  W/jO. 

323.  Upon  Her  Protesting,  That  Now  Hi3f&- 
ing  Tried  His  Sincere  Ajfeclioni  She 
Loved  Him 

T    ADYI  you  ate  with  beauties  so  enrich^ 
■^^        Of  body  and  of  mind; 

As  I  can  hardly  find, 
Which  of  diem  all  hath  most  my  heart  bewkchM. 

Whether  your  skin  so  white,  so  smooth,  so  tender, 

Or  face  so  lovely  fair, 

Or  long  heart-binding  hair. 
Or  dain^  hand,  or  leg  and  foot  so  slender; 

Or  whether  )muF  sharp  wit  and  lively  spirit. 
Where  pride  can  find,  no  place; 
Or  your  most  pleasing  grace; 

Or  speech,  which  doth  true  eloquencs  inherit. 
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Most  lovely  all,  and  each  of  them  dodi  move  me 
More  than  words  can  expreM: 
But  ya  I  must  confess 

I  love  you  most,  because  you  please  to  love  me  I 
F,  Daviton 


324.       The  Lowest  Trees  Have  Tops 

'T'HE  lowest  trees  have  tops,  the  ant  her  gall, 
^      The  fly  her  spleen,  the  little  spark  his  heat; 
And  slender  hairs  cast  shadows,  though  but  small. 
And  bees  have  stings,  although  they  be  not  great; 
Seas  have  their  source,  and  bo  have  shallow  spiingH; 
And  love  is  love  in  beggars  and  in  kings. 


.  Where  waters  smoothest  run,  deep  are  the  fords; 
The  di^  stirs,  yet  none  perceives  it  move; 
The  firmest  faith  is  in  the  fewest  words; 
The  turtles  cannot  sing,  and  yet  they  love; 
True  hqarti  have  eyes  and  ears,  no  tongues  to  speak ; 
They  hear,  and  see,  and  sigh,  and  then  they  break! 
Sir  E.  Dyer  ii) 


325.  The  Chase 

ART  iliou  gone  in  haste? 
I'll  not  forsake  thee; 
Runn'st  thou  ne'er  so  fast, 
I'll  overtake  thee: 
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O'er  the  dales,  o'er  the  down*. 
Through  the  grew  meadows. 

From  the  fields  through  the  towns. 
To  the  dim  Bhadows. 

All  along  the  plain. 

To  the  low  fountains. 
Up  and  down  again 

From  the  high  mountains; 
Echo  then  shall  again 

Tell  her  I  follow. 
And  the  floods  to  the  woods 

Carry  my  holla ! 
Holla  I 
Ce!    lal   hoi    hot   hul 

326.  No  Minnie  Good  to  Love 

'pHE  time  when  first  I  fell  in  love, 
■*■      Which  now  I  must  lament; 
The  year  wherein  I  lost  such  time 
To  compass  my  i;ontent; 

The  day  wherein  I  saw  too  late 

The  follies  of  a  lover; 
The  hour  wherein  I  found  such  loss 

As  care  cannot  recover; 

And  last,  the  minute  of  mishap 
Which  makes  me  thus  to  plaiii;-' 

The  doleful  fruits  of  bvers'  suits,    ' 
Which  labour  lose  in  vain: 
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Doth  make  me  solemnly  protest. 

As  I  with  pain  do  prove. 
There  is  no  time,  year,  day,  nor  hour. 

Nor  minute,  good  to  love. 

32J,    Did  Not  the  Heavenly  Rhetoric  of 
Thine  Eye 

TP\ID  not  the  heavenlj'  rhetoric  of  thine  eye, 

■'-'  'Gainst  whom  the  world  cannot  hold  argument, 

Persuade  my  heart  to  this  false  perjury  ? 

Vows  for  thee  broke  deserve  not  punishment. 

A  woman  I  forswore;   but  I  will  prove, 

Thou  being  a  goddess,  I  forswore  not  ,thee: 

My  vow  was  earthly,  thou  a  heavenly  love; 

Thy  grace  being  gain'd  cures  aU  disgrace  in  me. 

Vows  are  but  breath,  and  breath  a  vapour  is: 

Then  thou,  fair  sun,  which  on  my  earth  dost  shine, 

Exhal'st  this  vapour-vow;    in  thee  it  is: 

If  broken  then,  it  is  no  fault  of  mine; 

If  by  me  broke,  what  fool  is  not  so  wise 

To  lose  an  oath  to  win'  a  paradise  ? 

W.  ShakespeoTt 


328.  Song 

SWEETEST  love,  I  do  not  go 
For  weariness  of  thee, 
Nor  in  hope  the  world  can  show 
A  litter  love  for  me; 
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But  nnce  that  I 
Must  die  at  last,  'tb  best 
Thus  to  use  myself  to  je>^ 

By  feigBed  death  to  die. 

Yesternight  the  son  went  henc^ 

And  yet  is  here  to-day; 

He  hath  no.  desire  nor  sense^ 

Nor  half  so  short  a  way. 

Then  fear  not  me, 

But  believe  that  I  shall  make 

Hastier  journeys,  since  I  take 

More  wings  and  spurs  than  he. 

O  how  feeble  is  man's  power, 

That,  if  good  fortune  fall. 
Cannot  add  another  hour, 
Nor  a  lost  hour  recall. 
But  come  had  chance, 
And  we  join  to  it  out  strength, 
And  we  teach  it  ait  and  length, 
Itself  o'er  us  t'  advance. 

When  thou  stgh'st,  thou  aigh'st  no  wind. 

But  sigh'st  my  soul  away; 
When  thou  weep'st,  unkindly  kind, 
My  life's  blood  doth  decay. 
.  It  cannot  be 
That  thou  lov'st  me  as  thou  txfttf 
If  in  thine  my  life  dion  waste, 
That  ait  the  best  of  me. 

189 
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Let  not  thy  dirtning  heart 
Forethink  me  any  itL 

Destiny  may  take  thy  pact 
And  may  thy  fears  fulfil; 
But  think  that  we 

Are  but  turned  aside  to  deep; 

They  who  one  another  k«cp 
Alive,  ne'er  paned  be. 


J.  Dontu 


.     The  Strange  Passion  0}  a  Lover 

AMID  my  bale  I  bathe  In  bliss, 
I  swim  in  heaven,  I  sink  in  hell; 
I  find  amends  for  every  miss 

And  yet  my  moan  no  tongue  can  tell. 
I  live  and  love,  vrhat  would  you  more! 
As  never  lover  lived  before. 


I  laugh  sometimes  with  little  lufl. 

So  jest  I  oft  and  feel  no  joy; 
Mine  ease  is  builded  all  on  trust. 

And  ya  mistrust  breeds  my  annoy. 
I  live  and  lack,  I  lack  and  have, 
I  have  and  miss  the  thing  1  crave. 

These  things  seem  strange,  yet  are  they  true; 

Believe  me,  sweet,  my  state  is  such, 
One  pleasure  which  I  would  eschew 

Both  slakes  my  grief  and  breeds  my  gnitch- 
So  doth  one  pain  which  I  would  shun 
Renew  my  joys,  where  ^ief  begun. 
290 
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Then  like  the  lark  that  passed  the  night 
In  heavy  steep,  ^itfa  cares  oppressed. 

Yet  when  she  spies  the  pleasant  light 
She  sends  sweet  notes  from  out  her  breast; 

So  sing  I  now  because  I  think 

How  joys  a[^roacb  when  sonows  shrink. 

And  as  fair  Philomene,  again, 
Can  watch  and  sing  when  others  sleep, 

And  taketh  pleasure  in  faer  pain 
To  wray  the  woe  that  makes  her  weep: 

So  sing  I  now  for  to  bewray 

The  loathsome  life  I  lead  alway. 

The  which  to  thee,  dear  wench,  I  write, 
That  knows'!  my  mirth,  but  not  my  moan. 

1  pray  God  grant  thee  deep  delight. 
To  live  in  joys  when  I  am  gone. 

I  cannot  live,  it  will  not  be, 

I  die  to  think  to  part  from  thee. 

G.  Gascoigne 

A  Bequest  0}  His  Heart 

TJENCE,  hairt,  with  her  that  must  depatt, 
■*--^     And  hald  thee  with  thy  soveranel 
For  I  had  liever  want  ane  heart. 

Nor  have  the  heart  that  dois  me  pain. 

Therefore,  go,  with  thy  luye  rainain 
And  let  me  leif  thus  unmolest; 

And  see  that  thou  come  not  again, 
But  bitie  wi^'hM'  thou  luvid  best.   : 
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Sen  she  that  I  have  servil  lang 

Is  to  depait  co  luddenly, 
Address  thee  now,  for  thou  sail  gang 

And  bear  thy  lady  company. 

Fra  she  be  gtme,  heartless  am  I, 
For  quhy?   thou  ait  with  her  possest. 

Therefore,  my  heart,  go  hence  in  high. 
And  bide  with  her  thou  luvis  best. 

Though  this  belappit  body  here 
Be  bound  to  servitude  and  thrall. 

My  faithful  heart  is  free  entier 
And  mind  to  serve  my  lady  at  alL 
Would  God  that  I  were  perigall 

Under  that  redolent  rose  to  rest! 
Yet  at  the  least,  my  heart,  thou  sail 

Abide  with  her  thoU  luvis  best. 

Sen  in  your  ganh  the  lily  quhyte 
May  not  remain  amang  the  laif. 

Adieu  the  flower  of  whole  delitel 
Adieu  the  succour  that  may  me  saifl 
Adieu  the  fragrant  balme  suaif, 
'And  lamp  of  hdies  Instiestl 

My  faithful  ^ean  she  shall  it  half 

To  bide  with  het  it  luvis  best. 

Deploir,  ye  ladies  deir  of  hue,     ' 

Her  absence,  sen  she  ftiust  depaAl 
And,  specially,  ye  luveris  tnie 

That  n«un<led  bene  v'rix  Luvts  dart. 
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For  some  of  you  sal)  want  ane  heart 
As  well  as  I;   therefore  at  last 

Do  go  with  mine,  with  mind  inwan. 
And  bide  with  her  thou  luvis  best. 

A.  Scott 


ShaU  I  Come,  Sweet  Love  to  Thee 

OHALL  I  come,  sweet  Love,  to  thee 
*~'  When  the  evening  beams  are  set  ? 
Shall  I  not  excluded  be  i 

Will  you  find  no  feigned  let? 
Let  me  not,  for  pity,  more 
Tell  the  long  houra  at  youi  door. 

Who  can  tell  what  thief  or  foe. 

In  the  covett  of  the  night. 
For  his  prey  will  work  my  woe, 

Or  through  wicked  foul  despite?  ^ 
So  may  I  die  unredrest 
Ere  my  long  love  be  possest. 

But  to  let  such  dangers  pass. 
Which  a  lover's  thoughts  disdain, 

Tis  enough  in  such  a  place 
To  artend  love's  joys  in  vain: 

Do  not  mock  me  in  riiy  bed. 

While  these  cold  nightB  freeze'  rAe  dead. 

T.  Sampion 
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Discreet 

'  r\VEN  the  door!     Who's  there  within  i 
^-^    Th«  fairest  of  thy  mother's  kin  ? 

O  come,  come,  come  abroad 
And  hear  the  shiill  birds  sing, 

The  air  with  tunes  that  load. 
It  is  too  soon  to  go  to  rest, 
The  son  not  midway  yet  to  West, 

The  day  doth  miss  thee 
And  will  not  part  until  it  kiss  thee* 


'Were  I  as  fair  as  you  pretend. 
Yet  to  an  unknown  seld-seen  friend 

I  dare  tiot  ope  the  door: 
To  hear  the  sweet  birds  sing 
Oft  proves  a  dangerous  thing. 
The  sun  may  run  his  wonted  race 
And  yet  not  gaze  on  my  poor  face; 

The  day  may  miss  me: 
Therefore  depart,  you  shall  not  kiss  me.' 

Anon, 


Smg 

rf^NLY  joy !    now  here  you  are, 
^—^     Fit  to  hear  and  ease  my  care. 
Let  my  whispering  yoice  obtain 
Swe«!t  reward  for. parpen  pain. 
Take  me  to  thee,  and  thee  to  me  I 
"No,  no,  no,  no,  my  Dear!    let  be. 
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N!ght  hath  doted  all.  in  her  cloak. 
Twinkling  stars  love-thoughts  provoke. 
Danger  hence,  good  care  doth  keep; 
Jealou^  ittelf  doth  sleep. 
Take  me  to  thee,  and  thee  to  me  I 
"No,  no,  no,  ito,  my  Dear/  let  bt." 

Better  place  lio  wit  can  hnd, 
Cupid's  knot  to  loose  or  bind; 
These  sweet  flowers  our  fine  bed  too» 
Us  in  their  best  language  woo. 
Take  me  to  thee,  and  thee  to  me  I 
"No,  no,  no,  no,  my  Dear.'    let  be." 

This  small  lig^t  the  moon  bestows. 
Serves  thy  beams  bat  to  disclose; 
So  to  raise  my  hap  more  high, 
Fear  not  else  I    none  can  us  spy. 
Take  me  to  thee,  and  thee  to  me  I 
" No,  no,  no,  no,  my  Dear!   let  be" 

That  you  heard  was  but  a  .mouse. 
Dumb  Sleep  holdeth  all  the  houses 
Yet  asleep,  methinks  they  say 
'Young  fools,  take  time  while  you  mayt* 
Take  me  to  thee,  and  thee  to  mel 
"  No,  tto,  no,  no,  my  Dear!  lei  be." 

Niggard  time  threats,  if  we  mis* 
This  large  offer  of  our. bliss; 
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Long  Kay  -eie  he  grant  die  same. 
Sweet  I    then,  while  each  thing  doth  fnune. 
Take  me  to  thee,  and  thee  to  me  I 
"No,  no,  no,  no,  my  Dear/  let  be." 

Your  fair  mother  is  abed. 
Candles  out,  and  curtains  spread: 
She  thinks  you  do  letters  write. 
Write !    but  let  me  first  indite 
'Take  me  to  thee,  and  thee  to  me!* 
"No,  no,  no,  no,  my  Dear.'    let  he." 

Sweet!  alas,  why  strive  you  thusf 
Omcord  better  fitteth  us. 
Leave  to  Mars  the  force  of  hands; 
Your  power  in  your  beauty  stands. 
Take  thee  to  me,  and  me  to  theel 
"No,  no,  no,  no,  my  Dear!  let  bt." 

Woe  to  me  I    and  do  you  swear 
Me  to  hate,  but  I  forbear? 
Cursed  be  my  destinies  all  I 
That  brought  me  so  high  to  fall. 
Soon  with  my  death  I  will  please  thee  I 
"No,  no,  no,  no,  my  Dear!    let  be." 

Sir  P.  Sidni- 

334.  The  Dream 

T~\EAR  love,  for  nothing  less  than  thee 
^~^    Would  I  have  broke  this  happy  dream; 

It  was  a  theme 
For  reason,  much  too  strong  for  fantasy. 
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Therefore  thou  waked'st  me  wbely;  yet 
My  dream  thou  brak'st  not,  but  continued'st  it; 
Thou  a«  so  true  that  dioughts  of  thee  suffice 
To  make  dreams  truths  and  fables  histories. 
.  Enter  these  arms,  for  since  thou  thought's!  it  beet 
Not  to  dream  all  my  dream,  let's  act  the  rest. 

As  lightning,  or  a  taper's  light, 

Thine  eyes,  and  not  thy  noise,  waked  me; 

Yet  I  thought  thee  — 
For  thou  lov'st  truth  —  an  angel  at  Rrst  sight; 
But  when  1  saw  thou  saw'st  my  heart,  , 

And  knew'st  my  thoughts  beyond  an  ai^l's  art. 
When  thou  knew'st  what  I  dreamt,  when   thou  knew'si 

when 
Excess  of  joy  would  wake  me,  and  cam'st  then, 
I  must  confess  it  coutd  not  choose  but  be 
Profane  to  think  thee  anything  but  thee. 

Coming  and  staying  show'd  thee  thee; 
But  rising  makes  me  doiibt  diat  now 

Thou  art  not  thou. 
Tliat  Love  is  weak  where  Fear's  as  strong  as  he; 
Tis  not  all  spirit  pure  and  brave, 
if  mixture  it  of  Fear,  Shame,  Honbur  have. 
Perchance,  as  torches,  which  must  ready  he,' 
Men  light  ajid  put  out,  so  t&ou  dcalst  widi  me. 
Thou  cam'st  to  kindle,  goest  to  come:  then  1 
Will  dream  that  hope  again,  but  else  would  die. 

■  y.  Donne 
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/~\  DEAR  life,  when  shall  it  be 
^— '  That  mine  eyes  thine  eyes  shall  s 
And  in  them  thy  mind  discover, 
Whether  absence  have  had  force 
Thy  remembrance  to  divorce 
From  the  image  of  the  lovec  i 

Or  if  I  myself  find  not. 

After  paning,  aught  forgot, 

Nor  debarred  from  Beauty's  treasure. 

Let  no  tongue  aspire  to  tell 

In  what  high  joys  I  shall  dwelt: 

Only  Thought  aims  at  the  pleasure. 

Thought,  therefore,  1  will  send  thee 
To  take  up  the  place  for  me; 
Long  I  wiH  not  after  tarry; 
There,  unseen,  thou  may'st  be  hold, 
TTiose  fair  wonders  to  behold. 
Which  in  them  my  hopes  do  cany. 

'Diought,  see  thou  no  place  forbear. 
Enter  bravely  everywhere, 
Seize  on  all  to  her  beIon|;ing; 
But  if  thou'wouldst  guarded  be, 
Feacing  her  beams,  tabe  whh  thea 
Stretch  of  liking,  lage  of  longing. 

Think  of  that  most  grateful  time 
When  my  leaping  heart  will  climb 
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In  th}'  lipS'to  have  his  bidii^, 
There  those  roses  for  to  kiss, 
Which  do  breathe  a  sugared  blisc 
Openiiig  rubies,  pearls  dividing. 

Think  of  my  most  princely  power 
When  I  blessed  shall  devour 
With  my  greedy  lickorous  sense* 
Beauty,  music,  sweetness,  love, 
While  she  doth  against  me  prove 
Her  strong  darts  but  weak  defences. 

Think,  think  of  those  dallyings. 
When  wiri)  dovdike  mucmurtDgs, 
With  glad  moanmg,.  pasted  anguiili,' 
We  change  eyes,  and  heart  for  heart 
Each  to  other  do  depart. 
Joying  till  joy  makes  us  languish. 

O  my  Thouglu,  my  thoughts  surceaie, 

Tljy  delights  my  woes  increase, 

My  life  melts  with  too  much  diinkiitg; 

Think  no  more,  but  die  in  me, 

Till  thou  shalt  revived  be, 

At  her  lips  my  nectar  drinking: 

Sir  P.  Siiniy 

336.      N'oserez  Vous,  Mon  Bd  Ami? 

SWEET  Adon,  darest  not  glance  thine  eye  — 
N-oserex  vout,  mon  hA  ami?  — 
Upon  thy  Venus  that  must  die  i 
Je  wui  m  prh,  pity  me; 
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N'osertx  vouSf  mon  bel,  pnn  bd, 
N'osfrn  vou,,  mon  M  amif 

See  how  sad  thy  Venus  lies,  — , 
N'oiww  «)W,  mon  htl  ami?  ~ 

LoK  in  heart,  snd  tears  in  ^es; 
Ji  vout  tn  prie,  pity  me; 

N'oitrn  vox/,  mon  btl.  mon  M, 

N'otera  vout,  mon  bel  amif 

Thy  face  as  fait  as  Paphos"  brooks,  — 
N'osern  voui,  nrnn  bel  ami? — 

Wherein  fancy  baits  her  hooks; 
Je  vout  en  prie,  pity  me; 

N'ourex  vout,  mon  bel,  mon  bel, 

N'oterex  vous,  mon  bel  amif 

Thy  cheeks  like  cherries  that  do  grow  - 
N'oterez  vout,  mon  bel  ami?  — 

Amongst  the  western  moants  of  snow; 
Je  vout  en  prie.  pity  me; 

N'oterex  voui,  man  bel,  mon  bel, 

N'oiern  vout,  mon  bel  ami? 

Thy  lipsTermilion,  full  of  love,— 


Thy  neck  as 

silver  white  a 

sdove 

Je  voas  en 

f" 

,  pity  me 

N'otere*  vou 

n  bel,  mo 

'•,  bel. 

Woterez  vout,  m 

nMamt 

f 

Thine  eyes,  like  flames  of  holy  fites, - 

N'oterez  vout,  mon  bel  ami? 
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Bum  ail  my  thoughts  widi  nraet  deares; 

Jevous  fn  /t«>,  pity  me; 
N'oiern  vout,  mort  htl,  toon  hel, 
N'oserri  vout,  man  bel  ami? 

All  thy  beauties  sting  my  heart;  — 


I  mus 

J' 

N'ose, 
WW 

t  die  throtigh  Cupid 
»■"  "■  f"',  pity  m< 

„  mJ,  mon  w'.m 

s  dan 

nbel, 
? 

Wilt  ihou  let  thy 

N'osern  wuf,  n 
Adon  wete  unkint 

Venu.  die!- 
on  hel  ami?  — 
say  I,- 

J,  !»«.  m  pri, 
N'uera  nut,  m 

pity  me 
bel,  ma 
bel  am 

nbel. 
? 

To  let  fait  Venus  die  fot  wtie  — 
N'oierei  woUj,  man  bel  ami?  — 
That  doth  love  sweet  Adon  so; 

?' 

ixtii  en  prie,  pity  me 
ex  vout,  ition  bel  am 

n  bel, 
f 

337-  Panglory's  Wooing  Song 

"THEREFORE,  above  the  rest.  Ambition  tat. 

^     His  Coun  with  glitterant  pearl  was  all  earn 
And  round  about  the  wall,  in  Chaita  of  State   „ 

And  [(loet  majestic  spleqdour,  wer^  installed 
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A  hundred  Kingt:   vrhose  temples  were  inpafed 
In  golden  diadems,  set  here  and  there 
With  diamonds,  and  gemmed  eveiywhere; 
And  of  their  golden  verges  none  ditceptred  were 

High  over  all,  Pangloiy's  blazing  throne, 

(In  her  bright  turret,  all  of  crystal  wrought) 
Like  Phcebus'  lamp  in  the  midst  of  heaven  shoAe: 
Whose  starry  top  (with  pride  infernal  fraught) 
Self-arching  columns,  to  uphold  were  taught. 
In  which  her  image  still  reflected  was. 
By  the  smooth  crystal;   that,  most  like  her  glass. 
In  beauty,  and  in  frailty,  did  all.  others  pass. 

A  silver  wand,  the  Sorceress  did  sway: 
And  for  a  crown  of  gold,  her  hair  she  wore; 

Only  a  garland  of  rOBebuds  did  play 
About  her  locks;    and  in  her  hand  she  bore 
A  hollow  globe  of  glass,  that  long  before 

She  full  of  emptiness  had  bladderM> 

And  all  the  world  therein  depictured; 

Whose  colours,  like  the  rainbow,  ever  vanishM. 

Such  wat'ry  orbicles  young  boys  do  blow 
Out  of  their  soapy  shells;  and  much  admire 

The  swimming  world,  which  tenderly  they  row 
With  easy  breath,  till  it  be  waved  higher: 
But  if  they  chance  but  roughly  once  aspire, 

The  paiitted  bubble  instantly  doth  fall  I 

Here,  when  she  came,  she  gan  for  music  call; 

And  sung  ^is  Woomg  ScHig,  to  welcome  hint  withal : 
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Love  is  the  blossom  where  there  Mows 
Everything  that  lives  or  grows: 
Love  doth  make  the  Heav'ns  to  move, 
And  the  Sun  doth  bum  in  love: 
Love  the  strong  and  weak  doth  yoke, 
And  makes  the  ivy  climb  the  oak. 
Under  whose  shadows  hons  wild, 
Sofianed  by-  love,  grow  tame  and  mild : 
Love  no  mcd'cine  can  appease. 
He  burns  the  fishes  in  the  seas: 
Not  all  the  ^ill  his  wounds  can  stench, 
Not  all  the  sea  his  lire  can  quench. 
Love  ^lid  make  the  bloody  >p«ac 
Once  a  leavy  coat  to  wear, 
While  in  hit  leaves  there  shrouded  lay 
Sweet  birds,  for  love  that  sing  and  play. 
And  of  all  love's  joyful  flame 
I  the  bud  and  blossom  am. 
Only  bend  thy  knee  to  me. 
Thy  wooing  shall  thy  winning  bcl 

See,  see  the  flowers  that  below 
Now  as  fresh  as  morning  blow; 
And  of  all  the  virgin  rose 
That  as  bright  Aurora  shows; 
How  they  all  unleaved  die, 
Losing  their  virginity  t 
Like  unto  a  summer  Aade, 
But  now  btun,  and  now  they  fade. 
Evfeiything  dodi  pass  away; 
There  ia.dai^Er  iii  delay: 
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ConM,  come,  gather  then  the  iom. 
Gather  it,  or  it  you  lose  I 
All  the  sand  of  Tagus'  thoie 
Into  tny  bosqm  casts  his  ore: 
All  the  valleys'  fwinuning  com 
To  my  house  is  yearly  bonw: 
Every  grape  of  every  vine 
Is  gladly  bruised  to  cnake  me  wine: 
While  ten  thousand  kings,  as  proud. 
To  carry  up  my  train  have  bowed. 
And  a  world  of  ladies  seod  me 
In  my  chambers  to  attend  me: 
All  the  stars  in  Heav'n  (hat  shine. 
And  ten  thousand  more,  are  mine: 
Only  bend  thy  knee  to  me. 
Thy  wooing  shall  thy  winnmg  bet 

"nius  sought  the  dire  Enchantress,  in  his  mind 

Her  guileful  bait  to  have  embossomed: 
But  He,  her  charms  dispersed  into  wind; 
And,  of  her  insolence  admonished  I 
And  all  her  optic  glasses,  shattered  I 
So,  with  her  Sire,  to  Hell  she  took  hei  flight 
(Tlie  starting  air  flew  from  the  damned  sprite  I) 
Where  deeply  both,  aggrieved,  plunged  themselvcrin  ni 

But  to  their  Lord,  now  musing  in  his  thoa^t,' 
A  heavenly  volley  of  l^ht  angels  flew; 

And  from  his  Father,  him  a  banqutt  brought 
Through  the  fine  Element:    for  well  thty  knew, 
After  his  Lenten  Fast,  he  faungiy  grew. 
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And  as  he  fed,  the  holy  quires  combine 
To  sing  a  Hymn  of  the  celestial  Trine: 
All  thought  to  pass ;  and  each  was,  past  all  bought,  divine. 

The  birds'  sweet  notes,  to  sonnet  out  their  jaya. 

Attempered  to  the  Lays  Angelical! 
And  to  the  birds,  the  winds  attune  their  noise  I 

And  to  the  winds,  IJK  waters  hoarsely  c^t 

And  ECHO,  back  again  revoiced  all  I 
That  the  whole  valley  rung  with  Victory  I 
But  now  our  Lord,  to  rest  doth  homeward  fly.. 
See,  how  the  Night  comes  stealing  from  the  mountains  high  I 
G.  FUtcber 

338.  Ode 

4 Y  only  star, 

Why,  why  are  your  dear  eye^ 
Where  all  my  life's  peace  lies. 

With  me  at  war  \ 
Why  to  my  niin  tending. 
Do  they  still  %hten  woe 
On  him  that  loves  you  so. 
That  all  his  thoughts  in  yon  have  birth  and  ending? 

Hope  of  my  heart, 
O  wherefore  do  riw  words. 
Which  your  sweet  tongue  alFoidl^    - 

No  hope  impart  f 
But  cruel  without  measure. 
To  my  eternal  pam^ 
Still  dtunder  forth  disdain    ' 
On  him  whose  life  depends  upon  your  pleasufe? 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


THE  BOOK  OF 

SimihiRC  of  joy. 
Why  do  your  geEtures,  which 
All  ej"BB  and  hearts  bewitch. 

My  bliss  destroy  F 
And  pi^s  sky  o'ecdouding. 
Of  hate  an  endless  shower 
(M  that  poor  heait  still  pour. 
Which  in  your  bosom  seeks  his  only  shrouding  f 

Balm  of  my  wound. 
Why  are  your  lines,  whose  sight 
Should  cure  me  with  delight. 

My  poison  found  f 
Which,  through  my  veins  dispersing, 
E)oth  make  my  heart  and  mind 
And  all  my  senses,  find 
A  living  deadi  m  torments  past  rehearsing  I 


Alasl    my  fate 
Hath  of  your  eyes  deprived  me. 
Which  both  killed  and  revived  me 

And  sweetened  hate; 

Your  sweet  voice  and  sweet  graces, 

Which  clothed  in  lovely  weeds 

Your  cruel  words  and  deeds, 

Are  intercefttad  by  far  distant  places. 


But,  O  the  anguish 
Which  presence  still  presented, 
Absence  hath  not  absented, 

NMt  miiHp  tn  Iinmiinh: 
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No,  no,  to  incieaK  my  painai^'. 
Hie  cause  being,  ah  t   lonovtd  ■ 
For  which  the  effect  I  lov«d. 
The  effect  is  still  in  greatest  Tone  remaining. 

O  cruel  tiger! 
If  to  youT  hard  heart's  center 
Tears,  vows,  and  prayers  may  enter. 

Desist  your  rigour; 

And  let  kind  lines  assure  me, 

Since  to  my  deadly  wound 

No  salve  else  can  be  found. 

That  you  that  IcQI  me,  yet  at  length  will  cure  me. 

F.'  Daviion 

S39.  The  One  I  Would  Love 

A    FACE  that  should  content  me  wondrous  well 
**■    Should  not  be  fair,  but  lovely  to  behpld; 
Of  lively  look,  all  grief  for  to  repel 

With  right  good  grace,  so  would  I  that  it  should 
Speak  without  word,  such  words  as  none  can  kII; 

Her  tress  also  should  be  of  crisped  gold. 
Widi  wit,  and  these,  perchance,  I  might  be  tried. 
And  knit  again  with  knot  that  should  not  slide. 

Sir  f .   /Fyat 

340.    There  Is  None,  O  None  But  You 
'T'HERE  is  none,  O  none  but  you, 
•■■     That  from  me  estrange  your  siglw. 
Whom  mine  eyes  affect  to  view 
Or  chained  ears  hear  with  delight. 
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Other  bwutiet  othet*  mor^ 

ln!.]roa  I  alt  graces  find; 
Such  is  the  effect  of  Love, 

To  make  them  happjr  that  are  kind. 

Women  in  frail  beauty  trurt, 

Only  seem  you  fair  to  me; 
Yet  prove  truly  kind  and  just. 

For  that  may  not  dissembled  be. 

Sweet,  afford  me  then  your  sight) 
Tliat,  surveying  ail  your  looks, 

Endless  volumes  I  may  write 
And  fill  the  worid  with  envied  books: 

Which  when  after-ages  view, 
All  shall  wonder  and  despair,^ 

Woman  to  find  man  so  true. 
Or  man  a  woman  half  so  fair. 

T.  Campi 


341.    Montana  the  Shepherd,  His  Love  to 
Aminta 

T  SERVE  Aminta,  whiter  than  the  snow, 

^    Straightei  than  cedar,  brighter  than  the  glass; 

More  fine  in  trip,  than  foot  of  running  roe. 

Mace  pleasant  than  the  field  of  fiowering  grass; 
More  gladsome  to  my  with«ing  joys  that  fade 
Than  winter's,  sun  or  tuntmer's  cooling  shade. 

3tpi 
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Sweeter  than  swsUtng  gr;^  of  ripest  wine, 
Softer  than  feathers  of  the  fairest  swan; 

Smoother-than  jet,  more  stately  than  the  pine. 
Fresher  than  po[Jar,  smaller  than  my  span; 

Clearer  than  Phcebus'  fieiy-pointed  beam. 

Or  icy  ciust  of  eiystal's  frozen  stream. 

Yet  is  she  curster  than  the  bear  by  kind. 
And  harder-heaited  than  the  aged  oak; 

More  glib  than  oil,  more  fickle  than  the  wind. 
More  stiff  than  steel,  no  sooner  bent  but  broke. 

Lol   thus  my  service  Is  a  lasting  sore, 

Yet  will  I  serve,  although  I  die  therefore. 

A.  Munday 

^.  Canzonet 

To  His  Coy  Lov, 
T  PRAY  thee,  leave,  love  me  no  mor^ 
■^    Call  home  the  heart  you  gave  me  I 
I  but  in  vain  that  saint  adore 

That  can,  but  will  not  save  me. 
These  poor  half-kisses  kill  me  quite  — 

Was  ever  man  thus  served  f 
Amidst  an  ocean  of  delight 

For  pleasure  to  be  starved. 

Show  me  no  more  those  snowy  breasts. 

With  azure  riverets  branched. 
Where,  v^st  mine  eye  with  plen^  feasts, 

Yet  is  my  thirst  n 
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O,  Tantalus  1  diy  pains  ne'er  tdl 

By  me  thou  an  prevented;' 
Tis  nothing  to  be  plagued  in  Hell, 

But  thus  in  Heaven  tormented  1 

Dip  me  no  more  m  those  drar  arms, 

Nor  thy  life's  comfort  call  me, 
O  diese  are  but  too  powerful  chanUs, 

And  do  but  more  enthral  mel' 
But  see  hov  patiant  I  am  grown 

In  all  this  coil  about  thee; 
Come,  nice  thing,  let  my  heart  alone, 

1  cannot  live  without  thee  I 

M.  Drayton 

34.3.  To  a  Gentlewoman 

That  Always  Willed  Him  to  Wear  Rotimary  for  Her  Sah 
in  Token  of  Oood-vjjll  to  Her 


T 


^HE  green  that  you  did  wish  me  ^ 

Aye  for  your  love. 
And  on  my  helm  a  branch  to  beat 

Not  to  remove. 
Was  ever  you  to  have  a  mind. 
Whom  Cupid  hath  my  fere  assigned. 

As  1  in  this  have  done  your  will. 

And  mind  to  do; 
So  I  request  you  to  fulfil 

My  fancy  too; 
A  green  and  loving  heart  to  have. 
And  this  is  all  that  I  do  crave. 
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For  if  your  flowering  hean  should  chsuige 

His  colour  green. 
Or  you  at  length  a  lady  strange 

Of  me  be  seen; 
Then  will  mj  branch  against  his  uM 
His  colour  change  (or  your  refuse. 

As  winter's  force  can  not  deface 

This  blanch  his  hue, 
So  let  no  change  of  love  disgrace 

Your  friendship  true: 
You  were  mine  own  and  be  so  still, 
So  shall  we  live  and  love  our  iill. 


Then  may'  I  think  my  self  to  be 

Well  recompensed. 
For  wearing  of  the  tree  that  is 

So  well  defenced 
Against  all  weather  that  doth  fall 
When  wayward  winter  spits  his  gall. 

And  when  we  meet,  to  try  me  true, 

Lodic  on  my  bead. 
And  I  will  crave  an  oath  of  you, 

Where  faith  be  fled  i 
So  shall  we  both  assured  b^. 
Both  1  of  you,  and  you  of  me  i 

.  G,  Turberville 
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ThtGifl 

T^AIN  would  I  have  a  pmtf  thing 
'*'       To  give  unto  toy  Lady: 
I  Dime  no  thing,  nor  I  mean  no  thii^ 
But  as  pretty  a  thing  as  may  be. 

Twenty  journeys  would  I  make. 
And  twenty  ways  would  hie  me. 

To  make  adventure  for  her  saLe, 
To  set  some  matter  by  me: 
But  fain  would  I  have  .  .  . 

Some  do  long  for  pietiy  knacks. 
And  some  for  stiange  devices: 

God  send  me  that  my  Lady  lacks, 
I  caie  Dot  what  the  price  is. 
Thus  fain  ... 

I  walk  the  town  and  tread  the  street. 

In  every  comer  seeking 
The  pretty  thing  I  cannot  meet, 

That's  for  my  Lady's  liking: 
For  fam  ... 


The  mercefs  pull  me,  going  by, 
The  silk-wives  say  '  What  lack  jrcf ' 

'The  thing  you  have  not,'  then  say  I: 
'  Ye  foolish  knaves,  go  pack  ye  I' 
But  fain  .  .  . 
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It  is  Dot  all  the  lilk  in  Cheap, 

Nor  all  the  gdden  treasure; 
Nor  twenty  busheU  on  a  heap 

Can  4o  my  Lady  pieasine. 
But  fain  .  .  . 

But  were  it  in  the  wit  of  man 

By  any  means  to  make  it, 
I  could  for  money  buy  it  than, 

And  say,  '  Fair  Lady,  take  iti ' 
Thus  fain  .  .  . 

O  Lady,  what  a  luck  is  this. 

That  my  good  willing  misseth 
To  find  what  pretty  thing  it  is 
That  my  Good  Lady  wi^ethl 
Thus  fain  would  I  have  had  this  pretty  thing 

To  give  unto  my  Lady; 
I  said  no  harm,  not  I  meant  no  harm. 
But  as  pret^  a  diing  as  may  be. 


345.    Loving  in  Truth,  and  Fain  in  Verse 
My  Love  to  Show 

T  OVING  in  truth,  and  fain  in  verse  my  love  to  show, 
-^  That  She,  dear  She,  might  take  some  pleaswe  of  my 

pain; 
Pleaiute  might  cause  her  read,  reading   mt^t    make  her 

know. 
Knowledge  might  pity  win,  and  pity  grace  obtain; 
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I  sought  fit  words  to  paint  the  bkdcest  face  bf  woe. 
Studying  inventions  fine,  her  wits  to  entertain; 
Oft  turning  others'  leaves,  to  lee  if  thence  Would  flow 
Some  fresh  and  fruitful  lowers  upon  atf  sunburned  brain. 
But  words  came  halting  forth.  Wanting  Invention's   stay ; 
Invention,  Nature's  child,  fled  step-dame  Study's  blo^vs ; 
And  others'  feet  still  seemed  bat  strangers  in  my  way. 
Thus,  great  with  chSd  to  speak,  and  helpless  in  my  throes. 
Biting  my  truant  pen,  beatiag  myself  ftH*  spite, 
"  Fool,"  said  my  Muse  to  me,  "  look  in  diy  heart,  and 
write  I" 

Sir  P.  Sidney 

346.  Montanus'  Vtm 

THIRST  shall  ^e  heavens  waiit  starry  light, 
■'■     The  seas  be  roMtcd  of  their  waves; 
The  day  want  !«n,  th^  sun  want  bright, 
T^e  night  want  shade  and  dead  men  graves; 

The  April,  flowers  and  leaf  and  tree. 

Before  I  false  my  faith  to  thee. 

First  shall  the  tops  of  highest  hills 
By  humble  plains  be  overpry'd; 
And  poets  scom  the  Muses'  quilla, 
Ani  fish  fonake  the  water-glide; 

And  Iris  lose  her  colour'd  weed 

Beibrc  I  fail  thee  it  thy  need. 
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First  direful  Hate  sball^  turn  to  Peace, 
And  Love  relent  in  deep  disdain; 
And  Death  his  fatal  stroke  shall  cease,  . 
And  Envy  pity  every  pain; 

And.  Pleasure  mourn,  and  Sorrow  smile, 

Beibre  I  talk  of  any  guile. 

First  Time  shall  stay  his  stayless  race. 
And  Winter  bless  his  brows  with  com; 
And  snow  bemojsten  July's  face. 
And  Winter  spring  and  summer  moum, 

Before  my  pen  by  help  of  Fame 

Cease  to  recite  thy  sacred  r 


T.  Lodge 

347'  Since  Brass,  Nor  Stone 

CINCE  brass,  nor  stone,  nor  earth,  nor  boundless  sea, 
*^  But  sad  mortality  o'ersways  their  power. 
How  with  this  lage  shall  beauty  bold  a  plea. 
Whose  action  is  no  stronger  than  a  flower  f 
O,  how  shall  summer's  honey  breath  hold  out 
Against  the  wreekful  siege  of  bartering  days, 
When  rockd  impregnable  are  not  so  stout, 
Nor  gates  of  s^el  so  nrong,  but  Hme  decays  i 
O  fearful  meditation  I    Where,  alack  I 
Shall  Time's  best  jewel  fmm  Time's  dhest  lie  hid  i 
Ot  what  strong  hind  can  hold. his  swifi  foot  backf 
Or  who  his  spoil  of  beauty  can  forbid  f 
.    .       O  none,  unless  this  miracle  have  might, 

Tltat  in  black  int  my  love  may  sdll  shine  Mght. 
y.  Sbektsprarr 
3>5 
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^48.  Stella,  Think  Not 

OTELLA,  think  not  that  I  by  verse  seek  fame, 
^  Who  seek,  who  hope,  who  love,  who  live  but  thee; 
Thine  eyes  my  pride,  thy  lips  mine  history: 
If  thou  praise  not,  all  other  praise  is  shame. ' 
Nor  so  ambitious  am  1  as  to  frame 
A  nest  for  my  young  praise  in  laurel  tree: 
In  truth,  I  swear,  I  wish  not  there  should  be    , 
Graved  in  my  epitaph  a  poet's  name. 
Ne,  if  I  would,  could  I  just  title  make. 
That  any  laud  thereof  to  me  should  grow. 
Without  my  plumes  from  others*  wings  I  take: 
For  nothing  from  my  wit  or  will  doth  flow. 
Since  all  my  words  thy  beauty  doth  indite. 
And  Love  doth  hold  my  hand,  and  makes  me  write.    . 
Sir  P.  Sidney 


34g.  Lave  Unaliemble 

T    ET  me  not  to  the  marriage  of  true  minds 
-^ — '  Admk  impediments.     Love  is  not  love  ■. 

Whith  alters  when  it  alteration  finds, 

Or  bends  with  the  remover  to  remove; 

O,  not   it  b  an  ever-fixed  mark. 

That  looks  on  tempests  and  is  never  shaken; 

It  is  the  star  to  every  w»nd'ring  bark, 

Whose  worth's  uDknown,  althoilgh  his  height  be  taken. 

LovC's  not  Time's  (ooi,  though  iosf-  Hf/B  Midi.ttikeks 

Within  Uj  ^tending  sickle's  compass  come; 
3»6 
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Love  altera  not  nkh  his  brief  boon  and  weeks, 

But  bears  it  out  even  to  the  edge  of  doom: — ■ 

If  this  be  errot  and  upon  me  proved,^ 

I  never  witt,  nor  no  man  ever  loved.- 

Syrinx 

DAN'S  Syrinx  was  a  girl  indeed. 

Though  now  she's  turned  into  a  reed; 
From  that  dear  reed  Pan's  pipe  does  come, 
A  pipe  that  stiifces  Apollo  dumb; 
Nor  flute,,  nor  lute,  nor  gittem  can     ,,      .  -,    ^ 
So  chant  it  as  the  pipe  of  Pan;  ."..         \ 

Cross-garteted  swains  and  dairy  girls. 
With  faces  smug  and  round  as  pearls. 
When  Pan's  shrill  pipe  begins  to  play,  '  . 
With  dancing  wear  out  night  and  day; 
Tlie  bagpipe's  drone  his  hum  lays  by, 
When  Pan  sounds  up  his  minstrelsy; 
His  minstrelsy!     O  base  I    this  quiH.  . 

Which  at  my  mouth  with  wind  I  fill. 
Puts  me  in  mind,  though  her  I  miss. 
That  still  m^  Syrinx'  hps  I  kiss. 

351.    The  Merry  Cuckoo,  Messenger  0}  Spring 

'T'HE  merry  Cuckoo,  messenger  of  Spring, 

His  (rumpst  shrill  hath  thrice  alr^d}^  sounded; 
That  warns  all  lovers  wait  upon  their  king, 
Who  now  is  coming  fc^ith  with  gatltftid  crown  M. 
With  noise  whereof  the  quire  of  birds  resounded 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


THE   BOOK  OF 

Their  anthemB  sweet  devised  of  Lore's  prane; 

That  aH  the  woods  dieir  echoes  back  rebounded. 

As  if  they  know  the  meaning  of  their  lays. 

But  'mongst.  them  all  which  did  Love's  honour  raise, 

No  word  was  heard  of  her  that  most  it  ought: 

But  she  his  precept  idly  disobeys, 

And  doth  his  idle  message  set  at  nought. 

Therefore,  O  Love,  unless  she  ttnn  to  thee 

Ere  Cuckoo  end,  let  her  a  rebel  be  I 

E.  Spenser 

352.  To  His  Book 

LJAPPY  ye  leaves  when  as  those  lily  hands, 
■*■  -^  Which  hold  my  life  in  their  dead-doing  might, 
Sball  handle  you,  and  hold  in  love's  soft  bands, 
Like  captives  trembling  at  the  victor's  sight; 
And  happy  lines,  on  which  with  stany  light 
Those  tamping  eyes  will  deign  sometimes  to  look 
And  read  the  sorrows  of  my  dying  sprite. 
Written  with  tears  in  heart's  close  bleeding  book; 
And  happy  rhymes,  bathed  in  ibe  sacred  brook 
Of  Helicon,  whence  she  derived  is. 
When  ye  behold  that  angel's  blessed  look. 
My  soil's  long  lacked  food,  my  heaven's  bliss: 
Leaves,  lines,  and  rhymes,  seek  her  to  please  alone. 
Whom  if  ye  please,  I  care  for  other  none. 

E.  Spentet 

353.  Laura 
?OSE-CHEEK'D  tflura,  come; 

"-:  Sing  thou  smoothly  with  thy  beauQr's 
Silent  mu»c,  either  odier 
Swieetly  gracing. 
!«» 
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Lovely  fohni  do  flow 
From  concent  divinely  framed : 
Heaven  is  music,  and  thy  beauty's  ^^ 
Binh  is  heavenlyJ 

These  dull  notes  we  sing 
Discords  need  for  helps  to  grace  thtm; 
Only  beau^  purely  loving 
Knows  no  discord ; 

But  still  moves  delight. 
Like  clear  springs  rener^d  by  flowing, 
Ever  perfect,  ever  in  them-    . 

Selves  eternal.  -    ■ 

T.  Car*piott 

354.  ic/  Others  Sing  of  Knights  and  Paladiries 

T    £T  others  aag  of  Knights  and  Paladines, 
■^-^  In  aged  accents  and  untimely  woi4s,     .  - 
Paint  shadows  in  imaginary  lines, 
Which  w«ll  the  reach  of  their  high  wit  rect>rds<^ 
But  I  must  sing  of  thee,  and  tho«e  fair  eyw.; 
Authentic  shall  my  verse  in-  time  to  conte, 
"When  yet  th'  unborn  shall  say,  Lo  where  she  Hesl 
Whose  beauty  made  him  speak,  that  else  wasdumbl 
These  are  the  arcs,  the  tropbies  I  erect,  . 
That  fortify  thy  name  against  old  age; 
And  diese  thy  sacred  virtues  must  protect 
Against  the  Dark,  and  Time's  consuming  lage. 
Though  th'  error  of  my  youth  in  them  appear, 
SufGce,  they  show  I  lived,  and  loved  thee  dear; 

S.  Daniel 
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Fair  H^ 

'C'AIR  Hebe,  when  dame  Flora  meets, 
'''  She  trips  and  leaps  as  gallants  do; 
Up  to  the  hills  and  down  again 

To  the  vallies  nins  she  to  and  fro. 
But  out,  alas!  when  frosty  locks 

Begirds  the  head  with  cark  and  care; 
Peace!   laugh  no  mote,  let  pranks  go  by. 

Slow-crawling  age  forbids  such  ware. 

Anon. 

356.       On  Lucy,  Countess  0}  Bedford 

HHIS  morning  timely  wrapt  with  holy  fire, 
I  thought  to  form  unto  my  zealous  Muse, 
What  kiad  of  creature  I  could  most  desire 
To  know,  serve,  and  love,  as  Poets  use. 
I  RMant  to  make  her  fair,  and  free,  and  wise. 
Of  greatest  blood,  and  yet  more  good  than  great; 
I  meant  the  d^y-star  should  not  brighter  rise, 
Nor  lend  Wte  influence  from  his  lucent  seat; 
I  meant  she  should  be  courteous,  facile,  sweet, 
Hating  that  solemn  vice  of  greatness,  pride; 
'  I  meant  each  softest  virtue  there  should  meet, 
Fk  in  that  softer  bosom  to  reside. 
Only  a  kamid,  and  a  manly  soul 
I  purposed  her:    that  should  with  even  powers, 
The  rock,  the  spindle,  and  the  shears  control 
Of  Destiny,  and  spin  her  own  free  hours. 
Sudi  when  I  meant  to  feign,  and  wi^ed  to  see, 
My  Mate  bade  BEDFORD  write,  and  that  was  she  I 
B.  yonsim 
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35y.  Clear  Anker,  6n  Whose  Silver-Sanded 
Shore 

/~'LEAR  Ankec,  on  whose  silver-sanded  shote 

^^  My  soul-shrined  saint,  my  fail  Idea,  lie*-; 

0  bless^  brook,  whose  milk-white  swans  adore 

Thy  crystal  stream,  refined  by  her  eyes  I 

There  sweet  myrrh-breathing  Zephyr  in  the  spring      '     ^\.. 

Gently  distils  his  nectar-d  top  ping  showers. 

Where  nightingales  in  Atden  sit  and  sing 

Amongst  the  dainty  dew-impearled  flowers; 

Say  thus,  fair  brook,  when  thou  shalt  see  thy  queen, — ■ 

"  Lo,  here  thy  shepherd  spent  his  wandering  years. 

And  in  these  shades,  dear  nymph,  he  ort  hath  been. 

And  here  to  thee  he  sacrificed  his  tears." 

Fair  Arden,  thou  my  Tempe  art  alone. 

And  thou,  sweet  Anker,  art  my  Helicon. 

M.  Drayton 

358.  I  Must  Not  Grieve  My  Love,  Whose 
Eyes  Would  Read 

T  MUST  not  grieve  my  Love,  whose  eyes  would  read 
-^  Lines  of  delight,  whereon  her  youth  might  smile; 
Flowers  hsve  time  before  thej'  conje  to  seed. 
And  she  is  young,  and  now  must  eport  the  while. 
And  sport.  Sweet  Maid,  in  season  of  these  years. 
And  learn  «>  gather  flowers  before  tley  wither;   ' 
And  where  die- sweetest  blossom  first  appear!,  -    - 
Let  Loye  and  Youth  conduct  thy  pleasures  liiidier. 
Lighten  forth  smiles  to.  clear  the. clouded  air,' 
3»i 
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And  calm  the  tempest  which  my  sighs  do  raise; 
Pity  and  smiles  do  best  become  the  fair; 
Pity  and  smiles  must  only  yield  the  praise. 
Make  me  to  say  vrh&t  all  my  griefs  ate  gone, 
Happy  the  heart,  that  sighed  for  such  a  one. 

S.  Daniel 

SS9-  Dawn  in  a  Vailey,  by  a  Forest's  Side 

T~\OWN  in  a  valley,  by  a  forest's  side, 

^^  Near  where  the  crystal  Thames  rolls  on  her  waves, 

I  saw  a  mushroom  stand  in  haughty  pride, 

As  if  the  lilies  grew  to  be  his  slaves; 

The  gentle  daisy,  with  her  silver  crown. 

Worn  in  the  breast  of  many  a  shepherd's  lass. 

The  humble  violet,  that  lowly  down 

Salutes  die  gay  nyihphsas  they  trimly  pass: 

Those,  with  many  a  more,  methought,  complained 

That  Nature  should  those  needless  things  produce. 

Which  not  alone  the  sun  from  others  gained. 

But  turn  it  iriiolly  to  their  proper  use: 

I  could  not. choose  but  grieve,  that  Nature  made 

So  glorious  flowers  to  live  in  such  a  shade. 

0'.  Browne 

j6o.   Ruddy  Thou  Wrongest  My  Dear 
Heart's  Desire 

nVDELY  thou  wrongest  my  dear  heart's  desire, 
■^^  In  fii«iing  Fault  with  her  toe  portly  pride: 
The  thmg  which  I  do  most  in  her  admire, 
Is  of. the  .iwOfId' unwDRhy  most  Mivied; 
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For  in  those-  lofty  looks  is  close  implied 

Scorn  of  base  things,  and  'sdain  of   foul  dishonour, 

Threatening  rash  eyes  which  gaze  on  her  so  wide,  ' 

That  loosely  they  ne  dare  to  look  upon  her. 

Such  pride  is  praise,  such  portliness  is  honour. 

That  boldened  innocence  bears  in  her  eyes; 

And  her  fait  countenance,  like  a  goodly  banner, 

Spreads  in  defiance  of  all  enemies. 

Was  never  in  this  world  aught  worthy  tried. 

Without  some  spark' of  such  self-pleasing  pride. 

B.  Spenttr 


361.    Small  Comjori  Might  My  Banish'd 
Hopes  Recall 

CMALL  comfort  might  my  banish'd  hopes  recall 

'-'  When  'whiles  my  dainty  fair  I  sighing  see; 

If  I  could  think  that  one  were  shed  for  me. 

It  were  a  guerdon  great  enough  for  all: 

Or  would  she  let  one  tear  of  pity  fall 

That  seem'd  dismiss'd  from  a  remorseful  eye, 

I  could  content  myself  ungrieved  to  die, 

And  nothing  might  my  constancy  appall.- 

The  only  sound  of  that  sweet  word  of  "  love," 

Press'd  'twixt  those  lips  that  do  my  doom  contain, 

—  Were  I  embarked  —  might  bring  me  back  again 

From  death  to  life,  and  make  me  breathe  and  move. 

Strange  cruel^l    that  never  can  afford 

So  much  as  once  one  sigh,  one  tear,  one  word  I 

^.  AUxanier,  Earl  of  Stirling 
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362.      And  Yet  I  Cannot  Raprekend 
the  Flight 

A  ND  yet  I  cannot  repiehend  the  flight 
^^^  Or  blame  th'  attempt  presuming  sa  to  aou; 
The  mounting  venture  for  a  high  delight 
Did  make  i}ie  honour  of  the  fall  tb«  more. 
For  who  gets  wealth,  that  puts  not  from  the  diore? 
Danger  hath  honour,  great  designs  their  fame; 
Gloiy  doth  follow,  courage  goes  before; 
And  though  th'  event  oft  answers  not  the  same  — 
Suffice  that  high  attempts  have  never  shame. 
The  mean  observer,  whom  base  safety  keeps. 
Lives  without  honour,  dies  without  a  name. 
And  in  eternal  darkness  ever  sleeps.  — 
And  therefore,  Dilia,  'tis  to  me  no  blot 
To  have  attempted,  tho'  attained  thee  not. 

S.  Danid 

j6j.       Zephyms  Brings  the  Time  thai 
Sweetly  Scenteth 

VEPHYRUS  brings  the  time  that  sweetly  scenteth 
^^  With  flowers  and  herbs  which  winter's  frost  exileth; 
Procne  now  chfrpeth,  Philomel  lamenteth. 
Flora  the  garlands  white  and  red  compileth; 
Fields  do  rejoice,  the  frowning  sky  relenteth, 
Jove  to  behold  his  dearest  daughter  smileth; 
The  air,  the  water,  the  earth  to  joy  consenteth. 
Each  creature  now  t6  tove  hiin  reconcileth. 
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But  with  me,  wietch,  the  ttonns  of  woe  penmcf,    / 

And  he^vy  sighs  which  -from  my  heart  she  ttaiaiA^ 

That  totflc  the  key  thoiprf  to  heaven  for  ever; 

So  that  the  siAgiitg  of  birds  and  springtinie'i  flow'ring, 

And  ladies'  love  that  men's  affectian  gaineth, 

Aie  like  a  desert  and  cnid  beasts  devouring. 

Anon, 

364.  Here  Lies  ike  Blithe  Spring 

"LTERE  lies  the  blithe  Spring, 

■^■*-  Who  first  taught  birds  to  sing, 
Yet  m  April  herself  fell  a-ctying; 

Then  May  growing  hot, 

A  sweating  sickness  she  got. 
And  the  first  day  of  June  lay  a-dying. 

Yet  no  mondi  can  say. 

But  her  merry  daughter  May 
Stuck  her  coffins  with  flowers  great  plenty: 

The  cuckoo  sung  in  verse 

An  epitaph  o'er  her  hearse. 
But  assure  you  the  lines  were  not  dainty. 

T.  Dikker 

365.  Look,  Delia,  How  We  Esteem  0te 

HaJf-Blimn  Rose  , 

T  OOK,  Delia,  how  we  *Eteem  the  half-blown  tosk, 
■'— '  The  ingage  of  thy  blush  and  summer's  honour. 
Whilst  in  her  tender  green  she  doth  inclose 
That  pure,  sweet  beauty  Time  bestows  upon  her. 
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No  aooner  spreads  her  ^oiy  to  the  tir, 
But'itrai^t' her  fsH-blown  i»'ide  is  in  declining; 
She  then  is  scotned  that  tate  adorned  the  fair: 
So  cloud*  thy  beauty,  after  faiiest  fining. 
No  April  can  revive  thy  withered  flowers. 
Whose  blooming  grace  adorns  thy  gloty  now; 
Swift,  speedy  Time,  feathered  with  flying  hoars. 
Dissolves  the  beauty  of  the  fairest  brow. 
O  let  not  then  such  riches  waste,  in  vatn, 
But  love,  whilst  that  thou  may'st  be  loved  again. 

S.  Daniel 


366.  The  Rose 

A    ROSE,  as  fair  as  ever  saw  the  Nortfa, 
■^*-  Grew  in  a  little  garden  all  alone; 
A  sweeter  flower  did  I^ature  ne'er  put  forth. 
Nor  fairer  garden  yet  was  never  known ; 
The  maidens  danced  about  it  morn  and  noon. 
And  learned  bards  of  it  their  ditties  made; 
The  nimble  fairies  by  the  pale-faced  moon 
Water'd  the  root  and  kiss'd  her  pretty  shade. 
But  well-a-day! — the  gardener  careless  grew; 
The  maids  and  fairies  both  were  kept  away. 
And  in  a  drought  the  caterpillars  threw 
Themselves  upon  the  bud  and  every  spray. 
God  shield  the  stock  I    If  heaven  send  no  supplies, 
The  fairest  blossom  of  the  garden  dies. 

W.  Browne 
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/.  A  Rose  ^*' 

TDLOWN  in  the  morning,  thou  shalt  fade  ere  noon. 

■*-'  What  boots"  a  life  which  in  such  haste  forsakes  thfe  P 

Thou' It  wondrous  frolic,  being  to  die  so  soon, 

And  passing  proud  a  little  colour  makes  the^. 

If  thee  thy  brittle  beauty  so  deceives. 

Know  then  the  thing  that  swells  thee  is  thy  bane;     , 

For  the   same  beauty  doth,  in  bloody  leaves. 

The  sentence  of  thy  early  death  contain. 

Some  clown's  coarse  lungs  will  poison  thy  sweet  flower. 

If  by  the  careless  plough  thou  shall  be  torn; 

And  many  He  rods  lie  in  wait  each  hour 

To  murder  thee  as  soon  as  thou  art  bom. — 

Nay,  force  thy  bud  to  blow  —  their  tyrant  breath 

Anticipating  life,  to  hasten  death  I 

SirR.Ian'shtwe 


368.  Fair  Is  the  Rose  . 

TJ'AIR  is  the  rose,  yet  fades  with  heat  or  cold : 

Sweet  are  the  violets,  yet  soon  grow  old; 
The  lily's  white,,  yet  .ill  one <  day  'tis  done;,  .. 
White  is  the  snow,  y«t  melts  against  ^/he  stm: 
So  white,  GO'Gwieet,  was  my-  fair  anstreu'i'faccy  '' 
Yet  altered  quite  iti  Jone  short  hour's  space:  ■: ': 
So  shor^-lived  beauty  2  van)  gloss  doth  botr6w. 
Breathing  delight  ta^iy  but  none  toKRorroW. 
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S6p.    Sweet  Rose,  Whence  Is  This  Hue? 

SWEET  rose,  whoice  is  this  hue 
Which  doth  all  hues  excel  ? 
Whence  this  most  fragrant  smell? 
And  whence  this  fonn  and  gracing  grace  in  you? 
In  fair  Paestana's  fields  perhaps  you  grew. 

Or  Hybla's  hills  you  bred. 
Or  odotiferous  Enna's  plains  you  fed. 
Or  Tmolus,  or  nheie  boar  young  Adon  slew; 
Or  hath  the  Queen  of  Love  you  dyed  of  new 
In  that  dear  blood,  which  makes  you  look  so  red? 
No,  none  of  thosci  but  cause  more  high  you  blissed. 
My  lady's  breast  you  bore,  her  lips  you  kissed. 

y.  Drummond 

3yo.      The  Blushing  Rose  and  Purple 
.  Flower 

nPHE  blkuhing  rose  and  purple  flower, 
"*■    Let  grow  too  long,  are  soonest  blasted  I 
Dainty  fruits,  though  sweet,  will  sour. 
And  rot  in  ripeness,  left  untasted  I 

Yet  here  is  one  more  sweet  than  these: 
The  more  you  taste,  the  more  Shell  plca«I 

Beauty,'  thohgli  inclosed  with  ice, 

Is  a  shadow  chaste  as  rare; 
Thjen,'iiow:nniiih  those,  sweets  entice, 
That  have- tsstiei  foU  ms  fair  I 
Eafdi  xadnot  yieU  /rotn  all  her  powers, 
One.  equal  far  Dame  Vemis'  bowers  I 

P.  Masiingtt 
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The  Fmeral  RMes  of  the  Rose 

""PHE  Rose  was  sick  and  smiling  died; 
-*■    And,  being  to  be  sanctiBed, 
Abotu  ^e  bed  there  sighing  stood 
The  sweet  and  floweiy  sisterhood : 
Some  hung  the  head,  4hile  some  did  bring. 
To  wash  her,  water  from  tbe  spring; 
Some  laid  her  forth,  while  others  wept, 
But  all  a  sdemn  fast  there  kept: 
The  holy  sisters,  some  among. 
The  sacred  dirge  and  trental  sting. 
But  ah  I   what  sweets  smelt  everywhere, 
As  Heaven  had  spent  all  perfumes  there. 
At  last,  when  prayers  for  the  dead 
And  rites  were  all  accomfdished. 
They,  weeping,  spread  a  lawny  loom. 
And  closed  her  up  as  in  a  tomb. 

R.  Htmek 


A  Summer's  Day 

CLEAR  bad  the  day  been  from  the  dawn, 
AU  chequer'd  was  the  sky, 
The  clouds,  like  scarfs  of  cobweb  lawn, 
Veil'd  heaven's  most  glorious  eye. 

TIk  wind  had  no  more  strength  than  tliii, 

—  ThM  leisurely  it  blew  — 
To  make  one  leaf  the  next  tb  kiss 

That  cbsdy  by  it  grew. 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


THE  BOOK  OF 

The  rills,  that  on  the  pebbles  play'd, 

Mi^t  now  be  heaid  at  inill; 
This  world  the  only  music  made, 

Else  everything  was  still. 

The  flowers,  like  brave  embroider'i]  girls, 

Lodlc'd  as  they  most  desired 
To  see  whose  head  with  orient  pearls 

Most  curiously  was  tyied. 

And  to  itself  the  subtle  air 

Such  sovereignty  assumes. 
That  it  receiv'd  too  large  a  share 

From  Nature's  rich  perffjmes. 

M.  Dra-fion 

3T3-  Ths  Grasshopper . 

OTHOU  that  swing'st  upon  the  waving  hair 
Of  some  well-filled  oafen  beard. 
Drunk  every  night  with  a  delicious  tear 
Dropi  thee  from  heaven,  where  thou  wert  rear'dt 

The  joys  of  earth  and  air  are  thine  entire. 

Tint  with  thy  feet  and  wings  dost  hop  and  fly; 

And  when  thy  poppy  wwks,  thou  dow  rerire 
TO'd^  carved  acorn-bed  to  lie. 

Up  wid)  the  day,  the  Sun  thou  welcom'st  then, 
SfMit'st  IB  the  gilt  plaits  of  his  beams. 

And  alt  these  merry  days  mak'st  mttiy  men. 
Thyself,  and  mdaneholy  Streams. 

J!.  Lovtha 
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A  Summer  Day 

r\  PERFECT  Light,  which  shaid  away 
^^     The  darkness  from  the  light, 
And  set  a  luler  a'er  the  day, 
Another  o'-er  the  night  — 

Thy  glory,  when  die  day  fotth  flies, 

More  vively  doth  appear 
Than  at  mid  day  unto  our  eyes 

The  shining  sun  is  clear. 

The  shadow  of  the  earth  anon 

Removes  and  dciwis  by, 
While  in  the  East,  when  it  is  gone. 

Appears  a  clearer  «ky. 

Which  soon  perceive  the  little  larks. 

The  lapwing  and  the  snipe, 
And  tune  their  songs,  tike  Nature's  clerks, 

O'er  meadow,  muir,  and  stripe. 

Our  hemisphere  is  polisht  clean. 
And  lighten'd  more  and  more, 

White  everything  is  clearly  seen  , 
Which  seemit  dim  before: 

Except  the  glistering  astres  br^ht) 
Which  all  the  night  were  clealr^ 

Ofl'ndcii  with  a  greater  light 
No  longer  do  a[^ear. 
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The  golden  globe  incontinent 

Sets  up  his  shining  head. 
And  o'er  the  eaith  and  hnnament. 

DbpUys  hU  beams  abread 

For  joy  the  birds  widi  boulden  throats 

Against  his  visage  sheen 
Take  up  their  kindly  musick  notes 

In  Woods  and  gatdeni  gceen. 

The  dew  upon  the  tender  crops. 
Like  pearlis  white  and  round,  . 

Or  like  to  melted  silvet  drops, 
Refreshis  all  the  ground. 

The  misty  redt,  the  ctouds  of  rain, 
From  tops  of  mountains  akails. 

Clear  aie  the  h^hett  hiHs  and  plain, 
The  vapours  take  the  vales. 

The  ample  heaven  of  fabrick  sure 

In  cleanness  does  surpass 
The  crystal  and  the  silver  pure. 

Or'  clearest  polisht  glass. 

The  time  ?o  tranijuil  is  and  still 
That  nowhere  shall  ye  find. 

Save  on  a  high  and  barren  bUI, 
An  air  of  peeping  wind'. 

All  trees  and  simples,  great  and  anallt 

That  balmy  leaf  do  bear. 
Than  they  were  painted  <»i  x  wall 

No  more  th^  move  or  Bieir. 
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Cakn  H  the  deep  and  purple  eea. 
Yea,  smoother  than  the  sand; 

The  waves  that  veltciing<  wont  to  be 
Are  nabia  like  die.  land. 

So  silent  it  die  cessile  ait 

That  eveiy'  cry  and  call 
The  hdls  and  dales  and  forest  fair 

Again  repeats  them  all. 

llie  Bourishes  and  fzagrianc  flowersi^ 
Throu^  Phcebus'  fostering  heal, 

Refresht  with  dew  and  silver  showerB 
Cast  up  an  odour  aneet. 

The  cUi^gjt  busy  humming  bees,    ; 

That  nev«' think  lo  drone. 
On  di^wera  and  QourisHes  of  trees  ' 

Collect  theic  liquor  broWn. 

The  Sun,  most  like  a  speedy  pott 
With  ardeat  course  ascends; 

The  beauty  of  the  heavenly  host 
Up.  to  QUI  lenith  tends. 

The  burning  beams  down  from  his  face 

So  fervently  can  beat, 
That  man  and  beast  now  seek  a  place 

To  save  thein.from  the  heat. 

The  herds  beneath  some  leafy  tree 
Amidst  the  Rowers  they  lie; 

The  stable  ships  upon  the  sea 
Tend  up  their  sails  to  dry. 
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Widi  gilded  eyes  and  open  winga 
The  cock  fail  courage  shows; 

With  daps  of  joy  his  breast  he  dings. 
And  twenty  times  he  crows. 

The  dove  with  whistling  wings  so  blue 

The  winds  can  fast  cnllect; 
Her  purple  pens  turn  many  a  hue 

Against  the  tun  direct. 

Now  noon  is  went;  gone  is  midday. 
The  hrat  doth  slake  at  last; 

The  sun  descends  down  West  away. 
For  three  of  clock  is  past. 

The  rayons  of  the  sun  we  see 

Diminish  in  their  strength; 
The  shade  of  every  tower  and  tree 

Extendit  is  in  length. 

Gnat  is  the  calm,  for  ereiywhere 

T^e  wind  is  setting  down; 
The  reek  throws  right  up  in  die  air 

From  every  towei  and  town. 

The  gloming  comes;   the  day  is  spent; 

The  sun  goes  out  of  s^t; 
And  painted  is  the  Occident 

With  purfde  sar^uine  bri^t. 

Out  west  horizon  circular 

From.  time. the  sun  be  set 
Is  all  with  rubies,  as  it  were. 

Or  roses  red  o'erfret. 
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What  pleasure  were  to  walk  and  we, 

Endlong  a  river  ctear, 
The  perfect  fi>rai  of  every  Uee 

Within  the  deep  appear. 

O  then  it  wer^  a  seemly  things 

While  all  it  still  and  calm. 
The  praise  Of.  God  to  pUj.  and  si^ 

With  comet  and  with  shalml 

All  labourers  draw  home  at  even, 

And  can  to  odter  say. 
Thanks  to  the  gracious  God  <A  heaven. 

Which  sent  this  summer  day. 

A.  Hamt 

375.  Where  the  Bee  Sucks 

WHERE  the  bee  sucks,  there  suck  I: 
In  a  cowslip's  bell  I  lie; 
There  I  couch  vriien  owls  do  Cry. 
On  the  bat's  back  I  do  fly 
After  summer  merrily  t 

Merrify,  merrily,  shall  I  live  now 
Under  the  blossom  that  hangs  on  the  bough, 
y.  Shakespeau 

S76.  The  Stream 

T  WALK'D  along  a  stream,  for  pureness  rare, 
^  Brighter  than  sunshine;   far  it  did  acquaint 
The  dullest  sight  wkh  all  glorious  pr^ 
That  in  the  pebble-pared  channel  lay. 
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No  molten  ciysUl,  but  a  richer  mine. 

Even  Nature's  raiest  alAjmy  lan  there,  — 

Diamonds  reiDlv'd,  and  substance  more  divine, 
Through  whose  Imght-glidii^  current  might  appear 

A  thousand  nalced  nymphs,  whose  ivory  shine. 
Enamelling  the  banLs,  made  them  more  dear 

Than  ever  waa  thai  glorious  palace  gate 

Where  the  day-shining  Sun  in  triumph  sate. 

Upon  this  brim  the  eglantine  and. rote. 
The  tamarisk,  olive,  and  the  almond  tree, 

As  kind  companiona,  in  one  union  giows. 
Folding  tbeit  twining  arms,  as  oft  We.  see 

Tui4e-taught  loveis  either  other  close, 
Lending  to  dulness  feeling  sympathy; 

And  as  a  costly  valance  o'et  a  bed. 

So  did  their  garland-tops  the  brook  o'erspread. 

ThetT  leaves,  (hat  dlffer'd  both  in  ^apc  and  show, 
Though  all  were  green,  yet  difference  such  in  green, 

Like  to  the  checker'd  bent  of  Iris'  bow. 

Prided  the  tunning  main,  as  it  had  been.  .  .  . 

C.  Marlovie 


?77.  The  Dancing  of  the  Sea 

T7OR  lo,  die  sea  that  fleets  about  the  land  I 
'''       And  like  a  girdle  clips  her  solid  waist; 
Music  and  measure  both  doth  understaad: 
336 


HihyGoogle 


ELIZABETHAN  VERSE 

For  his  great  ciyttal  eyt  is  aiyitya  catt 
Up  to  the  moon,  and  on  her  fixed  fasti 
And  as  she  danc«th  in  hei  paHid  aphcte 
So  danceth  he  about  hit  centre  bei& 

Sometimes  his  proud  g^cen  waves  in  order  set, 

One  after  other  flow  unto  the  shore. 
Which  when  they  have  vrith  many  kisses  wet, 
They  ebb  away  in  order  as  before; 
And  to  make  known  his  courtly  love  the  more, 
He  oft  doth  lay  aside  his  thret-foif  d  mace. 
And  with  his  arms  the  timorous  earth  embrace. 
Sir  J.  Damu 

378.      As  When  the  Time  Hath  Bte» 

A  T  morning  and  at  evening  both 
■^  ^    You  merty  were  and  glad, 
So  little  care  of  sleep  or  sloth 

These  pretty  ladies  had; 
When  Tom  came  home  from  labour 

Or  Ciss  to  milking  rose. 
Then  merrily,  merrHy  went  their  tabor 

And  nimbly  went  their  toes. 

Witness  those  rings  and  roundelays 

Of  theirs,  which  yet  remain. 
Were  footed  in  Queen  Mat/s  days 

On  many  a  grat^  plain; 
But  since  of  late,  Elizabeth 

And  later,  James  came  in. 
They  never  danced  on  any  heaifa 

As  when  the  tinte  hatfa  beoi.: 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


THE  BOOK  OF 

Farewell  rMrards  and  fairies 

Good  housewives  now  may  say. 
For  new  fbtit  sluts-  in  dairicB 

Do  fare  as  well  as  they. 
And  though  they  sweep  their  hearths  no  less 

Then  maids  were  wont  to  do, 
Yet  who  of  late  for  cleanliness 

Finds  sixpence  in  her  shoe  ? 

Lament,  lament  old  abbeys 

The  fairies  lost  command; 
They  did  but  change  priests'  babies. 

But  some  have  changed  your  land; 
And  al)  yout  children  sprung  (torn  theoce 

Are  now  grown  Puritans; 
Who  live  as  changelings  ever  since 

For  love  of  your  domains. 
R.  Corbel,  Bishop  of  Oxford  and  Norwich 


A  Sweet  Pastoral 

GOOD  Muse,  rock  me  to  sleep 
With  some  sweei!  harmony; 
The  weary  eye  is  not  to  keep 
Thy.  wary  conq»ny. 

Sweet  Lore,  begone  awhile; 

Thou  know'st  my  heaviness;' 
Beauty  is  bam  but  to  beguile 

My  heart  of  happiness. 
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See  hov  my  little  flock,  ' 
Tiiat  loved  to  feed  on  Ugh, 

Do  headlong  tumble  dovm  the  nnk 
And  in  the  valley  die. 

The  bushes  and  the  trees 
That  were  so  fiesh  and  green. 

Do  all  their  dainty  colour  leese. 
And  not  a  leaf  is  $«en. 

The  blackbird  and  the  thrush 
That  made  the  woods  to  ring, 

Widi  all  the  rest  are  now  at  hu^ 
And  not  a  note  they  sing. 

Sweet  Philomel,  the  bird 

That  hath  the  heavienly  throat,. 
Dodi  now,  alast    not  once  afibid 

Recording  of,  a  note. 

The  flowers  have  had  a  frost. 
Each  herb  hath  tost  her  savour, 

And  Phyllida  the  fair  hath  lost 
The  comfort  of  her  favour. 


Now  all  dtese  careful  ligfaltG 

So  kill  me  in  conceit, 
That  now  to  hope  upon  ddightl, 

It  is  but  mere  deceit. 
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And  therefore,  my  sweet  Mote, 
Thou  khow'sc  what  help  is  best; 

Do  now  thy  heavenly  cunning  use 
To  set  my  heart  at  rest: 

And  in  a  dream  bewray 

What  fate  shall  be  my  friend. 
Whether  my  life  shall  still  decay. 

Or  when  my  bokow  end. 

N.  Brtton 


380.  The  Country's  Recreations 

QUIVERING  fears,  heart-tearing  cares. 
Anxious  sighs,  untimely  tears, 
Fly,  fly  to  courts! 
Fly  to  (bud  worldlings'  sports 
Where  strained  sardonic  smiles. are  glozing  stifl. 
And  grief  is  forced  to  laugh  against  lur  will; 
Where  mirth's  but  mummery. 
And  sorrows  only  real  be  I 

Fly  from  our  country  pastimes,  fly. 
Sad  tioop  of  human  misery ! 

Come,  serene  looks. 

Clear  as  the  crystal  brooks. 
Or  the  pure  azured  heaven,  that  smfles  to  see 
The  attendance  of  our  poverty  I  . 

Peace,  and  a  secure  mind. 

Which  all  men  seek,  we  only  find. 
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Abused  monalsl    ^you  know 

Where  jfiy^  he^n't  ease,  and  comfocta  grow. 

You'd  scorn  proud  towers, 

And  seek  them  .in  these  ixmeta 
Where  winds  sometimes  our  woods  perhaps  may  shake, 
But  blustering  care  coutd  nevei  tempest  make. 

Nor  murmurs  e'er  come  ni^  us. 

Saving  of  fountains  that  glide  by  at. 


HmcV  no  fantastic  mask,  nor  dance 

But  of  our  kids  that  ftisk  and  prance:  ^ 

Nor  wars  are  seen 

Unless  upon  the  green 
Two  harmless  lamb*  are  butting  one  another'-^ 
Which  d»ne,  both  bleating  run,  each  to  his  mother: 

And  wounds  are  never  found. 

Save  what  the  ploughshare  gives  the  ground. 

Here  are  no  false  entrapping  baits 
To  hasten  too-too  hasty  pates;. 

Unless  it  be 

The  fond  creduliq' 
Of  silly  fish,  which  worldling-like  still  look 
Upon  the  bait,  but  never  on  the  hook: 

Nor  envy,  unless  among 

The  birds,  for  prize  of  their  sweet  sopg. 


Go,  let  the  ^ting  Negro  seek 
For  gems  hid  in  some  forlocn  cnt^; 
We  all  pearls  s$9orn 
Save  what  the  d^wy  jnoita- 
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Congeals  upon  each  little  spin  of  ^^i) 

Which  careless  ahepheids  beat  down  ai  thejr.patt}^ 

And  gold  ne'er  here  appears 

Save  what  the  yelbw  Orea  bean. 

Blest  silent  groves  1    O  may  ye  be 
For  ever  mirth's  best  nursery  I 

May  pure  contents 

For  ever  pitch  their  tents 
Upon  these  downs,  these  meads,  these  rocks,  these  moun- 

And  peace  still  dumber  by  these  purling  fountains; 
Which  we  may  every  year   . 
Find  when  we  come  a-fishing  here' 
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381.  Fortunati  Nimium 


JACK  and  joan,  they  thinl  no  HI, 
But  loving  live,  and  merry  still;    . 
Do  their  week-day's  work,  and  pray 
Devoutly  on  the  holy  day; 
Skip  and  trip  it  on  the  green, 
And  help  to'choose  the  Summer  Queen; 
Lash  out  at  a  countiy  feast 
Their  silver  penny  with  the  best. 

Well  can  they  judge  of  Yrappy  ale, 
And  tell  atlaa^  a  winter  tale; 
Climb  up  to  the  apple  l6(t, 
And  turn  the  cribs  till  diey  be  toft.' 
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Tib  IB  all  ttw  father's  joy, 
And  Unle  Tbm  dte  miMiier't  hof ; 
All  thnr  pleasure  is  Content; 
And  care,  to  pay  tbeir  yearly  rent. 

Joan  (»n  call  by  name  hec  cows 
And  deck  bw  windows  with  green  boughs  i 
She  can  wreaths  and  tutties  make, 
And.cHm  with  pluntsa'^biidal  cake. 
Jack  knows  what  brii^s  gain  or' loss; 
And  his  long  flail  can  stoutly  toss; 
Makes  the  hedge  which  others  break, 
And  ever  thinks  Vhat  he  doth  speak. 

Now,  you  courtly  dames  and  knights, 
That  study  only,  strange  delights; 
Thou^  you  scom  the  home-spun  gray 
And  revel  in  your  rich  array; 
Though  3n>ur  tongues  dissemble  deep, 
And  can  yotir  heads  from  danger  keep; 
Yet,  for  all  yovi  pomp  and  train, 
Secttrer  lives  the  ally  swain  1 

.  T.  Campion 

382.  The  Hafpy  Countryman 

■\^HO  can  live  in  heart  so  glad 

'  "    As  the  merry  courrtry  ladi 
Who  upon  a  fair. green  balk. 
May  M  pleasure  sit  and  walk. 
And  amid  the  azure  skies 
See  the  nioming  sun  arise,  — 
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While  he  hean  in  evdy  spring 
Ho#  the  buds  So  chirp  ami  na^: 
Or  befbie  the  hounds  in  ay 
S«e  the  hare  go  Resting  by: 
Or  along  the  shallow  brook, 
Anting  widt  a  baited  hook^ 
See  the  fishes  leap  ani  play 
In  a  Messed  sunny  day: 
Oi  to  hear,  the  partridge  call, 
Till  the;  have  her  <iovey  all: 
Oi  to  Me  the  sdbtk  fox. 
How  the  ^latn  plies  the  box: 
After  feeding  on  Iris  ptty, 
How  he  closely  sneaks  away, 
Thnjigh  the  bedp  and  -down  the  furrow 
Tin  he  gets  into  his  buirow: 
Then  die  bee  to  godier  hon^. 
And  the  little  bladchaired  coney. 
On  a  bank  for  tunny. place. 
With  her  forefeet  wash  her  face; 
Are  not  these,  with  thousands  moe 
Than'the  courts  of  kings  do  know, 
The  true  pleasing  spirit's  sights 
That  may  breed  true  love's  delights? 
But  with  all  this  happiness, 
.To  behold  that  Shepherdess,., 
To  whose  eyes  all  'shepherds  ]rield 
All  the  fairest  of  the  field, 
—  Fair  Aglaia,  in  whose  face 
Lives  the  shepherd's  highest  grace; 
For  whose  sake  I  say  and  swear, 
^  the  passions  that  1  bear. 
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Had  I  got  aiUngly  grace, 
1  would  leave  my  kingly  place 
And  in'  heart  be  truly  ghd 
To  become  a  countrj'  lad; 
Hard  to  lie,  and  go  full  bare. 
And  to  feed  on  hungry  fare. 
So  I  might  but  live  to  be 
Where  1  might  but  sit  to  see 
Once  a  day,  or  all  da/  long, 
Tlie  sweet  subject  cff  my  song: 
In  Aglaia's  only  eyes 
All  my  worldly  paradise. 

N.  Breton 

Come  Follow  Me,   Ye  Country 

Lasses 
/"^OME  follow  me,  you  country  lasses, 
^^  And  you  shall  see  such  sport  as  passes 
You  shall  dance  and  I  will  sing; 
Pedro,  he  shall  rub  the  string; 
Each  shall,  have  a  I6ose-bodied  gown 
Of  green,  and  laugh  till  you  lie  down. 
Come  follow  me,  come  follow,  &c. 

You  shall  have  CEOVBt  of  roaes,  daisies, 
Buds  where  the'''l»ney'maiLer  graces;. 
You  shall'' titste  the- goUm  di^i. 
Such  as  in  wax-chamber  lies: 
What  fruit' please  you  taste,. fredy  pull, 
Till  you  have  all  your  bellss  full. 
CoqlaMtow  ma,  come  follow,  be. 

•  J.  Fltielm-  on  IF,  Roudey 
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384..  Country  GUe 

"LTAYMAKERS,  rakers,  reapers,  w<l  mowers, 
■*-  ■*■    Wait  on  your  Sunnner-QuecD ; 
Dress  up  with  muslc-iose  her  eglantine  boners. 
Daffodils  strew  the  green; 
Sing,  dance,  and  play, 
Tis  holiday; 
The  sun  does  bravely  ehine 
On  our  ears  of  com. 
Rich  as  a  pearl 
Comes  every  girl, 
"niis  is  mine,  this  is  mine,  diis  is  mine; 
Let  us  die,  ere  away  they  be  home. 

Bow  to  the  Sun,  to  our  (^Ofin,  and  that  fair  one 

Come  to  b^hoM  our  sports: 
Each  bonny,  lass  here  is  counted  a  rare  onC) 
As  those  m  prince's  courts. 
These  and  we 
With  country  glee,, 
Will  teach  the  woods  to  resound. 
And  the  hills  with  echoes  hollow:' 
Skipping  lambs 
Theb  blodng  dam^ 
'Mongst  kids  iha^  trip  it  round;  .t 

For  joy  thus  our^weocW  -^e  ft^ow.  . 

Wind,  jo^y  huntsmen,  your  meu  bugles  slirBly, 
Hounds  make  a'lukty  ciyj:  .         i  .'         .^ 

Spring  op^  yoii  falconers,  die,  putiidge^  freely, 
Then  let  yoitr  fcrave'ihawks  8y. 
34ft 
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Horses  amain. 
Over  ridge^  over  i^aui^ 
The  dogs  hzve  the  stag  in  chaie; 
Tis  a  spon  to  content  a  kiii^  :<  '       '  , 

So  hd,  hol    through  the  skiea. 
How  the  proud  bird  Bies, 
And  sousing  kills  with  a  grace  I     ' 
Now  the  deer  falls;  hark,  how  they  ring  I 

r.  DMer 

S^S-    What  Pleasure  Have  Great  Princes 

\\THAT  pleasure  have  great  princes 

'     More  dainty  to  their  choice 
Than  herdsmen  wild,  who  careless 
In  quiet  life  rejoice. 
And  foniine's  fate  not  fearing 
Sing  sweet  in  summer  morning  f 

Their  dealings  plain  and-  iightfirf, 

Are  void  of  all  deceit; 

They  n^er  know  how  spit^iil. 

It  is  to  kneel  and  wait 

On  favourite  presumptuous 

Whose  pride  is  vain  and  sUmptuouB. 

All  day  their  flocks  each  tendeth; 
At  nt^it,  diey  :take  dieir  rest; 
More  quiet  dian  vibo  icndeth  . 
His  ship  into  dtc  Ean,  : 
When  gM  and  pead  sat  plenty; 
But  gettihg,  very  dainty.  : 
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For  lawyers  and  their  pleading. 
They  'steem  it  not  a  straw; 
They:thinL  that  honest  meatikig 
Is  of  itsdf  a  law; 
Whence  conMiehce  judgeth  [dajnly, 
They  spend  no  moiiey  vainfy. 

O  hzpfiy  who  thus  lire^  t     -  -    -  - 
Not  caring  much  for  gold; 
With  clothing  which  sufficeth 
To- keep  him  from  the  cold. 
Though  poor  and  plain  his  diet 
Yet  merry  it  is,  and  quiet. 


386.        The  Shepherd's  Wij^s  Song 

A  H,  what  is  love  i    It  is  a  pretty  thing, 
'^  ^  As  sweet  unto  a  shepherd  as  a  king; 

And  sweeter  too;    - 
For  kings  have  cares  that  wait  upon  x  prown 
And  cares  can  malce.tbe  sweetest  Ipve  t^  frown. 

Ah  thent  ah  th^,  ' 

If  country  loves  such  sweet  desires  do  gfin, 
What  lady  would  not  love  a  shepherd  swain? 

His  flocks  are  folded,  iia  romes  hone  kt.  ni|^t, 
As  meny  ai  a  king  in  his  dElighc; 

And  merrier  (»>; 
For  kings  bethinlt  then  what  tfie  stated  Inquire, 
Where  ^epherds  cafdess  carol  by  ihe  fike: 
■348 
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Ah  dien,  ah  then. 
If  couatiy  lo««s  such  sweet  derins  do  gain, 
What  tady  would  not  tove  a  she^ierd  swain  i 

He  kisseth  first,  then  sits  as  blithe  to  eat 

His  cream  and  curds  as  doth  the  king  his  mqat; 

And  blither  too: 
For  kings  have  often  fears  when  they  do  sup. 
Where  shepherds  dread  no  poisoD  in  their  cup. 

Ah  then,  ah  then. 
If  country  loves  such  sweet  desires  do  gain. 
What  lady  would  not  love  a  shepherd  swlin?,-.' 

To  bed  he  goes,  as  wanton  then,  I  weeo,  -' 
As  is  a  king  in  dalliance  with  a  ijueen;  -  ^ 

More  wanton  tooj 
For  kings  have  many  griefs  affects  to  inov«, 
Where  shepherds  have  no  greater  grief  than  love: 

Ah  dien,  ah  then. 
If  country  loves  such  sweet  desires  do  gain. 
What  lady  would  not  love  a  shepherd  swain  i 

Upon  his  couch  of  straw  he  sleeps  as  sound 
As  doth  a  king  Upon  his  beds  of  down; 

More  sounder  too; 
For  cares  cause  kings  full  oft  their  sleep  to  spill, 
Where  weaty  shepherds  lie  and  snort  their  fill: 

Ah  then,  ah  then, 
If  country  loves'  sudi  sweet  desiiCs  do  gaio. 
What  lady  irdiM'  not  love  a  dtepherd  swai*  ? 
':U9 
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Thus  with  his  wife-  he  spends  the  year,  as  blithe 
As  docfa  the  kii^  at  eveiy  tide  or  sidie; 

Ani  blither  too; 
For  kings  have  wars  and  broils  to  take  in  hand. 
When  shepherd;  laug^  and  love  upon  the  land: 

Ah  then,  ah  then, 
If  countiy  loves  such  sweet  desires  do  gain. 
What  lady  would  not  love  a.  shepherd  swain  J 

R.  Greent 


jS^.'  An  Ode  to  Master  Anthony  Stafford 
to  Hasten  Him  into  the  Country 

f''\)ME,  spur  away, 

^-'    I  have  no  patience  for  a  tongeC  stay. 

But  must  go  dowti 
And  leave  the  chargeable  noise  of  this  great  town: 
I  will  the  tountry  see, 
Where  old  simplicity, 
"niough  hid  in  gray, 
Doth  look  more  gay 
Than  foppery  in  plush  and  scarlet  clad. 
Eaiewelt,  you  city  wits,  that  are 
Almost  at  civil  war  — 
Tis  time  that  I  grow  vrise,  when  all  the  world  grows  mad 

hlon  of  my  days 

1  will  not  spend  to  gain  an  idiot's  praise; 

Or  to  make  eport 

'  For  lonte^i^t  Puisne  of  the  Inns  of  Court. 
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Then,  worthy  Stafford,  say, 
How  shall  we  spend  the.  day -I 
With  what  dd^hts 
Shorten  the  nights  f 
When  from  this  tumult  we  are  got  secure. 
Where  mirth  with  all  her  freedom  goes. 
Yet  shall  no  finger  lose; 
Where  every  word  is  thought,  and  eveiji  thought  is  pure  i 


There  from  the  tree 
Well  cherries  plodc,  and  pick  the  strawberry; 

And  every  day 
Go  see  the  wholesome  country  girls  make  hay. 
Whose  brown  hath  bvdier  grace 
Than  any  painted  face 
That  I  do  know 
Hyde  .Park  can  show : 
Where  I  had  rather  gain  a  kiss  than  meet 
(Though  some  of  them  in  greater  state 
Might  court  my  love  with  plate) 
The  beauties  of  the  Cheap,  and  wiyes  of  Lombard  Street 

But  think  upon 
Some  other  pleasutes:  these  to  me  art  none. 

Why  do  I  prate 
Of  women,  that  are  things  agailst  my  fate  I 
r  never  mean  to  wed 
That  t»rture  to  my  bed: 
My-Mase  it  she      -■<■ 
.  My  IcweshaU  be.   ,.  ■::■-■        ■     ' 
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Let  downs  ga  neatth  and  htks :  when  I  am  gme 
And  dis  greaC'bugbear,  grisly  E>eath, 
Shall  take  this  idle  breath. 
If  I  a  poem  leave,  that  poem  it  my  son. 

Of  this  no  motel 
We'll  rather  taste  the  bright  Pomona's  store. 

'  No  fruit  shall  'scape 
Our  palates,  from  the  damson  to  the  grape. 
Then,  fiiU,  we'll  seek  a  shade, 
And  bear  what  music's  made; 
How  Philomel 
Her  tale  doth  tell. 
And  hcrw  the  other  birds  do  (ill  the  quire; 
The  thrush  and  blackbird  tend  their  throats, 
Warbling  melodious  notes; 
We  will  all  sports  OKJoy  vdiich  others  but  desire. 

Ours  is  the  sky. 
Where  at  what  fowl  we  please  our  hawk  shall  fly: 

Nor  will  we  spare 
To  hunt  the  crafty  fox  or  timorous  hare; 
But  let  our  hounds  run  loose 
:  In  any  ground  they  dioose; 
The  bu<±  shall  fall,  , 
the  stag,  and  all. 
Our  pleasures  must  fnAn^their  own  ^aarrants  be, 
For  to  my  Muse,  if  not  tome; 
I'm  sure  all  game,  is  free; 
Heaven,  earth,  are  all  but  pans  of  her  great  royalty. 
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And  when  we  mean 
To  taste  of  Bacchus'  blessings  now  and  then, 

And  drinic  by  stealth 
A  cap  or  two  to  noble  Baikley's  healdi, 
I'll  take  my  pipe  and  try 
The  Phrygian  tndody; 
Which  he  that  hears, 
Lets  through  his  ears 
A  madness  to  distempM:  all  the  btaio: 
Then  i  another  pipe  will  take 
And  Doric  music  make. 
To  civilize  with  giavei  notes  our  wits  again. 

T.  Randolpb 

388.  Epilhalamium 

T   ET  Mother  Earth  now  deck  herself  in  flowers, 
■^'  To  see  her  offspring  seek  a  good  increase. 
Where  justesi  love  doth  vanquish  Cupid's  powers, , 
And  war  of  thoughts  is  swallowed  up  in  peace, 
Which  never  may  decrease, 
But,  like  the  turtles  fair. 
Live  one  in  two,  a  well-united  pair: 
Which  that  no  chance  may  stain, 
0  Hymen  I   long  their  coupled  joys  maintain  I 

0  Heaven!    awake,  show  forth  thy  stately  face; 
Let  not  these  slumbering  clouds  thy  beauties  hide,- 
But  with  thy  cheerful  presence  help  to  grace 
The  honest  Bridegroom  and  the  baehful. Bride; 
Whose  loves  may  ever  bide, 

3S3 
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Like  to  the  elm  and  vine. 
With  mutual  embracements  them  to 

In  which  delightful  pain, 
O  Hymen  I   long  their  coupled  joys 


Ye  Muses  all!    which  chaste  affects  allow 
And  have  to  Tbyrsis  shewed  your  secret  slcill. 
To  this  chaste  love  your  sacTed  favours  bow; 
And  so  to  liitn  and  her  your  gifts  distill 
That  they  all  vice  may  kill. 
And,  like  to  lilies  pure, 
May  please  all  eyes,  and- spotless  may  endure: 

Where  that  all  bliss  may  reign, 
O  Hymen  I    long  their  coupled  joys  maintabl 


Ye  Nymphs  which  in  the  waters  empire  have  I 
Since  Thyrsis'  music  oft  doth  yield  you  praise. 
Grant  to  the  thing  which  we  for  Thyrsis  crave: 
Let  one  time  r~-  but  long  first  —  close  up  their  days. 
One  grave  their  bodies  seize; 
And,  like  two  rivers  sweet 
When  they  though  divers  do  together  meet, 

One  stream  both  streams  contain! 
O  Hymeiil    long  their  coupled  joys  maintain! 

Pan!  father  Pan,  the  god  of  silly  sheep! 
Whose  care  is  cause  that  they  in  number  grow, — 
Have  much  more  care  of  them  that  them  do  keep. 
Since  from  these  good  the  others'  good  doth  Aqw; 

And  make  their  issue  show 

In  number  like  the  herd 
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Of  TOunglings  which  thyself  with  love  hast  reared. 

Or  like  the  drops  of  ram  t 
O  Hymen  I    long  dieir  coupled  joys  maintain  I 

Virtue,  if  not  a  God,  yet  God's  chief  parti 
Be  thou  the  knot  of  this  theit  open  vow: 
That  still  he  be  her  head,  she  be  his  heart; 
He  lean  to  her,  she  unto  him  do  bow; 
Each  other  still   allow, 
Like  oak  and  mistletoe; 
Her  strength  from  him,  his  praise  from  her  do  growl 

In  which  most  lovely  train, 
O  Hymen  I    long  their  coupled  joys  mabtainl 

But  thou,  foul  Cupid,  sire  to  lawless  lust ! 
Be  thou  far  hence  with  thy  empoisoned  dart. 
Which,  though  of  glittering  gold,  shall  here  take  rust, 
Where  simple  love,  which  cbasteness  doth  impart, 
Avoids  thy  hurtful  art, 
Not  needing  charming  skill 
Such  minds  with  sweet  affections  for  to  (ill: 

Which  being  pure  and  plain, 
0  Hymen  I    long  their  coupled  joys  maintain  I 

All  churlish  words,  shrewd  answers,  crabbed  looks. 
All  privateness,  self-seeking,  inward  spile, 
All  waywardness  which  nothing  kindly  brooks. 
All  strife  for  toys  and  claiming  master's  right,  — 
Be  hence  aye  put  to  flight; 
All  stirring  husband's  hate 
'Gainst  neighbours  good  for  womanish  debate 

Be  fled,  as  things  most  vain  I 
O  Hymen  I    long  their  coupled  joys  maintain  I 
355 
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But  abtiw  all,  away  vile  jealousy. 
The  evil  of  evils,  just  cause  to  be  unjusti 
How  can  he  love,  suspecting  treacheiyf 
How  can  she  love,  where  love  cannot  win  trust? 
Go,  snake!    hide  thee  in  dust; 
Nor  dare  once  show  thy  face 
Where  open  hearts  do  hold  so  ccuistant  place 

That  they  thy  sting  restrain! 
O  Hymen  I    long  their  coupled  joys  maintain  I 

The  Earth  is  decked  widi  flowers  the  Heavens  displayed; 
Muses  grant  gifts,  Nymphs  long  and  joined  life; 
Pan,  store  of  babes,  virtue  their  thoughts  well  stayed; 
Cupid's  lust  gone,  and  gone  is  bitter  strife. 
Happy  man!    happy  wife! 
No  pride  shall  them  oppress. 
Nor  yet  shall  yield  to  loathsome  sluttishness; 

And  jealou^  is  slain, 
For  Hymen  will  their  coupled  joys  maintain! 

Sir  P.  SiJney 

SSg.  Bridal  Song 

CYNTHIA,  to  thy  power  and  thee 
We  obey. 
Joy  to  this  great  company! 

And  no  day 
Come  to  steal  this  ni^t  away 

Till  the  rites  of  love  are  ended, 
And  the  lusty  bridegroom  say. 
Welcome,  light,  of  all  befriended  I 
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Pace  out,  you  watery  powers  below; 

Let  your  feet, 
Like  the  galleys  when  they  row. 

Even  beat; 
X^  your  unknown  measures,  set 

To  the  still  winds,  tell  to  all 
That  gods  aie  come,  immonal, .  grea^ 
To  honour  this  great  nuptial  I 

7.  FletebtT 

390.  The  Bridal  Song 

DEACE  and  silence  be  the  guide 
To  the  man  and  to  the  bride  I 
If  there  be  a  )oy  yet  new 
In  matriage,  let  it  fall  on  you, 

That  all  the  woild  may  wonder! 
If  we  should  itay,  we  ehould  do  worse. 
And  turn  our  blessing  to  a  curse 
By  keeping  you  asunder. 

F.  Beaumont 

A  Bridal  Song 

13  OSES,  their  sharp  spines  being  gome, 
■'-^  Not  royal  in  their  smells  alone, 

But  in  their  hue; 
'  Maiden  pinks,  of  odour  faint, 
Daisies  smell-less,  yet  most  quaint. 

And  sweet  thyme  true; 

Primrose,  first-born  child  of  Ver; 
Merry  spring-time's  harbinger. 
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With  hare-bells  dim ; 
Oxiips  in  their  cradles  growing. 
Marigolds  on  deathbeds  blowing, 

Larks'-heel  trim; 

All  dear  Nature's  children  sweet 
Lie  'fore  bride  and  bridegroom's  feet. 
Blessing  their  sense! 

Not  an  angel  pf  the  air. 
Bird  melodious,  or  bird  fair. 
Be  absent  hence! 

The  crow,  the  slanderous  cuckoo,  nor 
The  boding  raven,  nor  chough  hoar, 

Nor  chattering  pye, 
May  on  our  bride  bouse  perch  or  sing. 
Or  with  them  any  discord  bring, 

But  from  it  €yl 

IF.  Shalutpiare,  or  J.  FleUber 

3gz.  Epitkalamium 

"V/^E  learned  sisters,  which  have  oftendnws 
-''     Beene  to  me  ayding,  others  to  adome. 
Whom  ye 'thought  worthy  of  your  graceful  rymes, 
That  even  the  greatest  did  not  greatly  scome 
To  heate  theyr  names  sung  in  your  simple  layes. 
But  joyed  in  tbeyr  praise; 

And  when  ye  list  your  owne  mishaps  to  moume, 
Which  death,  or  low,  or  fortunes  wreck  did  rayse. 
Your  string  could  soone  to  sadder  tenor  tume, 
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And  teach  the  woods  and  waters  to  lament 

Your  doleful  dretiment: 

Now  lay  those  sotrowfuU  Complaints  aside; 

And,  having  all  your  heads  with  giriands  crowtid, 

Hdpe  me  mine  owne  loves  prayses  to  resound| 

Ne  let  the  same  of  any  be  envide: 

So  Orpheus  did  for  his  owne  bride  I 

So  1  unto  my  selfe  alone  will  sing; 

l^e  woods  shall  to  me  answer,  and  my  Ecdio  nng. 

Early,  before  the  worlds  light-giving  lampe 

His  golden  beame  upon  the  hils  doth  spred. 

Having  disperst  the  nights  unchearefull  dampe,' 

Doe  ye  awake;    and,  with  fresh  lus^-hed, 

Go  to  the  bowre  of  my  heloved  love. 

My-  truest  tuitle  dove; 

Bid  her  awake;   for  Hymen  is  awake, 

And  long  since  ready  forth  his  maske  to  move, 

With  his  blight  Tead  that  flames  with  many  a-  flake. 

And  many  a  bachelor  to  waite  on  him. 

In  theyr  ftesh  garments  tiim. 

Bid  her  awake  therefore,  and  soone  her  dighr, 

For  lol   the  wished  day  is  come  at  last. 

That  shall,  for  all  the  paynes  and  sorrowes  past. 

Pay  to  >ier  usury  of  long  delight : 

And,  whylest  she  doth  her  dight. 

Doe  ye  to  her  of  joy  and  solace  sing. 

That  all  the  woods  may  answer,  and  your  eccho  ring. 

Bring  with  you  all  the  Nymphes  that  you  can' heare 
Bodi  of  the  rivets  and  the  forrests  greene. 
And  6F  tht  sea  rfiat  neighbours' to  her  neare;' 
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Al  witfa  gay  gitlands  goodly  wel  beseene. 

And  let  them  also  with  them  biing  in  hand 

Ano^et  gay  giiland 

.pot  my  fayre  love,  of  liUyes  and  of  loses. 

Bound  trudova  wise,  with  a  blew  silke  riband. 

And  let  them  make  great  store  of  bridale  poses. 

And  let  them  eeke  bring  stoie  of  other  Bowers, 

To  deck  the  bridaU  bowers. 

Aad  let  the  ground  wheieas  her  foot  shall  tread. 

For  feare  the  stones  her  tender  foot  should  wrong, 

Be  strewed  with  fragrant  flowers  all  along. 

And  diapred  lyke  the  discolored  mead. 

Which  done,  doe  at  her  chamber  dore  awayt. 

For  she  will  waken  strayt; 

The  whiles  doe  ye  this  tang  unto  her  sing. 

The  woods  shall  to  you  answer,  and  your  Eccho  ring. 


Ye  Nymphes  of  Mulla,  which  with  careful!  heed 
The  silver  scaly  trouts  doe  tend  full  well. 
And  greedy  pikes  which  use  therein  to  feed : 
CThose  trouts  and  pikes  all  others  doo  excel!;) 
And  ye  likewise,  which  keep  the  rushy  lake. 
Where  none  doo  hshes  take; 
Bynd  up  the  locks  the  which  hang  scattered  light. 
And  in  his  waters,  which  your  mirror  make. 
Behold  your  faces  as  the  christall  bright. 
That  when  you  come  whereas  my  love  doth  lie. 
No  blemish  she  may  spie. 

And  eke,  ye  lightfoot  mayds,  which  keep  the  deere. 
That  on, the  hoary  mquntayne  used  to  towre; 
And  the  ^Ide  wolves,  which  sHce  ihtta  to  devours 
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With  your  Steele  daits  doo  chace  from  coming  neer; 

Be  also  present  heere, 

To  heipe  to  decke  her,  and  to  help  to  sing, 

That  all  the  woods  may  answer,  and  your  eccho  ring. 

Wake  now,  my  love,  awake  I    for  it  is  time; 

The  Rosy  Mome  long  since  left  Tithones  bed. 

All  ready  to  her  silver  coche  to  clyme; 

And  Phoebus  gins  to  shew  his  glorious  had. 

Hark  I    how   the    cheerefull    birds    do  chaunt  thcyi 

laies 
And  Carroll  of  Loves  praise. 
The  meny  Larke  hit  mattins  sings  aloft; 
The  Thrush  replyes;  the  Mavis  descant  playes^  -. 
The  Ouzel!  shrills;   the  Ruddock  warbles  soft; 
So  goodly  all  agree,  with  sweet  consent,  , 

To  this  dayes  merriment. 

Ah!    my  deere  love,  why  doe  ye  steepe  chus  long? 
When  meeter  were,  that  ye  should  now  awake, 
T'awayt  the  comming  of  your  joyous  make. 
And  hearken  to  the  birds  love-learned  song. 
The  deawy  leaves  among! 
For  they  of  joy  and  pleasance  to  you  sing. 
That  all  the  woods  them  answer,  and  theyr  ecchpring. 

My  love  is  now  awake  out  of  her  dreames. 
And  her  fayre  eyes,  like  stars  that  dimmed  were 
With  darksome  cloud,  now  shew  theyr  goodly  beams 
More  bright  then  Hesperus  his  head  doth  rere. 
Come  now,  ye  damzels,  daughters  of  delight, 
HeIpe  quickly  her  to  dight: 
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But  first  come  ye  fayre  houres,  which  were  begot 

In  Joves  sweet  paiadice  of  Day  and  Night; 

Which  doe  the  seasons  of  the  yeace  allot. 

And  al,  that  ever  in  this  world  is  fayre. 

Doe  make  and  siill  repayie: 

And  ye  three  handmayds  of  the  Cypiian  Qaeeae, 

The  which  doe  still  adorne  her  beauties  pride, 

Heipe  to  addome  my  beautifuliest  btide: 

And,  as  ye  her  array,  still  throw  betweene 

Some  graces  to  be  seene; 

And,  as  ye  use  to  Venus,  to  her  sing, 

The  whiles  the  woods  shal  answer,  and  your  eccho  ring. 

Now  is  my  love  ail  ready  forth  to  come: 
Let  all  the  virgins  therefore  well  awayt: 
And  ye  fresh  boyes,  that  tend  upon  her  groome, 
Prepare  yourselves;    for  he  is  comming  strayt. 
Set  all  your  things  in  seemely  good  anay, 
Fit  for  so  joyfull  day: 
The  joyfulst  day  that  ever  sunne  did  see. 
Faire  Sun !    shew  forth  thy  favourable  ray. 
And  let  thy  lifull  heat  not  fervent  be. 
For  feare  of  burning  her  sunshyny  face, 
Her  beauty  to  disgrace. 
O  fayrest  Phoebus!    father  of  the  Musel 
If  ever  I  did  honour  thee  aright, 
Or  sing  the  thing  that  mote  thy  mind  delight, 
Poe  not  thy  servants  simple  boone  refuse; 
Bift  let  this  day,  let  this  one  day,  be  myne; 
Let  aU  the  rest  be  thine. 
Then  I  thy  soverayne  prayses  loud  wil  sing, 
That  all  the  woods  shal  answer,  and  theyr  eccho  ring. 
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Haricel    hon  the  Minstrils  gin  to  shrill  abud 
Their  meriy  Musick  that  resounds  from  far, 
The  pipe,  the  tahor,  and  the  cieinbling  Croud, 
That  well  agree  withouten  breach  or  jar. 
But,  most  of  all,  the  Damzels  doe  delite 
When  they  their  tymbrels  smyte, 
And  thereunto  doe  daunce  and  carrol  sweet. 
That  all  the  sences  they  doe  ravish  quite; 
The  whyles  the  boyes  run  up  and  downe  the  stieeti 
Crying  aloud  with  strong  confused  noyce. 
As  if  it  were  one  voyce, 
Hymen,  io  Hymen,  Hymen,  they  do  shout; 
That  even  to  the  heavens  theyr  shouting  shrill 
Doth  reach,  and  all  the  firmament  doth  (ill; 
To  which  the  people  standing  all  about. 
As  in  approvance,  doe  thereto  applaud. 
And  loud  advaunce  her  laud ; 
And  evermore  they  Hymen,  Hymen  sing. 
That    al    the    woods    them  answer,  and  theyt  eccho 
ring. 

Loe!   where  she  comes  along  with  portly  pace,' 

Lyke  Phoebe,  from  her  chamber  of  the  East,  - 

Arysing  forth  to  ran  her  mighty  race. 

Clad  all  in  white,  that  seemes  a  virgin  best. 

So  well  it  her  beseemes,  that  ye  would  weene 

Some  angell  she  had  beene. 

Her  long  loose  yellow  locks  lyke  golden  wyre,  ' 

Sprinckled  with  perle,  and  perling  flowies  atweene. 

Doe  lyke  a  golden  mantle  her  attyre; 

And,  being  crowned  with  a  girland  greene, 

Seeme  lyke  some  mayden  Queene. 
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Her  modest  eyes,  abated  to  behold 
So  many  gazera  as  on  hei  do  stare. 
Upon  the  lowly  ground  affixed  are; 
Ne  dare  lift  up  her  countenance  too  bold. 
But  blush  to  heaie  her  piayses  sung  so  loud. 
So  farre  fiom  being  proud. 
Nathlesse  doe  ye  still  loud  her  prayses  sing. 
That   all    the  woods  may    answer,  and    your   eccho 
ring. 

Tell  me,  ye  merchants  daughters,  did  ye  see 

So  fayre  a  creature  in  your  towne  before; 

So  sweet,  so  lovely,  and  so  mild  as  she, 

Adorned  with  beautyes  grace  and  vertues  store? 

Her  goodly  eyes  lyke  Saphyres  shining  bri^t. 

Her  forehead  yvory  white, 

Her  cheekes  lyke  apples  which  the  sun  hath  nidded, 

Her  lips  like  cherryes  charming  men  to  byte. 

Her  brest  like  to  a  bowle  of  creame  uncrudded. 

Her  paps  lyke  lyllies  budded. 

Her  snowie  neck  lyke  to  a  marble  towre; 

And  all  her  body  like  a  pallace  fayxt. 

Ascending  up,  with  iDany  a  autely  stayre. 

To  honours  seat  and  chastities  sweet  bowre. 

Why  stand  ye  still  ye  virgins  in  amaze. 

Upon  her  so  to  gaze, 

Whiles  ye  forget  your  former  lay  to  sing. 

To  which  the  woods  did  answer,  and  your  eccho  ring? 

But  if  ye  saw  that  which  no  eyes  can  see. 
The  inward  beauty  of  her  lively  spright, 
Gamisht  with  heavenly  guifts  of  high  degree, 
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Much  more  then  would  ye  wonder  at  that  sigb^ 

And  stand  astonisht  lyke  to  those  which  ued 

Medusaes  mazeful  hed. 

TTiere  dwels  sweet  love,  and  constant  chastuy. 

Unspotted  fayth,  and  comely  womanhood. 

Regard  of  honour,  and  mild  modesty; 

There  veitue  raynes  as  Queenc  in  royal  throne. 

And  giveth  lawes  atone. 

The  which  the  base  affections  doe  obay, 

And  yeeld  theyr  services  unto  her  will; 

Ne  thought  of  thing  uncomely  ever  may 

Thereto  approch  to  tempt  her  mind  to  ill. 

Had  ye  once  scene  these  her  celestial  threasures. 

And  [in revealed  pleasures, 

Then  would  ye  wonder,  and  her  prayses  sing, 

That  al  the  woods  should  answer,  and  your  echo  ring. 

Open  the  temple  gates  unto  my  love, 

Open  them  wide  that  she  may  enter  in, 

And  all  the  postes  adome  as  doth  bebove. 

And  all  the  pillours  deck  with  girlands  trim, 

Foi  to  receyve  this  Saynt  with  honour  deif. 

That  commeth  in  to  you. 

With  trembling  steps,  and  humble  reverence, 

She  commeth  in,  before  th'  Almighties  view; 

Of  her  ye  virgins  leame  obedience. 

When  GO  ye  come  into  those  holy  places, 

To  humble  your  proud  faces: 

Biing  her  up  to  dv'  high  altar,  that  she  may 

The  sacred  ceremonies  there  partake. 

The  which  do  endlesse  matrimony  make; 

And  let  the  taring  Organs  loudly  play 
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"Hie  praisei  of  the  Loid  in  lively  notet; 
The  nliiles,  with  hollow  throates. 
The  Choristers  the  joyous  Aniheme  sing, 
That  al  the  woods  may  answere,  and   their   eccho 
ring. 

Behold,  whiles  she  before  the  altar  stands. 

Hearing  the  holy  priest  that  to  her  speakes. 

And  blesseth  her  with  his  two  happy  hands. 

How  the  red  roses  flush  up  in  her  cheekes, 

And  the  pure  snow,  with  goodly  vermill  stayne 

Like  crimsin  dyde  in  grayne: 

That  ev«i  th'  Angels,  which  contbually 

About  the  sacred  Altare  doe  remaine, 

Forget  their  service  and  about  her  fly, 

Ofte  peeping  in  her  face,  that  seems  more  (ayie, 

The  more  they  on  it  stare. 

But  her  sad  eyes,  still  fastened  on  the  ground. 

Are  governed  with  goodly  modesty. 

That  suffers  not  one  looke  to  glaunce  awiy. 

Which  may  let  in  one  little  thought  unsownd. 

Why  blush  ye,  love,  to  give  to  me  your  hand, 

The  pledge  of  all  our  band ! 

Sing,  ye  sweet  Angels,  Alleluya  sing, 

That  all  the  woods  may  answere,  and  your  eccho  ring. 

Now  at  is  done:   bring  home  the  bride  againe; 
Bring  home  the  triumph  of  our  victory: 
Brii^  hrane  with  you  the  glory  of  her  gaine 
With  joyance  bring  her  and  with  jollity. 
Never  had  man  more  joyful  day  then  this, 
Whom  heaven  would  heape  with  blis, 
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Make  f«ast  therefore  now  all  di is  live-long  day; 
This  day  for  ever  to  me  boly  is. 
Pmire  out  the  nine  without  restraint  or  ttay, 
Poun  not  by  cups,  but  by  die  belly  full, 
Poure.ont  to  all  that  wull. 
And  sprinkle  all  the  poMcs  and  wals  with  wine, 
That  they  may  sweat,  and  drunken  be  withall. 
Crowne  ye  God  Bacchus  with  a  coronall, 
And  Hymen  also  crowne  with  wreathes  of  vine; 
And  let  the  Graces  daunce  unto  the  rest. 
For  they  can  doo  it  best: 

The  whiles  the  maydens  doe  theyr  carroll  sing. 
To  which  the  woods  shall  answer,  and  tbeyr  eccho 
ring. 

Ring  ye  the  bels,  ye  yong  men  of  the  towne. 
And  leave  your  wonted  labors  for  this  day: 
This  day  is  holy;    doe  ye  write  it  downe, 
That  ye  for  ever  it  remember  may. 
This  day  the  sunne  is  in  his  chiefest  hight, 
With  Bamaby  the  bright, 
Fnnn  whence  declinnig  daily  by  degrees. 
He  somewhat  loseth  of  his  heat  and  light. 
When  once  the  Crab  behind  his  back  he  sees. 
But  lot  this  rime  it  ill  ordained  was, 
To  chose  the  longest  day  in  all  the  yeare, 
The  shortest  night,  when  longest  fitter  weave: 
Yet  never  day  so  long,  but  late  would  paste. 
Ring  ye  the  bels,  to  make  it  weare  away. 
And  bonefiers  make  all  day; 
And  daunce  about  them,  and  about  them  sing. 
That  all  the  woods  may  answer,  and  your  eccho  ring, 
36? 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


THE  BOOK  OF  I 

Ah  I    when  will  tftis  long  weaiy  day  have  end. 
And  lende  me  leave  to  come  unto  my  bvef 
How  slowly  do  the  houres  theyr  numbm  spefx)  ? 
How  slowly  does  sad  Time  his  feathers  move? 
Hast  thee,  O  fayrest  Planet,  to  thy  home. 
Within  the  Westeme  fome: 
Thy  tyred  steedes  long  since  have  need  of  tcBt. 
Long  thou^  it  be,  at  last  I  see  it  gloome. 
And  the  biight  evening-star  with  golden  creast 
Appeare  out  of  the  East. 

Fayte  childe  of  beauty  I  glorious  lampe  of  love  f 
That  all  the  host  of  heaven  in  rankes  doost  lead, 
And  guydest  lovers  through  the  nights  sad  dread. 
How  chearefully  thou  lookest  from  above. 
And  seemst  to  laug^  atweene  thy  twinkling  li^it; 
As  joying  in  the  sight 

Of  these  glad  many,  which  foi  joy  doe  sing, 
Tliat    all  the   woods  them  answer,  and    their  echo 
ring. 

Now  ceasse,  ye  damsels,  your  delights  fote-past; 
Enough  it  is  that  all  the  day  was  youres: 
Now  day  is  doen,  and  night  is  nighing  fast, 
Now  bring  the  Bryde  into  the  brydall  bonres. 
The  night  is  come,  now  soon  her  disaray. 
And  in  her  bed  her  lay; 
Lay  bet  in  lillies  and  in  violets. 
And  silken  couneins  over  her  display. 
And  odourd  sheetes,  and  Arras  coveriets. 
Behold  how  goodly  my  faite  love  does  ly, 
In  proud  humility  I 
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Like  unto  Maia,  when  as  Jove  her  took 

In  Ttmpe,  lying  on  the  flowry  gras, 

Twixt  sleepe  and  wake,  after  she  weary  was, 

With  bathing  in  the  Acidalian  brookc. 

Now  it  is  night,  ye  damEels  tnay  be  goo, 

And  leave  my  love  alone. 

And  leave  likewise  your  fonnei  lay  to  sing: 

The  woods  no  more  shall  answeie,  nor  your  echo  ring. 


Now  welcome,  night)    thou  night  so  long  expected, 

That  long  daies  labour  doest  at  last  defray. 

And  all  my  cares,  which  cruell  Love  collected. 

Hast  sumd  in  one,  and  cancelled  for  aye: 

Spread  thy  broad  wing  over  my  love  and  me. 

That  no  man  may  us  see; 

And  in  thy  sable  mantle  us  enwrap. 

From  feare  of  perrill  and  foule  horror  free. 

Let  no  false  treason  seeke  us  to  entrap. 

Nor  any  dread  disquiet  once  annoy 

The  safety  of  our  jtfy; 

But  let  the  night  be  caltne,  and  quietsome. 

Without  tempestuous  storms  or  sad  afray: 

Lyke  as  when  Jove  with  fayre  Alcmena  lay. 

When  he  begot  the  great  Tirynthian  groofne; 

Or  lyke  as  when  he  with  thy  selfe  did  lie 

And  begot  Majesty. 

And  let  the  mayds  and  yong  men  cease  to  suig; 

Ne  let  the  woods  them  answer  nor  theyr  eccbo  ring. 

Let  no  lamenting  ciyes,  nor  doleful  teares 
Be  heard  all  nig^t  within,  nor  yet  without: 
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Ne  let  false  whispers,  breeding  hidden  feares, 

Breake  gentle  sleepe  with  misconceived  dout. 

Let  no  deluding  dreames,  nor  dreadrull  sights. 

Make  sudden  sad  affrights; 

Ne  let  house-fyres,*nor  lightnings  helpelesse  haimes, 

Ne  let  the  Pouke,  nor  other  evill  sprights, 

Ne  let  mischivous  witches  with  theyr  channes, 

Ne  let  hob  Goblins,  names  whost  sence  wc  see  not. 

Fray  us  with  things  that  be  not; 

Let  not  the  shriech  Oule  nor  the  Storke  be  heard. 

Nor  the  night  Raven,  that  still  deadly  yels: 

Nor  dammed  ghosts,  cald  up  with  mighty  spels, 

Nor  griesly  vultures,  make  us  once  affeard; 

Ne  let  th'  unpleasant  Quyre  of  Frogs  still  croking 

Make  us  to  wish  theyr  choking. 

Let  none  of  these  theyr  drery  accents  sing; 

Ne    let   the   woods  them    answer,   nor   theyr    eccho 


But  still  let  Silence  trew  night-watches  keepe. 

That  sacred  Peace  may  in  assurance  rayne. 

And  tymely  Sleep,  when  it  is  tyme  to  sleepe, 

May  poure  his  limbs  forth  on  your  pleasant  playne; 

The  whiles  an  hundred  little  winged  loves. 

Like  divers-fethered  doves, 

Shall  fly  and  flutter  round  about  your  bed. 

And  in  the  secret  darke,  that  none  reproves, 

Tbetr    prety    stealthes  shal   norke,    and   snares  shal 

spread 
To  6lch  away  sweet  snatches  of  delight, 
Conceald  throu^  covert  ni^t. 
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Ye  sonnes  of  Vehus,  play  your  spom  at  will  I 

For  greedy  pleasure,  carelctse  of  your  toyee. 

Thinks  more  upon  her  paradise  of  foyes, 

Then  what  ye  do,  albe  it  good  or  ill. 

All  n^ht  therefore  attend  your  merry  play, 

For  it  niU  soone  be  day ; 

Now  none  doth  hinder  you,  that  say  or  sing; 

Ne  will  the  woods  now  answer,  nor  your  Eccho  ring. 

Who  is  the  same,  which  at  my  window  peepes  ? 

Or  whose  is  that  faire  face  that  shines  so  bright  ? 

Is  it  not  Cinthia,  she  that  never  sleepes. 

But  walkes  about  high  heaven  al  the  night? 

OI    fayrest  goddesse,  do  thou  not  envy 

My  love  with  me  to  spy: 

For  thou  likewise  didst  love,  though  now  unthought. 

And  for  a  fleece  of  wooll,  which  privity 

Tlie  Latmian  shepherd  once  unto  thee  brought. 

His  pleasures  with  thee  wrought. 

Therefore  to  us  be  favourable  now; 

And  sith  of  wemens  labours  thou  hast  chai^ 

And  generation  goodly  dost  enlarge, 

Encline  thy  will  t'efFect  our  wishfull  tow. 

And  the  chaste  wombe  informe  with  timely  seed. 

That  may  our  comfort  breed; 

Till  which  we  cease  our  hopefull  hap  to  sing; 

Ne  let  the  woods  us  answere,  nor  our  Eccho  ring. 

And  thou,  great  Juno  I   which  with  awful  might 
The  lawes  of  wedlock  still  dost  patronize; 
,\nd  the  religion  of  the  faith  Rrst  plight 
With  sacred  rites  hast  taught  to  solemnize; 
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And  e^e  for  comfort  often  called  art 

Of  women  in  their  smart; 

Eternally  bind  ihoa  this  Sorely  band, 

And  all  thy  blessings  unto  us  impart. 

And  thou,  glad  GenuisI    in  whose  gentle  hand 

The  bridale  bowre  and  genial)  bed  remaine. 

Without  blemish  oi  staine; 

And  the  tweet  pleasures  of  theyr  loves  delight 

With  secret  ayde  doest  succor  and  supply. 

Til!  they  bring  forth  the  fruitfull  progeny; 

Send  us  the  timely  fruit  of  this  same  night. 

And  thou,  fayre  Hebe!    and  thou,  Hymen  freel 

Grant  that  it  may  so  be. 

Till  which  we  cease  your  further  prayse  to  wng; 

Ne  any  woods  shall  answer,  nor  your  Eccho  ring. 

And  ye  high  heavens,  the  temple  of  the  god^ 

In  which  a  thousand  torches  flaming  bright 

Doe  bume,  that  to  us  wretched  earthly  clods 

In  dreadful  darknesse  lend  desired  light; 

And  all  ye  powers  which  in  the  same  remayne. 

More  then  we  men  can  fayne  I 

Poure.  out  your  blessing  on  us  plentiously. 

And  happy  influence  upon  us  raine, 

That  we  may  raise  a  large  posterity. 

Which  from  the  earth,  which  they  may  long  possesse 

With  lasting  happinesse, 

Up  to.  your  haughty  patlaces  may  mount; 

And  for  the  guerdon  of  theyr  glorious  merit. 

May  heavenly  tabernacles  there  inherit, 

Of  blessed  Saints  for  to  increase  die  count. 
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So  let  us  rest,  sweet  love,  in  hope  of  this, 
And  cease  till  then  our  tymely  joyes  to  sing: 
The  woods  no  more  us  answer,  aox  our  eccho  ring  1 

Song/    made  in  lieu  of  many  ornaments. 

With  which  my  love  should  July  have  been  deet. 

Which  cutting  off  through  hatly  accidents, 

Ve  would  not  stay  your  Jew  lime  to  enpect. 

But  promist  both  to  recompens; 

Be  unto  her  a  goodly  ornament. 

And  for  short  time  an  endlesse  montment. 

E.  Spenser 

393-  Epiihalamion  Teratos 

/"'OME,  come,  dear  Night,   Love's  mart  of  kiss 
^-^     Sweet  close  of  his  ambitious  line. 
The  fruitful  summer  of  his  blisses. 
Love's  glory  doth  in  darkness  shine. 

O  come,  soft  rest  of  cares!   come.  Night  I 

Come,  naked  Virtue's  only  tire, 
The  reap&d  harvest  of  the  light 
Bound  yp  in  sheaves  of  sacred  6ce. 
Love  calls  to  war; 
Sighs  his  alarms, 
Lips  his  swords  are. 
The  field  his  arms. 

Come,  Night,  and  lay  thy  velvet  laAd 
On  glorious  Day's  outfacing  face; 

And  all  thy  crowned  flames  command 
For  torches  to  our  nuptial  grace 
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Love  calls  to  war; 

Sighs  his  alarms, 
Lips  his  swords  are, 

The  field  his  arms. 

No  need  have  we  of  factious  Day, 

To  cast,  in  envy  of  thy  peace, 
Hei  balls  of  discord  in  diy  way; 
Here  Beauty's  day  doth  never  cease; 
Day  is  abstracted  here, 
And  varied  in  a  triple  sphere, 
Hero,  Alcmane,  Myra,  so  outshine  thee. 
Ere  thou  come  here,  let  Thetis  thiice  refine  thee, 

Sighs  his  alarms. 

Lips  his  Ewoids  are, 

The  field  his  anns. 

G.  Chapman 

3g4.  EpitheUamium 

T  TPI   youths  and  virgins  I    up,  and  praise 
^-^    The  God  whose  n^hts  outshine  bis  daysl 
Hymen,  whose  hallowed  rites 
Could  never  boast  of  brighter  lights; 
Whose  bands  pass  liberty. 
Two  of  your  troop,  that  wjth  the  morn  were  free, 
Are  now  waged  to  his  war; 

And  what  they  are. 
If  you'll  perfection  see. 
Yourselves  must  be. 
Shine,  Hespeiusl    shine  forth,  thon  wi^M  star! 
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What  joys  or  hoDonrs  can  compare 
With  holy  nuptials,  when  they  aie 

Made  out  of  equal  parts 
Of  years,  of  states,  of  hands,  of  hearts; 
When  in  the  happy  choice 
The  spouse  and  ^>oused  have  foremost  voice  I 
Such,  glad  of  Hymen's  war. 

Live  what  they  are 
And  long  perfection  see: 
And  such  ours  be. 
Shine,  Hesperus  I    shine  forth,  thou  wished  stati 

The  solemn  slate  of  this  one  night 
Were  fit  to  last  an  age's  light; 

But  there  are  rites  behind 
Have  less  of  state  and  more  of  kind: 
Love's  wealthy  crop  of  kisses. 
And  fruitful  harvest  of  his  mother's  blisses. 
Sound  then  to  Hymen's  warl 

That  what  these  are. 
Who  will  perfection  see 
May  hasie  to  be. 
Shine,  Hesperusl    shine  forth,  thou  wished  start 

Love's  Commonwealth  consists  of  toys; 
His  Council  are  those  antic  boys, 

Games,  Laughter,  Sports,  Delights, 
That  triumph  with  him  on  these  nights: 
To  whom  we  must  give  way. 
For  now  their  reign  begins,  and  lasts  till  day. 
They  sweeten  Hymen's  war. 
And  in  that  jar 
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Make  all,  that  mairied  be, 
Perfection  see. 
Shine,  Hesperus!    shine  forth,  thou  wished  nail 

'  Why  stays  the  bridgegroom  to  inva^ 
Her  that  would  be  a  matron  made  ? 

Good-night !    whilst  yw  we  may 
Good-night  to  you  a  vii^tn  say. 
To-mcrrow  rise  the  same 
Yout  mother  is,  and  use  a  ooUer  namel 
Speed  well  in  Hymen's  war, 

That  what  you  are, 
By  your  perfection,  we 
And  all  may  seel 
Shine,  Hesperus!    shine  forth,  diou  wished  starl 

To-night  is  Venus'  vigil  kept, 

This  night  no  bridegroom  ever  slept; 

And  if  the  fair  bride  do. 
The  married  say  'tis  his  fault  too. 
Wake  then,  and  let  your  lights 
Wake  too,  for  they'll  tell  nothmg  of  your  nights. 
But  diat  in  Hymen's  war 

You  perfect  are; 
And  such  perfection  we 
Do  pray  should  be. 
Shine,  Hesperus!    shine  forth,  thou  wished  starl 

That,  eie  the  rosy  fingered  Mom 
Behold  nine  moons,  there  may  be  bom 

A  babe  to  uphold  the  fame 
Of  Radcliffe's  blood  and  Ramsay's  name; 
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That  may,  in  his  gieat  stei. 
Wear  the  long  honours  of  his  father**  deed. 
Such  fruits  of  Hymen's  war 

Most  perfect  ate; 
And  all  perfection  we 
Wish  you  should  see. 
Shine,  Hesperus!    shine  fonh,  thou  wislicd  stall 

B.  Joruon 

3gS.  Proihalamion 

/'^ALME  was  the  day,  and  dirou^  the  trembling  ayie 
^-'     Sweet-breathing  Zephyrus  did  softly  play 
A  gentle  spirit,  that  lightly  did  delay 
Hot  Titan's  beanies,  which  then  did  glyster  fayre; 
When  I,  (whom  sullein  care. 
Through  discontent  of  my  long  fruitlesse  stay 
In  Princes'  Court,  and  expectation  vayne 
Of  idle  hopes,  which  still  do  fly  away 
Like  empty  shaddowcs,  did  afflict  my  brayne) 
Walked  forth  to  ease  my  payne 
Along  the  shoare  of  silver-streaming  Themmes; 
Whose  rutty  Bancke,  the  which  his  River  hemmes. 
Was  paynted  all  with  variable  flowers. 
And  all  the  meades  adomd  with  daintie  gemmes. 
Fit  to  decke  maydens  bowres. 
And  crowne  their  Paramours 
Against  the  Brydale  day,  which  is  not  long: 
Sweete  Themmes  t    runne  softly,  till  I  end  my  Song. 

There,  in  a  Meadow,  by  the  Rivers  side, 
A  Flocke  of  Nymphs  I  chaunced  to  espy. 
An  lovely  Daughters  of  the  Flood  thereby. 
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With  goodly  greenish  locks,  all  loiose  iintyde, 
As  each  had  bene  a  Biyde; 
And  each  one  had  a  little  wiclcei  basket, 
Made  of  fine  twigs,  encrayled  curiously, 
In  which  they  gathered  flowen  to  fill  their  flaAet, 
And  with  fine  Fingers  ctopt  full  feateously 
The  tender  stalkes  on  hye. 
Of  CYeiy  sort,  which  in  that  Meadow  grew. 
They  gathered  some;    the  Violet,  pallid  blew, 
,  The  little  Dazie,  that  at  evening  closes, 
.The  virgin  Litlie,  and  the  Primrose  trew. 
With  store  of  vermeil  Roses, 
To  decke  their  Brid^iomes  posies 
Against  the  Biydale  day,  which  was  not  long: 

Sweete  Themmes  I   runne  softly,  tiU  I  end  my  Sotig. 

With  that  I  saw  two  Swannes  of  goodly  hewe 

Come  softly  swimming  downe  along  the  Lee; 

Two  fairer  Birds  I  yet  did  never  see; 

The  snow,  which  doth  the  top  of  Pindus  strew 

Did  never  whiter  shew, 

Nor  Jove  himselfe,  when  he  a  Swan  would  be, 

For  love  of  Leda,  whiter  did  appeare; 

Yet  Leda  was  (they  say)  as  white  as  he. 

Yet  not  so  while  as  these,  nor  nothing  neare; 

So  purely  white  ihey  were 

That  even  the  gentle  streame,  the  which  them  bare, 

Seem'd  foule  to  them,  and  bad  his  billowes  spare 

To  wet  their  silken  feathers,  lest  they  might 

Soyle  their  fayte  plumes  with  wat«t  not  so  fayre, 
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And  marre  their  beauties  bright, 
That  shone  as  Heaven's  light. 
Against  their  Brydale  day,  which  was  not  long: 
Sweete  Themmest    runne  softly,  till  I  end  my  S<Mig. 

Eftsoons  the  Nymphes,  which  now  had  Flowers  their  fill. 
Ran  all  in  haste  to  see  that  silvei  brood 
As  they  came  Roating  on  the  Christal  Flood; 
Whom  when  diey  sawe,  they  stood  amazed  still. 
Their  wondring  eyes  to  fill; 
Them  seem'd  they  never  saw  a  sight  so  fayte, 
Of  Fowles,  so  lovely,  that  they  sure  did  deeme 
Them  heavenly  home,  or  to  be  that  same  payre 
Which  ihraugh  the  Skie  draw  Venus  silver  Teeme; 
For  sure  they  did  not  seeme 
To  be  b^ot  of  any  earthly  Seede, 
But  rather  Angels,  or  of  Angels  breede; 
Yet  were  they  bred  of  Satqers-heat,  they  say. 
In  sweetest  Season,  when  each  Flower  and  weede 
The  earth  did  fresh  aray; 
So  fresh  they  seem'd  as  day. 
Even  as  their  Brydale  day,  which  was  not  long: 
Sweete  ThemmesI    runne  softly,  till  I  end  my  S«lg> 

Then  forth  they  all  out  of  dieir  baskets  drew 
Great  store  of  Flowers,  the  honour  of  the  field. 
That  to  the  sense  did  fragrant  odours  yield. 
All  which  upon  those  goodly  Birds  they  threw 
And  all  the  Waves  did  strew, 
That  like  old  Peneus  Waters  they  did  seeme. 
When  downe  along  by  pleasant  Tempes  shore 
Scattred  with  Flowers,  through  Thessaly  they  streeme, 
3f9 
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That  ihey  appeare,  through  LUIies  plenteous  Btoie, 
Like  a  Biydes  Chambec-flore. 

Two  of  those  N^phef,  meane  whQe,  two  Garlands  bound 
Of  freshest  Flowres  which  in  that  Mead  thtj  found, 
The  which  ptesenting  all  in  trim  Array, 
Their  mowie  Foreheads  therewithal  they  ciownd, 
Whil'st  one  did  sing  this  Lay 
Prepai'd  against  that  Day, 
Against  their  Biydale  day,  which  was  not  long: 
Sweet  Themmes  1   run  softly,  till  I  end  my  Song. 


'  Ye  gentle  Birdes  I    the  worlds  faire  ornament. 
And  Heavens  glorie,  whom  this  happie  hower 
Doth  leade  unto  your  lovers  blisfull  bower, 
Joy  may  you  have,  and  gentle  hearts  content 
Of  youT  loves  coitplement; 
And  let  faire  Venus,  that  is  Queene  of  Love, 
With  her  heart-quelling  Sonne  upon  you  smile. 
Whose  smile,  they  say,  hath  vertue  to  reraove 
All  Loves  dislike,  and  friendships  fauitie  guile 
For  ever  to  assnile. 

Let  end]este  Peace  your  steadfast  heatts  accord. 
And  blessed  Plentie  wait  upon  your  bord; 
And  let  your  bed  with  pleasures  cbast  abound, 
That  fniitfull  issue  may  to  you  afford. 
Which  may  your  foes  confound. 
And  make  your  joyea  redound 
Upon  your  Brydale  day,  which  is  not  long: 
Sweete  Thnnmest   tunne  softly,  till  I  end  my  Song.' 
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So  ended  she;    and  all  the  rest  atound 
To  her  redcnibled  (hat  her  undetvong, 
Which  said  their  biydale  daye  should  not  be  long: 
And  gentle  Eccho  from  the  neighbour  ground 
Their  accents  did  resound. 
So  forth  those  joyous  Bitdes  did  passe  along 
Adowne  the  Lee,  that  to  them  muimurde  low. 
As  he  would  speaks,  but  that  he  lackt  a  toug, 
Yet  did  by  signes  his  ^d  affection  show, 
Making  his  streame  run  slow. 
And  all  the  fbule  which  in  his  flood  did  dwell 
Gan  Sock  about  these  twaine,  that  did  excell 
The  rest,  so  far  as  Cynthia  doth  shend 
The  lesser  starres.    So  they,  enranged  well. 
Did  on  those  two  attend. 
And  their  best  service  lend 
Agamst  their  wedding  day,  which  was  not  long: 
Sweete  Themmes  I ,  runne  softly,  till  I  end  my  Song. 


Ac  length  diey  all  to  mery  l,ondon  came. 

To  mery  London,  my  most  kindly  Nurse, 

That  to  me  gave  thb  Lifes  first  native  sourse, 

Though  from  another  place  I  take  my  name. 

An  house  of  ancient  fame : 

There  when  they  came,  whereas  those  bricky  towres 

The  which  on  Themmes  brode  aged  back  do  tyde. 

Where  now  the  studious  Lawyers  have  their  bowers. 

There  whylcHne  wont  the  Templar  Knights  to  byde, 

Till  they  decayd  through  pride; 

Next  whereunto  th<tre  standes  a  Mately  placed 

Where  oft  I  gayned  gifts  and  goodly  grace 
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Of  that  great  Lord,  which  therein  wont  to  dwell. 
Whose  want  too  well  now  feeles  my  fiiendles  caK; 
But  ahl   here  fits  not  well 
Olde  woes,  but  joyw,  to  teU 
Against  the  Btydale  day,  which  is  not  long: 
Sweete  Themmes  1   ninne  softly,  till  I  end  my  S<»ig. 

Yet  therein  now  doth  lodge  a  noble  Peer, 

Great  Englands  gloiy,  and  the  Worlds  wide  wonder, 

Whose  dreadfutl  name  late  through  all  Spaine  did  thunder, 

And  Hercules  two  pillars  standing  neere 

Did  make  to  quake  and  fearet 

Faire  branch  of  Honour,  flower  of  Chevahiel 

That  fiUest  England  with  thy  triumphes  fame 

Joy  have  thou  of  thy  noble  vietorie, 

And  endlesse  happinesse  of  thine  owne  name 

That  promiseth  the  same; 

That  through  thy  prowesse,  and  victorious  atmes 

Thy  country  may  be  freed  from  forraine  harmes, 

And  great  Elisaes  glorious  name  may  ring 

Through  al  the  world,  fil'd  with  thy  wide  Alannes, 

Which  some  brave  Muse  may  sing 

To  ages  following; 

Upon  the  Brydate  day,  which  is  not  long: 

Sweete  Themmes  I    runne  softly,  till  I  end  my  Song. 

From  those  bi^  Towers  this  noble  Lord  issuing. 
Like  Radiant  Hesper,  when  his  gdden  hayre 
In  th'  Ocean  billowes  he  hath  bathed  fayre. 
Descended  tQ.the  Rivers  open  viewing 
With  a  great  traine  ensuing. 
fit 
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Above  tbe  rest  were  goodly  to  bee  secne 
Two  gentle  Knights  of  lovely  face  and  feature, 
Beseeming  well  the  bower  of  anie  Queene, 
With  gifts  of  wit,  and  ornaments  of  nature, 
Fit  for  so  goodly  stature, 

That  like  the  twins  of  Jove  they  seem'd  in  sight, 
Which  deck  the  Bauldricke  of  the  Heavens  bright; 
They  two,  forth  pacing  to  the  Rivers  side. 
Received  those  two  faire  Brides,  their  Loves  delight; 
Which,  at  th'  appobted  tyde. 
Each  one  did  make  his  Bryde, 
Against  their  Brydale  day,  which  is  not  long: 
Sweete  Themmesi    ninne  sofdy,  till  I  end  my  Song. 
E.  Speiutr 


3g6.  HderCs  Epithalamhim 

T   IKE  as  the  rising  morning  shows  a  grateful  lightening, 
■*— '    When  sacred  night  is  past  and  winter  now  lets  loose 

the  spring, 
So  jittering  Helen  showed  among  the  maids,    lusty    and 

tall. 
As  is  the  furrow  in  a  field  that  far  outsiretcheth  all, 
Or  in  a  garden  is  a  Cypress  tree,  or  in  a  trace 
A  steed  of  Thessaly,  so  she  to  Sparta  was  a  grace, 
No  damsel  with  such  works  as  she  her  baskets  used  to  (ill. 
Nor  in  diverse  coloured  web  a  woof  of  greater  skill 
Doth  cut  from  off  the  loom :   nor   hath   such   songs   and 

Unto  her  dainty  harp,    b  Dian's    and    Minerva's  praise, 
3^3 
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As  Helen  hath.  In  whose  bright  eyes  all  Loves  and  Graces 

be. 
O  fair,  O  lovely  maid,  a  matron  riow  is  made  of  thee; 
But  we  niti  every  spring  unto  the  leaves  in  meadows  go 
To  gather  garlands  sweet,  and  there  not  with  a  little  woe. 
Will  often  think  of  thee,  O  Helen,  as  the  suckling  Iambs 
Desire  the  strouting  bags  and  presenceof  their  tender  dams; 
We  all  betimes  for  thee  a  wreath  of  Melitoc  will  knit, 
And  i>n  a  shady  plane  for  thee  will  safely  fasten  it, 
And  all  betimes  for  thee,  under  a  shady  plane  below, 
Out  of  a  silver  box  the  sweetest  ointment  will  bestow. 
And  letters  shall  be  written  in  the  bark  that  men  may  see 
And  read.  Do  humble  reverence,  for  I  am  Helen's  tree. 

Sir  E.  Dyer 

Sgf.  The  Fay's  Marriage 

Mertilla,  Claia,  Clorii 

A  NYMPH  ii  married  to  a  Fay, 
^'*  Great  preparations  for  the  day; 

All  rites  of  nuptials  they  recite  you. 
To  the  hridal  and  invite  you. 

Mertilla 
But  will  our  Tita  wed  this  Fay  ? 

Claia 
Vea,  and  to-morrow  is  the  day. 
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But  why  should  she  bestow  herself 
Upon  this  dwarfish  faiiy  elf? 

Why,  by  her  smallness  you  may  find 
Tliat  she  is  of  the  fairy  kind. 
And  therefore  apt  to  choose  her  make 
Whence  she  did  her  beginning  take: 
Besides  he's  deft  and  wondrous  airy. 
And  of  the  noblest  of  the  Fairy, 
Chief  of  the  Crickets  of  much  fame. 
In  Fairy  a  most  ancient  name. 
But  to  be  brief,  'tis  clearly  done. 
The  pretty  wench  is  wooed  and  won. 

If  this  he  so,  let  us  provide 

The  ornaments  to  fit  our  bride; 

For  they  knowing  she  doth  com^ 

From  us  in  Elysium, 

Queen  Mab  will  look  she  should  be  drest 

In  those  attires  we  think  our  best; 

Therefore  some  curious  things  let's  give  her, 

Ere  CO  her  spouse  we  her  deliver. 


[II  have  a  jewel  for  her  ear 

(Which  for  my  rake  lH  have  her  wcalX 

3S5 
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Tshall  be  a  dewdrop,  and  therein 

Of  Cupids  I  will  have  a  twia, 

Which  struggling,  with  their  wings  shall  break 

The  bubble,  out  of  which  shall  leak 

So  sweet  a  liquor,  as  shall  move 

Each  thing  that  smells,  to  be  in  love. 

Believe  me,  girl,  this  will  be  fine, 
And,  to  this  pendent,  then  take  mine; 
A  cup  in  fashion  of  a  fly. 
Of  the  lynx'  piercing  eye. 
Wherein  there  sticks  a  sunny  tay. 
Shot  in  throk^h  the  clearest  day, 
Whose  brightness  Venus'  self  did  move 
Therein  to  put  her  drink  of  love, 
Which  for  more  strength  she  did  distil. 
The  limbeck  was  a  phccnix'  quill; 
At  this  cup's  delicious  brink, 
A  fly  approaching  but  to  drink, 
Like  amber,  or  some  precious  gum, 
It  transparent  doth  become. 

Chrh 
For  jewels  for  her  ears  she's  sped ; 
But  for  a  dressing  for  her  head 
I  diink  for  het  I'll  have  a  tire 
That  all  the  Fairies  shall  admire: 
The  yellows  in  the  fiilt-blown  rose,    . 
Which  in  the  top  a  doth  inclose. 
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Like  dropa  of  gold  ore  flball  be  bung 

Upm  her  tresses,  and  among 

Those  scattered  ^eds  (the  eye  to  please) 

The  wings  of  the  cantharides: 

With  some  o'  the  rainbow  that  doth  rail 

Those  moons  in,  in  the  peacock's  tail: 

Whose  dainty  colours  being  mixed 

With  the  other  beauties,  and  so  fixed, 

Her  lovely  tresses  shall  appear 

As  though  upon  a  flame  they  were. 

And,  to  he  sure  they  shall  be  gay. 

We'll  take  those  feathers  from'the  jay; 

About  her  eyes  in  circlets  set. 

To  be  our  Tiia's  coronet. 

MertitL 
Then,  dainty  gtrlr,  I  make  no  doubt* 
But  we  shall  neatly  send  her  out: 
But  let's  amongst  ourselves  agree 
Of  what  her  wedding  gown  shall  be. 

Claia 
Of  pansy,  pink,  and  primrose  leaves. 
Most  curiously  laid  on  in  threaves: 
And,  all  eoibrotdiiy  I  to  tuppjlyt 
Powdered  with  flowen  <^  rosemai;y; 
A  trail  about  the  skirt  shall  run. 
The  silk-conn's  Snest,  npwly  spun 
And  eveiy  seam  the.  nymphs  shall  sew 
With  the  smallest  of  the  spinoer's  clue: 
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And  having  done  dieir  worl,  again 
These  Co  the  chttroh  shall  bear  her  tram; 
Which  foi  our  Tita  we  veil  make 
Of  the  cast  slon^.of  a  snake, 
Whidi^  quiveibig  as  ihe  wind  do^  bk>w, 
The  siin  shall  it  Uke  tmsel  show. 

And  being  led  to  meet  her  mate. 

To  make  sure  diat  she  want  no  state, 

Moons  from  the  peacock's  tail  we'll  shred, 

With  feathers  from  the  pheasant's  head; 

Mixed  with  the  plume  of,  so  high  price. 

The  precious  bird  of  Paradise; 

Which  to  make  up  our  nymphs  shall  ply 

Into  a  curious  canopy, 

Borne,  o'er  hei.kead,  by  our  enquiry, 

By  elfs,  the  fittest  of  the  Fairy; 

Mtrtilh 
But  all  this  while  we  have  forgot 
Her  buskins,  neighbours^  have  we  not  7 

We  had,  for  dioee  I'll  fit  her  now*   ^ 

They  shsfl  be  of  the  tady-eow! 

The  dainty  fihell  upon  her  back  '    ■'■   " 

Of  crimson  strewed  with  spots  of  bkiek;'  ■ 

Which  as  she  holdfi  a  statelf  pacei  - 

Her  leg  wHl  wonderfully  grace.  ■   ' 
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Cloris 
But  thett  for  music  of  the  best, 
This  must  be  thought  on  for  the  feasL 

Minilla 
The  nightingale  of  birds  most  choice 
To  do  her  best  shall  strain  her  voice; 
And  to  this  biid  to  make  a  set. 
The  marvis,  merle,  and  robinet. 
The  lark,  the  linnet,  and  the  thrush. 
That  make  a  chpir  of  every  bush. 
But  for  sdll  music,  we  will  keep 
The  wren,  and  titmouse,  which  to  sleep 
Shall  sing  the  bride,  when  she's  alone. 
The  rest  into  their  chambers  gone. 
And,  like  those  upon  ropes  that  walk. 
On  gossamer,. from  stalk  to  stalk. 
The  tripping  fairy  tricks  shall  play 
The  evening  of  the  wedding-day. 

CJaia 
But,  for  the  bride-bed,  what  were  fit. 
That  hath  not  been  talked  of  yet.  ' 

Clorij 
Of  leaves  of  roBes  white  and  red. 
Shall  be  the  covering  of  her  bed,  ■ 
The  cuRains;  Valence;  tester,  all,     ■'■■'■' 
Shallbe  the  flower  imperial: 
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And  (or  the  fringe,  it  all  along 
With  azuie  harebells  shall  be  hung; 
or  lilies  shall  the  pillows  be. 
With  down  stuffed  of  the  butterfly. 

Mertilla 
Thus  far  we  handsomely  have  gon^ 
Now  for  our  p  roth  alam  ion. 
Or  marriage  song,  of  all  the  rest 
A  thing  that  much  must  grace  our  feattp 
Let  us  practise,  then,  to  sing  it 
Ere  we  before  the  assembly  bring  it; 
We  in  dialogues  must  do  it; 
Then,  my  dainty  girls,  set  to  it. 

This  day  must  Tita  married  be; 
Come,  nymphs,  this  nuptial  let  us  see. 


But  is  it  certain  that  ye  say? 
Will  she  wed  the  noble  Fay? 

Sprinkle  the  dainty  flowers  with  dews. 
Such  as  the  gods  at  banquets  use: 
Let  herbs  and  weeds  turn  all  to  rose*. 
And  make  proud  the  posts  with  posies; 
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Shoot  your  sweets  into  the  air. 
Charge  the  morning  to  be  fair. 


Claia  and  MirtiUa 
For  our  Tita  is  this  day 
To  be  married  to  a  Fay. 


By  whom,  then,  shall  oiir  bride  be  led 
To  the  temple  to  be  wed  f 


Only  by  yourself  and  I ; 

Who  that  roomth  should  else  supply  f 


Come,  bright  girls,  come  all  together, 
And  bring  aQ  your  offerings  hither, 
Ye  most  brave  and  buxom  bevy, 
All  your  goodly  graces  levy. 
Come  in  majes^  and  state 
Our  bridal  here  to  celebrate. 


Mertilla  and  Clai. 
For  our  Tita  is  this  day 
Married  to  a  noble  F&y, 
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Whose  lot  will't  be  the  way  to  strow. 
On  which  to  church  oui  bride  must  go  i 

MirliUa 
That  I  think  as  lit'st  of  all 
To  lively  Leiipa   will  fall. 

Summon  all  the  sweets  that  are. 

To  this  nuptial  to  repaii; 

Till  with  their  throngs  themselves  they  smother, 

Strongly  stifling  one  another; 

And  at  last  they  all  consume. 

And  vanish  in  one  rich  perfume. 

Mertilla  and  Claia 
For  our  Tita  is  this  day 
Married  to  a  noble  Fay. 

Mtnilla 
By  whom  must  "Hta  married  be  f 
Til  fit  we  all  to  that  should  see. 


The  priest  he  purposely  doth  come, 
The  Arch-FIamen  of  Elysium. 
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Chris 
With  tapers  let  the  temples  ihine. 
Sing  to  Hymen  hymns  divine; 
Load  the  altars  till  there  rise 
Clouds  from  the  burnt  sacrifice; 
With  your  censers  sling  aloof 
Their  smells,  till  they  ascend  the  loof. 

Mtrtilla  and  Claia 
For  our  Tita  is  this  day 
Married  to  a  noble  Fay. 


But  comii^  hack  when  she  is  wed, 
Who  breaks  the  calce  above  her  head  F 


That  shall  Mettilla,  for  she's  tallest, 
And  our  Tita  is  the  smallest. 


Clorh 
Violins,  strike  up  aloud. 
Ply  the  gittem,  scour  the  crowd, 
Let  the  nimble  hand  belabour 
The  whistling  pipe,  and  drumbling  tabor: 
To  the  full  the  bagpipe  rack, 
Tni  the  sweUing  leather  crack. 
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MertiUa  and  Claia 


For  our  Tita  is  this  day 
Married  to  a  noble  Fay. 


But  when  to  dine  she  takes  her  seat, 
What  shall  be  out  Tita's  meat  i 


The  gods  this  feast,  as  to  begin. 
Have  sent  of  their  ambrosia  in. 


Clorit 
Then  serve  we  up  the  straw's  rich  berry. 
The  respas,  and  Elysian  cherry; 
The  virgin  honey  from  the  flowers 
In  Hybla,  wrought  in  Flora's  bowers; 
Full  bowls  of  nectar,  and  no  girl. 
Carouse  but  in  dissolved  pearl. 

Merlilla  and  Claia 
For  our  Tita  is  this  day 
Married  to  a  noble  Fay. 


But  when  night  comes,  and  she  r 
To  bed,  dear  nymphs,  what  must 
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In  the  posset  must  be  brought, 

And  points  be  from  the  bridegroom  caught. 

In  masks,  in  dances,  and  delight. 
And  rare  banquets  spend  the  night; 
Then  about  the  room  we  ramble. 
Scatter  nuts,  and  for  them  scrambk; 
Over  stools  and  tables  tumble. 
Never  thmk  of  noise  nor  rumble. 


Mertilla  and  Claia 
For  our  Tita  is  this  day 
Married  to  a  noble  Fay. 

M.  Drayloi 


3g8.        A  Ballad  Upon  a  Wedding 

T  TELL  thee,  Dick,  where  I  have  been, 
-^    Where  1,  the  rarest  things  have  seen; 
O,  things  without  compare  I 
Such  sights  again  cannot  be  found 
In  any  place  on  English  ground. 
Be  it  at  Wake  or  Fair. 


At  Charing  Cross,  hard  by  the  way 
Where  we  (thou  know'stl)  do  sell  our. hay. 
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There  is  a  house  with  stairs; 
And  there,  did  I  see  coming  down 
Such  folic  as  are  not  in  our  town, 

For^  at  least,  in  pairs. 

Amongst  the  rest,  one  pest'lent  fine 

(His  beard  no  hi^eT,  thou^,  than  thine) 

Walked  on  before  the  rest. 
Our  landlord  looks  like  nothing  to  him; 
The  King  (God  bless  him  I),  'twould  undo  h 

Should  he  go  still  so  drest. 

At  Course-a-Park,  without  all  doubt, 
He  should  have  first  been  taken  out 

By  all  the  Maids  i'  th'  town; 
Though  lusty  Roger  there  had  been 
Or  little  George  upon  the  Green, 

Or  ViiKent  of  the  Crown. 

But  wot  you  iriiat  ?    The  Youdi  was  going 
To  make  an  end  of  all  his  wooing. 

The  Parson  for  him  stayed; 
Yet,  by  his  leave,  for  all  his  haste. 
He  did  not  so  much  wish  all  past, 

Perchance,  as  did  the  Maid. 

The  Maid  (and  thereby  hangs  a  tale  I); 
For  such  a  Maid  no  Whitsun-Ale 

Could  ever  yet  produce; 
No  grape  that  's  kindly  ripe  could  be 
So  round,  BO  plump,  so  soft,  as  She; 

Nor  half  so  full  of  juice  I 
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Her  Finger  wu  sa  small,  the  ting 
Would  BDt  Eta^  on;   which  they  did  brin^ 

It  was  too  wide  a  peck; 
And  to  say  truth,  (for  out  it  must) 
It  looked  like  the  ^at  collar  (}ua) 

About  our  young  colt's  neck. 

Her  Feet,  beneath  her  petticoat. 
Like  little  mice  stde  in  and  out, 

As  if  they  feared  the  light: 
But  O,  She  dances  such  a  way! 
No  sun,  upot)  dti  Eaater  Day, 

Is  half  so. fine  a  aig^. 

Her  Cheeks  so  rare  a  white  w«s  on; 
No  daisy  tn;^es  comparison; 

Who  sees  them  is  undcmc; 
For  streaks  of  red  were  mingled  there. 
Such  as  are  on  a  Kathenne  pear 

(The  side  ^at's  next  (he  sun). 

Her  lips  were  red,  and  one  was  thin 
Compared  (o  that  was  next  her  chin, 

Some  bee  had  stung  it  newly: 
But,  Dick!    her  Eyes  so  guard  her  face; 
I  durst  no  ipore  upon  them  gaze. 

Than  on  the  sun  in  July. 

Her  Moudi  so  small,  when  she  doet  sptak,  - 
Thou'dst  swear  her  teeth,  her  words  did  break, 
That  they  m^ht  passage  get: 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


THE  BOOK  OF 

But  She  so  handled  soil  the  nutter. 

They  came  as  good  as  ours,  or  better; 

And  ate  not  spent  a  whit  I  .  .  . 

Just  in  the  nick,  the  Cook  knocked  thricct 
And  all  the  Waiters,  in  a  trice, 

His  summons  did  obey; 
Each  Serving  Man,  with  dish  in  hand. 
Marched  boldly  up,  like  our  Trained  Band, 

Presented,  and  away  1 

When  all  the  meat  was  on  the  table; 
What  man  of  knife,  <»  teeth,  was  able 

To  stay  to  be  intreatedl 
And  this  the  very  reason  was, 
Before  the  Parson  could  say  Grace, 

The  company  was  seated  I 

The  business  of  the  kitchen  's  great. 
For  it  is  fit  that  men  should  eat; 

Nor  was  it  there  denied. 
(Passion  o'  met    how  I  run  on  1 
There's  that,  that  would  be  thought  upon, 

I  trow,  besides  dte  Bride  I) 

Now,  hats  fly  <^;    and  Youths  carousel 
Healths  first  go  round;    and  then  the  housel 

The  Bride's  came  thick  and  thick; 
And  when  'fcwas  lumed  anodier's  Healdi ; 
Pcriiaps,  he  made  it  hers  by  stealth; 

(And  who  could  help  it,  Dkk  i) 
39> 
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O"  A'  snddoi,  up  they  rise  and  dance; 
Then  sit  again,  and  ag^,  and  glance; 

Then  dance  again  and  kiss! 
Thus,  several  ways,  the  time  did  pass; 
Whilst  every  woman  wished  her  place, 

And  every  man  wished  hisl  .  .  . 

Sir  J.  Suekling 

3gg.      Sepheslia's  Song  to  Her  Child 


W 


EEP  not,  my  wanton,  smile  upon  my  knee; 
When  thou  art  old  there's  grief  enough  for  thee. 
Mother's  wag,  pretty  boy. 
Father's  sorrow,  father's  Joy; 
When  thy  father  first  did  see 
Such  a  boy  by  him  and  me, 
He  was  glad,  I  was  woe; 
Fortune  changed  made  him  SO, 
When  he  left  his  pretty  boy. 
Last  his  sorrow,  first  his  joy. 


Weep  not,  my  wanton,  smile  upon  my  knee. 
When  thou  art  old  there's  grief  enough  for  thee. 

Streaming  tears  that  never  stint. 

Like  pearl-drops  from  a  flint, 

Fell  by  course  from  his  eyes, 

That  one  another's  place  supplies; 

Thus  he  grieved  in  evety  part, 

Tears  of  blood  fell  from  his  heart, 

When  he  left  his  pretty  boy. 

Father's  sorrow,  father's  joy. 
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Weep  not,  tay  wanton,  trtiile  upon  my  knee. 
When  thou  att  old  there's  ^ef  enough  tor  thee. 

The  wanton  smiled,  father  wept. 

Mother  cried,  baby  leapt; 

More  he  crow'd,  more  we  cried, 

Nature  could  not  sorrow  hide: 

He  must  go,  he  must  kiss 

Child  and  mother,  baby  bliss, 

For  he  left  his  pretty  boy. 

Father's  sonow,  father's  joy. 
Weep  not,  my  wanton,  smile  upon  my  knee. 
When  thou  art  old  there's  grief  enough  for  thee. 
R.  Greene 


A  Sweet  LvUaby 

r^OUS.  little  babe,  come,  silly  soul, 
^-'    Thy  father's  shame,  thy  mother's  grief. 
Bom  as  I  doubt  to  all  our  dole. 
And  to  thyself  unhappy  chief: 
Sing  lullaby  and  lap  it  warm. 
Poor  soul  that  thinks  no  creature  harm. 


Thou  little  diink'st  and  less  dost  know 

The  cause  of  this  d)y  mother's  moan; 
Thou  want'st  the  wit  to  wail  her  woe, 
And  I  myseif  am  all  alone :     . 
Why  dost  thou  weep  f   why  doet  thou  waD  I 
And  know'tt  not  yet  what  dost  riwu  ail  ? 
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Come  little  wretch,  —  ah  sUly  heaitl 
Mine  only  joy,  what  can  I  monl 
If  there  be  any  wrong  thy  amait. 
That  may  the  dettmiei  implore: 
Twaa  I,  I  say,  against  my  will; 
I  wail  the  tijne,  but  be  tbou  still 

And  dost  thou  smile?   O,  thy  tweet  facet 

Would  God  himself  he  might  thee  seel  — 
No  doubt  thou  soon  wouldst  purchase  grace, 
I  know  right  well,  for  thee  and  me: 
But  come  to  mother,  babe,  and  play. 
For  father  false  is  fled  away. 

Sweet  boy,  if  it  by  fortune  chance 
Thy  father  home  again  to  send. 
If  death  do  strike  me  with  his  lance, 
Yet  mayst  thou  me  to  him  commend: 
If  any  ask  thy  mother's  name, 
Tell  how  by  love  she  purchased  blam& 

Then  will  his  gentle  heart  soon  yield: 

I  know  him  of  a  noble  mind : 
Although  a  lion  in  the  field, 
A  lamb  in  town  thou  shalt  him  iind; 
Ask  blessing,  babe,  be  not  afraid. 
His  sugar'd  words  hath  me  b^ray'd. 

Tlien  mayst  thou  joy  and  be  ri^t  glad. 
Although  in  woe  I  sean  to  moan; 
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Thy  father  is  no  rascal  lad, 

A  noble  yoa^  of  blood  and  bone: 
His  glancing  looks,  if  he  once  smS^ 
Right  honest  women  may  bc^le. 

Come,  little  boy,  and  rock  asleep; 

Sing  lullaby  and  be  thou  still; 
I,  that  can  do  naught  eke  but  weep. 
Will  sit  by  thee  and  wail  my  fill: 
God  bless  my  babe,  and  lullaby 
From  this  thy  father's  quality. 


N.  Breton 


A  Child's  Grace 

TTERE  a  little  child  I  stand 
■*■■*■     Heaving  up  my  either  hand; 
Cold  as  paddocks  though  they  be, 
Yet  1  lift  them  up  to  Thee, 
For  a  benison  to  fall 
On  OUT  meat  and  on  us  all.   Amen. 

R.  Herrick 


402.  When  That  I  Was  and  a  Little  Tiny 
Soy 


Wl 


HEN  that  I  was  and  a  little  tiny  boy. 
With  hey,  ho,  the  wind  and  the  rain; 
A  fboiifih  thh)g  was  but  a  toy. 
For  the  raio  it  raineih  ereiy  i»f. 
401 
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But  when  1  came  to  man's  eMate, 
With  hey,  ho,  the  wind  and  the  rain; 

'Gainst  knaves  and  thieves  men  shut  tbck  gate. 
For  the  nin  it  raineth  evciy  day. 

But  when  I  came,  alatl  to  wive, 
With  hey,  ho,  the  wind  and  the  rain; 

Sy  swaggering  could  1  never  thrive. 
For  die  rain  it  raineth  evoy  day. 

But  when  I  came  unto  my  beds. 

With  hey,  ho,  the  wind  and  the  rain; 
'With  toss-pots  still  had  dninken  heads. 
For  the  lain  it  taineth  eveiy  day. 

A  great  while  ago  the  world  begun. 
With  hey,  ho,  the  wind  and  the  rain; 

But  that's  all  one,  our  play  b  done. 
And  we'U  strive  (o  please  you  every  day. 

}f.  Shakaptart 

f.  Music 

THEN  idiispcNng  strains  with  weeping  wind 
Distil  soft  passions  through  the  heart; 
And  when  at  every  touch  we  find 
Our  pulses  beat  and  bear  a  part 
When  threads  can  make 
A  heart-string  ache, 
Philosophy 
Can  scarce  deny 
Our  souls  are  made  of  barmoi^. 
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When  unto  heavenly  joys  we  faine 
Whate'er  the  soul  affecteth  most, 
W]udi  on^  thus  we  can  explain 
By  muBic  of  the  heavenly  hoot; 
Whose  lays  we  think 
Make  itars  to  wink, 
Philoaophy 
Can  scarce  deny 
Our  sools  consist  of  bannony. 

O,  lull  me,  lull  mei  channing  aJrl 

My  senses  rock  with  wonder  sweet; 
Like  SDOw  on  wool  thy  fallings  are; 
Soft  like  a  spirit's  are  thy  feet  I 
Grief  who  needs  fear 
That  hath  an  earf 
Down  let  him  lie. 
And  slumbering  die. 
And  change  his  soul  for  hannony. 

0'.  StnJt 

404..    Music  to  Hear,  Why  hear'st  Tkou 

Music  Sadly? 

A^USIC  to  hear,  why  heai'st  thou  music  sadly  I 
■'■'*■  Sweets  with  sweets  war  not,  joy  delights  in  joy, 
Why  lov'st  thou  that  which  thou  receiv'st  not  gladlf. 
Or  else  receivest  with  i^asure  thine  annoy  i 
If  die  true  concord  of  well-tuned  sounds, 
By  unions  manied,  do  offend  thine  car, 
They  do  but  sweetly  ehide  thee,  who  confounds 
In  singleness  the  parts  that:  thou  ^ouldst  bear. 
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Mark  how  one  string,  cweet  husband  to  another. 
Strikes  each  in  each  by  mutual  ordering, 
Resembling  sire  and  child  and  happy  mother 
Who  all  in  one,  one  pleasing  note  do  sing: 
Whose  speechless  song,  being  many,  seeming  one, 
Smgs  this  to  thee:    "Thou  single  wilt  prove  none." 
W.  Shaketpeare 

405.  Orpheus 

/~)RPH£US  with  his  lute  made  trees 
^-^    And  the  mountain-tops  that  freeie 

Bow  themselves  when  he  did  sing: 
To  his  music  plants  and  flowers 
Ever  sprung;    as  sun  and  showers 

There  had  made  a  lasting  spring. 

Everything  Aat  heard  him  play. 
Even  the  billows  of  the  sea, 
Hung  their  heads,  and  then  lay  by. 

Killing  care  and  grief  of  heart 
Fall  asleep,  or  hearing,  die. 

W.  Shakespeare,  or  J.  Fletcher 

406.  To  Music,  to  Becalm  Rts  Fever 

/^HARM  me  adeep,  and  melt  me  so 
^~'    With  Ay  delicious  numbers. 
That,  being  raviEht,  hence  I  go 
Away  in  easy  slumbers. 
Ease  my  sick  head. 
And  make  my  bed, 

*»8 
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Thou  power  that  can«  serer 
From  me  this  ill. 
And  quickly  still, 
Tbou^  thou  not  kill. 
My  ferer. 

Thou  sweetly  canst  convert  the  same 

From  a  consuming  fire 
Into  a  gently  licking  €ame. 
And  make  it  thus  expire. 
Then  make  me  weep 
My  pains  asleep; 
And  give  me  such  reposes 
That  I,  —  poor  I, 
May  think  thereby 
I  live  and  die 
'Mongst  Tosec. 

Fall  on  me  like  the  silent  dew, 
Or  like  those  maiden  showers 
Which,  by  the  peep  of  day,  do  strew 
A  baptism  o'er  the  flowers. 
Melt,  melt  my  pains 
With  thy  soft  strains; 
That,  having  ease  me  given. 
With  full  delight 
I  leave  this  light. 
And  Cake  my  flight 
For  Heavoi, 

R.  Hmiik 
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MZ: 


4oy.      Let  Rhymes  No  More  Disgrace 

•IC,  some  think,  no  music  is 
Unless  she  sing  of  clip  and  kiss 
And  bring  to  wanton  tunes  "  Fie,  fie  I  " 
Or  "Tih-ha  tah-hat"  or  "HI  cryl" 
But  let  such  rhymes  no  more  disgrace 
Music  sprung  of  heavenly  race. 

408.  If  Musk  and  Sweet  Poetry  Agree 

TF  music  and  sweet  poetry  agree, 
*■  As  they  must  needs,  the  sister  and  the  brother. 
Then  must  the  love  be  great  'twixt  thee  and  me. 
Because  thou  lov'st  the  one  and  I  the  other. 
Dowland  to  thee  is  dear,  whose  heavenly  touch 
Upon  the  lute  doth  ravish  human  sense; 
Spenser  to  me,  whose  deep  conceit  is  such, 
As  passing  all  conceit,  needs  no  defence. 
Thou  lov'st  to  hear  the  sweet  melodious  sound 
That  Phosbus'  lute,  the  queen  of  music,  makes; 
And  I  in  deep  delight  am  chiefly  drowned 
Whenas  himself  to  singing  he  betakes: 
One  god  is  god  of  both,  as  poets  feign, 
One  knt^t  loves  both,  and  both  in  thee  remain. 
R.  BamfUld 

409.  The  Bower  0}  Bliss 

"yHENCE  passing  forth,  they  shortly  doe  artyve 
^   Whereas  the  Bowre  o(  Blisse  was  situate; 
A  pbce  pickt  out  by  choyce  of  best  alyve. 
That  natures  worke  by  art  can  imitate: 
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In  which  ^^laterer  m  this  worldly  state 

Is  sweete  and  pleasing  unto  living  sense. 

Or  that  may  dayntesi  fantasy  aggrate. 

Was  poured  forth  with  plentifull  dispence. 

And  made  there  to  abound  with  lavish  af9uence> 

Goodly  it  was  enclosed  rownd  about. 
As  well  their  entred  guestes  to  keep  within. 
As  those  unruly  beasts  to  hold  without; 
Yet  was  the  fence  thereof  but  weake  and  thin: 
Nought  feard  theyr  force  that  foitilage  to  win. 
But  wisedonies  powre,  and  tetnperaunces  might, 
By  which  the  mightiest  things  efforced  bin: 
And  eke  the  gate  was  wrought  of  substaunce  light, 
Rather  for  pleasure  then  for  battery  or  light. 

Yt  framed  was  of  precious  yvory, 
That  seemd    a  worke  of  admirable  witt; 
And  therein  all  the  famous  history 
Of  Jason  and  Medza  was  ywritt; 
Her  mighiy  chaimes,  her  furious  loving  fitt; 
His  goodly  conquest  of  the  golden  fleece. 
His  falsed  fayth,  and  love  too  lightly  6itt; 
The  wondred  Argo,  which  m  venturous  peece 
First  through  the  Euxine  seas  bore  all  the  flowr  of  Greece 

Eftsoones  diey  heard  a  most  melodious  sound, 
Of  all  that  mote  d^ght  a  daintie  eare. 
Such  as  attoncc  might  not  on  living  ground. 
Save  in  this  Paradise,  be  heaid  dsewhere: 
Right  hard  it  wu  fcr  wight  which  did  it  hesM, 
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To  read  what  manner  musicte  that  mote  bee; 

For  all  that  pleasing  is  to  living  eare 

Was  there  consorted  in  one  harmonee; 

Biides,  voices,  instruments,  windes,  waters,  all  agree: 


The  joyous  birdes,  shrouded  tn  chearefull  shade 
Theii  notes  unto  the  voice  attempred  sweet; 
Th'  Angelicall  soft  trembling  voyces  made 
To  th'  instruments  divine  respondence  meet; 
The  silver  sounding  instruments  did  meet 
With  the  base  murmure  of  the  waters  faU; 
The  waters  fall  with  diEFerence  discreet, 
Now  soft,  now  loud,  unto  the  wind  did  call; 
The  gentle  warbling  wind  low  answered  to  alL 

There,  whence  that  Musick  seemed  heard  to  bee, 
Was  the  faire  Witch  her  selfe  now  solacing 
With  a  new  Lover,  whom,  throu^  sorcerce 
And  witchcraft,  she  from  farre  did  thither  bring: 
There  she  had  him  now  laid  aslombertng 
In  secret  shade  after  long  wanton  joyes; 
Whilst  round  about  them  pleasauntly  did  sing 
Many  faire  Ladies  and  lascivious  boyes. 
That  ever  mixt  their  song  with  light  licentious  toye«. 

The  whiles  some  one  did  chaunt  this  lovely  lay: 
Ah  1  see,  whoso  fayre  thing  doest  f^e  to  sea, 
In  springing  flowre  the  image  of  thy  dsy. 
Ah  I  see  the  Virgin  Rose,  how  sweetly  shee 
Doth  first  peepe  foorth  with  bashfuU  modeiteCj 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


THE  BOOK  OF 

That  fairer  Bcemn  the  lesse  ye  see  her  may. 
Lot  see  soone  after  how  more  bold  and  free 
Her  bared  bosome  she  doth  broad  display; 
Lo!    see  soone  after  how  she  fades  and  falls  away. 

So  passeth,  in  the  passing  of  a  day, 
Of  monall  life  the  leafe,  the  bud,  the  flowre; 
Ne  more  doth  florish  after  first  decay, 
That  earst  was  sought  to  deck  both  bed  and  bowre 
Of  many  a  lady,  and  many  a  Paramowre. 
Gather  therefore  the  Rose  whitest  yet  is  prime. 
For  soone  comes  age  that  will  her  pride  deflowre; 
Gather  die  Rose  of  Love  whilest  yet  is  time, 
Whilest  loving  thou  mayst  loved  be  with  equal  crime. 

He  ceast;   and  dien  gan  all  the  quire  of  birdes 
Their  diverse'  notes  t'  attune  unto  his  lay. 
As  in  approvaunce  of  his  pleasing  wordes. 
The  constant  payre  heard  all  that  he  did  say. 
Yet  swarved  not,  but  kept  their  forward  way 
Through  many  covert  groves  and  thickets  clos^ 
In  which  they  creeping  did  at  last  display 
That  wanton  Lady  with  her  Lover  lose. 
Whose  sleepee  head  she  in  her  lap  did  soft  dispose. 

£.  Sftmtr 

410.  ■    Church  Music 

CWEETEST  of  sweets,  I  thank  yeu:  when  displeasure 
^     Did  through  my  body  wound  my  mind. 
You  took  me  thence,  and  in  your  house  of  pleasuie 
A  dainty  lodging  xat  assign'd. 
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Now  I  in  you  without  a  body  move, 

Rising  and  falling  with  your  wings; 
We  both  tc^ether  sweetly  live  and  lave, 

Yet  say  sometimes,  God  help  poor  kingit 

Comfoit,  I'll  die;   for  if  you  po«  from  me 

Sure  I  shall  do  so  and  much  more; 
But  if  I  travel  in  your  company. 

You  know  the  way  to  Heaven's  door. 

G.  Herheri 

411.  To  Live  Merrily  and  to  Trust  to  Good 
Verses 


N° 


JOW  is  the  time  for  mirth, 

Nor  cheek  or  tongue  be  dumb; 
For,  with  the  flowery  earth, 
The  golden  pomp  is  oime. 

The  golden  pomp  is  come; 

For  now  each  tree  does  wear. 
Made  of  her  pap  and  gum. 

Rich  beads  of  amber  here: 

Now  re^s  the  rose,  and  now 
Th'  Arabian  dew  besmears 

My  uncontrolled  brow 
And  my  retorted  hairs. 

Homer,  this  health  to  theel 

—  In  sack  of  such  a  kind 
That  it  would  make  thee  tee 

Though  thou  wert  ne'er  so  blind. 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


THE   BOOK  OF 

Next,  Viiga  rU  caU  fonfa 
To  pledge  this  tecond  hcakh 

In  wine,  whose  each  cup's  worth 
An  Indian  commenwcakh. 

A  goblet  next  I'll  drink 
To  Ovid,  and  suppose. 

Made  he  the  pledge,  he'd  think 
The  world  had  all  one  nose. 

Then  this  immensive  cup 

or  aromatic  wine, 
Catullus,  I'll  quaff  up 

To  that  terse  muse  of  thine. 

Wild  Lam  bow  with  iieu: 
O  Bacchus,  cool  thy  raysl 

Or  framic  I  diall  eat 
Thy  thyrse  and  bite  the  bays. 

Round,  round  the  roof  does  run, 
An4  being  ravished  dius, 

Come,  I  will  drink  a  tun 
To  my  Propettlus. 

Now  to  Tibullus,  next, 
Thic:  flood  ril  drink  to  thai: 

But  stiy,  1  see  a  text 
That  this  pnsents  to  mc:— • 
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BehiJJ,  TibuHus  Km 

Htrt  burnt,  whott  Strmll  i*tttm 
Of  a,h.i  ic^rc,  .ugicr 
TofBa  litiU  um. 

Trust  to  good  verses  then: 

They  only  will  aspire 
When  'pyra.iMAi,  as  men. 

Are  lost  i*  th'  ^ctal  fire. 

And  when  all  bodies  meet 

In  Lethe  to  be  drown'd. 
Then  only  numbers  sweet 

With  endless  life  are  cro^'d. 

R.  Herrich 

412.  Master  Francis  Beaumonfs  tetter  to 
Ben  Sanson 

Writttn  before  be  and  Master  Fletcher  eamt  to  Lonion,  ivitb 
two  of  the  precedent  Com^dlei,  then  not  finished;  vihieh 
deferred  their  merry  meetingt  at  the  "  Mermaid." 

'T'HE  sun  (which  doth  the  greatest  comfort  bring 
■^    To  absent  friends,  because  the  self-samti  thihg 
They  know  they  see,  however  absent)  is       " 
Here  our  best  haymaker  (forgive  me  this; 
It  is  our  country's  style):  in  this  warm  diine 
I  lie,  and  dream  of  your  foil  Mermaid  Wiiie. 
O,  we  have  Winter  mixed  with  clar^  fees. 
Drink  apt  to  bring  in  drier  heresies 
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Than  beer,  good  only  for  the  sonnet's  nrain. 

With  fustian  metaphors  to  stuff  the  brain; 

So  mixed,  that,  giveo  to  the  thirstiest  one, 

Twill  not  prove  alms,  unless  he  have  the  Stone: 

I  think  with  one  draught  man's  invention  fades. 

Two  cups  had  quite  spoded  Homer's  Iliads! 

Tis  liquor  that  will  find  out  Sutcliff's  wit. 

Lie  where  he  wiU,  and  make  him  write  worse  yet: 

Filled  with  such  moisture,  in  most  grievous  qualms, 

Did  Robert  Wisdom  write  his  singing  Psalms; 

And  so  must  I  do  this:    and  yet  I  think 

It  is  our  potion  sent  ns  down  to  drink, 

By  special  Providence,  keeps  us  bom  fights, 

Makes  us  not  laugh,  when  we  make  legs  to  Knights: 

"Tia  diis  that  keeps  oui  minds  fit  for  our  states; 

A  medicine  to  obey  our  Magistrates; 

Fot  we  do  live  more  free  Aan  you;    no  hate. 

No  envy  at  one  another's  happy  state. 

Moves  us;   we  are  equal  eveiy  whit; 

Of  land  that  God  gives  men,  here  is  their  wit, 

If  we  consider  fully;   for  our  best 

And  gravest  man  will  with  his  main-house- jest 

Scarce  please  you;   we  want  subtlety  to  do 

The  oity-tricks;    lie.  Hate,  and  flatter  too: 

Here  xte  none  that  can  bear  a  painted  show. 

Strike,  when  you  wince,  and  then  lament  the  blow; 

Who  (like  mills  set  the  ri^t  way  for  to  grind) 

Can  make  their  gains  alike  with  eveiy  wind: 

Only  some  fellows  with  the  subtlest  pate 

Amongst  us,  may  perchance  equivocate 

At  selling  of  a  horse;   and  that's  the  most. 

Methinks  the  little  wit  I  had  is  lost 


DoiiiHihyGoanlc 


ELIZABETHAN   VERSE 

Since  I  saw  you;    for  wit  is  like  a  re« 

Held  up  at  tennis,  which  men  do  the  bcM 

With  the  best  gamesten.    What  things  hare  we  seen 

Done  at  Ae  Mermaid!  heud  words  that  have  been 

So  nimble,  and  to  full  of  subtle  flame, 

As  if  that  every  one  (from  whence  they  came) 

Had  meant  to  put  his  whole  wit  in  a  jest. 

And  had  resolved  to  live  a  fool  the  rest 

Of  his  dull  life;  —  thrai  when  th«B  hadi  been  thrown 

Wit  able  enough  to  justify  the  town 

For  three  days  past;   wit  that  might  warrant  be 

For  the  whole  city  to  talk  foolishly 

Till  that  were  cancelled;    and,  when  we  were  gone, 

We  left  an  air  behind  us;    which  alone 

Was  able  to  make  the  two  next  companies 

(Right    witty;    thot^h     but    downright.   Ibols)     moi 

wise! 

When  I  remember  this,  and  lett  that  now 
The  country  gentlemen  b^n  to  aUow 
My  wit  for  dry  bobs,  then  I  needs  must  ciy, 
'  I  see  my  days  of  ballating  grow  nigh  I ' 
1  can  already  riddle,  and  can  sing 
Catches,  sell  bargains:    and  I  fear  shall  bring 
Myself  to  speak  the  hardest  words  I  find 
Over  as  oft  as  any,  with  one  wind. 
That  takes  no  medicines.     But  one  thought  of  thee 
Makes  me  remember  all  these  things  to  be 
The  wit  of  our  young  men,  fellows  that. show 
No  part  of  good,  yet  utter  all  they  know; 
Who,  like  trees  of  die  guard,  have  growing  souls. 
Only  strong  Destiny,  which  all  controls, 
I  hope  hath  left  a  better  fate  in  store 

41S 
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For  me,  thy  friend,  than  to  live  ever  poor, 
Banished  unto  this  home.     Fate  once  again. 
Bring,  me  to  thee,  ^o  canst  make  smooth  and  pkin 
The  way  of  Itnowledge  for  me,  and  then  I 
(Who  have  no  good,  but  in  thy  company,) 
Protest  it  will  my  greatest  comfort  be, 
To  acknowledge  all  1  have,  to  flow  from  dieet 
Ben,  when  these  Scenes  are  perfect,  we'H  taste  wine  I 
I'll     drink    thy     Muse's    iwalth  I      thou     shalt     quaff 
minel 

F.  Biavmont 


413.         His  Prayer  to  Ben  Jonson 


W" 


/'HEN  I  3  veise  shall  make. 
Know  I  have  pray'd  die^ 
For  oW  religion's  sake, 
Saint  fiien,  to  aid  me. 


Make  the  way  smooth  for  ms 

When,  I,  thy  Herrick, 
Honouring  thee  on  my  knee 

Offer  my  Lyric. 

Candles  I'll  give  to  (hee. 

And  a  new  altar; 
And  ihou.  Saint  Sen,  shalt  be 

Writ  in  my  psalter. 

R.  Herriei 
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London  Taverns 

THE  Gentry  to  the  King's  Head, 
The  Nohles  to  the  Crrm^, 
The  Knights  unto  the  Gulden  Ftttet, 
And  to  the  Plough,  the  Clown. 

TTie  Churchman  to  the  Mitre, 

The  Shepherd  (0  the  Star, 
T\xK  Gardener  hies  him  to  the  Rott, 

To  the  Drum,  the  man  of  war. 

To  the  Ftalberi,  Ladies  you  I    The  Globe, 

The  Seaman  dodi  not  scorn  t 
The  Usurer  to  the  Devil;   and 

The  Townsman  to  the  Horn.    '"    "■ 

The  Huntsman  to  die  ^iie  Hart, 
To  the  ^hip,  die  Merchant  goei; 

But  you  that  do  the  Muses  love, 
The  Swan,  called  river  Po. 


TV  Bankrupt  to. the  fForlJ't  £"4,. 

The  Fool  to  the  Fortune  hie; 
Unto  the  Mouth,  the  Oyster  Wife; 

The  Fidler  to  the  Pie.  .  .  . 

r.  Heywood 
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415.    Let  the  Bells  Ring,  and  Let  the  Boys 
Sing 

T    ET  the  bells  ring,  uid  let  die  bo^s  ain^ 
"*— '    TTjc  young  lasses  skip  and  play; 
Let  the  cups  go  round,  till  round  goes  the  ground; 
Our  learned  tAd  vicar  will  stay. 

Let  the  pig  turn  mcnily,  merrily,  ahl 

And  let  the  fat  goose  swim;  .. 
For  verily,  verity,, verity,  ahl 

Our  vicar  this  day  shall  be  trim. 

The  stewed  cock  shall  crow,  cock-a-loodle-loo, 

A  loud  cock-a-loodle  shall  he  crow; 
The  duck  and  the  drake  shall  swim  in  a  lake 

Of  onions  and  claiet  below. 

Our  wives  shall  be  neat,  to  bring  in  our  meat 

To  thee  our  most  noble  adviser; 
Our  pains  shall  be  great,  and  bottles  shallg  sweat 

And  we  ourselves  will  be  wiser. 

Well  labour  and  swink,  well  kiss  and  weTI  drink. 
And  tithes  shall  come  thicker  and  thicker; 

We'll  fall  to  our  plough,  and  get  children  enow. 
And  thou  shalt  be  learned'  old  vicar. 

■     -■     '  J.  Flitdtf 
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JoUy  Good  Ale  and  Old 

T  CANNOT  eat  but  little  meat, 
■'-    My  stomach  is  not  good; 
But  sure  I  think  that  I  can  drink 

With  him  that  wean  a  hood. 
Though  I  go  bare,  take  ye  no  cace, 

I  nothing  am  a-cold; 
I  stuff  my  skin  so  fidl  within  , 
Of  jotly  good  ale  and  old. 
Back  and  side  go  bare,  go  bare; 
Both  foot  and  hand  go  fxAA; 
But,  belly,  God  send  thee  good  ale  enough 
Whether  it  be  new  or  old. 

I  love  no  roast  but  a  nut-brown  toast. 

And  a  crab  laid  in  die  fire; 
A  little  bread  shall  do  me  stead; 

Much  bread  I  not  desire. 
No  frost  nor  snow,  no  wind,  I  trow. 

Can  hurt  me  if  I  wold; 
I  am  »  wrapp'd  and  thoroughly  lapp'd 

Of  jolly  good  alfi'  and  old. 

Back  and  aide  go  bare,  go  bare,  etc 

And  Tib,  my  wife,  that  as  her  life 

Loveth  well  good  ale  to  seek, 
FuH  oft  drinks  she  till  ye  may  see 

The  tears  run  down  her  cheek: 
Then  doth  she  trowl  to  me  the  bowl 

Even  as  a  maltworm  should. 
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And  saith,  '  Swfcetheart,  I  p>ok  my  part 
or  this  jolly  good  ale  and  old.' 

Bdcb  and  '^db  go'  bare,  go  bare,  jetc 

Now  let  them  drink  till  th^'tiod  aod.?<niik| 

Even  )s  good  fellows  ehouLddo; 
They  shall  not  mist  to  h'ave  the  blisB' 

Good  ale  doth  bring  OKn  to; 
And  all  poor  Eouls.  that  have  ecoiIiqA  bowlt 

Or  have  them,:]ustily  troll'd,         .) 
God  save  the  lites  of  them  and  dtetr  wive^ 
Whedwr  they  be  youog  or.otd.^. 
Back  and  side  go  bacei.go  bare; 
Both  foot  and  hand  :go  cold;  - 
But,  belly,  God  send  thee  good  ale  and  cold, 
Whether,  it  be  new  or  old. 

J.  Still,  Bhhop,  9/  Bath  -and  FiUi 

417.  Pedlar's  Song 

T^INE  knacks  fqr, ladies)  cheaprc^ice,  brave.and  new, 
■*-       Good  pennyworths, -r  but  meney  dannat  move: 
I  keep  a:  fair  ;bul  f<M  the  Fait  W  viewi-r^  . 

A  beggar  may  belibe^al  of  .lo*e.  ■:    •     ■      * 
Though. till  my  wares  be  trash,  :thc  :hean  H  true, 
The  heart  is  true. 

Great  gifts  are  guiles  and  look'Tor 'gifts  again; 

My  triSes  come  as  treasures  ftbm  my  mii^^, 
It  is  a  precious  jewel  to  be  plain; 

Sometimes  in,  shell  ftie  orient's^' pearls 'we  fii^:  — 
Of  others  take  a  sheaf,  of  me  a  graiiiT  ',' 

'    '  Of  me  a  graiht 
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Within  this  pacic  pins,  points,  laces,  and  glove*, 

And  divers  toys  fining  a  countiy  fair^ 
But  my  heart,  wherein  duty  serves  ahd  loves, 

Turtles  and  twins,  court's  brood,  a  heavenly  pair  — 
Happy  the  heart  that  thints  of  no  rei^ovesT  v'A- 

Of  no  removes  I       ,      j 

.   ,  \4M- 
418.  Come  Buy,  Come  Buy  ' 

T   AWN  at  white  a»idfiveQ  tn<aw;  -■  ^■.■'. 

■*— '    Cypress  black  as  e'er  was  crowj 

Gloves  as  sWeetas  damastc  roses; 

Masks  for  fai:«s,  and  for  ndset;  -  '" 

,Ba^»J>ra(iBUt,  nAklate^mbcc, 

Perfume  for  a  ladyV  diamber:  ■       '  ■      '■■  ■ 

Golden  qifoife  akd  stomacher^    -     ' 

For  my  lads  to  give  their  dears; 

Pins  and  poking-sticks  of  steel,'  '''     ^  ' . 

What  maids  lack  ^rora  hea^lo  heel : 

Come  buy  ofmej  conie;   come  buy,^<J6m'c;buy; 
Buy,  laiH  dt'ela  your  lasses' cry:'  '  .' 

Cbnie  my:  "■  "'"  '    '■  ■''■  '"-^^'r-^ 

■    -.'■■■■■■     ■'^■-■■!- ■■.■'■■■-        '[■   ff:  Shakfip^are 

4Tg.     .  ,'v  ■.Come  to  the  Pedlar 

"\X7iLL  you  b*y  ahy  tape, 
,.'     ,    Or  'i»ce,  fpr.jTJur  C3pc,        /    ---^ 
My  dainty  duck,  my  dear-a  I  .   *.    / 

Atiy  silk, ,  any  thxf^,  , 
,  Any. (oys.fqr  your ^hcfi^,,   _,    ...[ifl-. 
Of  the  newV  and  finest,  finest  wear-j  ? 
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Come  to  the  pedlar; 
Money's  a  meddler, 
That  doth  utter  all  men's  ware-a. 

y.  Shaktsptm 

420,  Phoebus,  FareweUt 

OHCEBUS,  farewell  I   a  sweeter  Saint  I  serve: 
■•■     The  high  conceits  thy  heavenly  wisdoms  breed. 
My  thoughts  forget,  my  thoughts  which  never  swerve 
From  her  in  whom  is  sown  their  freedom's  seed. 
And  in  whose  eyes  my  daily  do<Hn  I  read. 

Phoebus,  farewell  I    a  sweeter  Saint  I  serve: 
Thou  art  far  off,  thy  kingdom  is  above; 
She  heaven  on  earth  with  beauties  doth  preserve; 
Thy  beams  I  lilce,  but  her  clear  r&ys  I  love; 
Thy  force  I  fear,  her  force  I  still  do  prove, 

Phoebus,  yield  up  thy  title  in  my  mind 
She  doth  possess:   thy  image  is  defaced; 
But,  if  thy  rage  some  brave  revenge  vrill  find 
On  her  who  hath  in  me  thy  temple  raced. 
Employ  thy  might  that  she  my  fires  may  taste; 
And,  how  much  more  her  worth  sunnounteth  thee, 
Make  her  as  much  more  base  by  loving  me. 

Sir  P.  Sidiuy 

421.  ConsUmcy 

V  NEVER  say  that  I  was  false  of  heart. 
Though  absence  seem'd  my  flame  to  qualifyl 
As  easy  might  I  frftm  myself  depart. 
As  from  my  soul,  which  in  thy  breast  doth  lie: 
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That  is  the  home  of  love;    if  I  have  ranged. 
Like  him  that  travels  I  Tetum  again. 
Just  to  the  time,  not  with  the  lime  exchanged. 
So  that  myself  bring  water  for  my  stain. 
Never  believe,  though  in. my  nature  reign'd' 
All  frailties  that  besiege  all  kinds  of  blood, 
That  it  coujd  so  prepost'rously  be  stain'd. 
To  leave  for  nothing  all  thy  sum  of  good ; 
For  nothing  this  wide  universe  I-  call. 
Save  (hou,  my  Rosej    in  it  thou  ait  my  all. 

W.  Shaktjpear 


4.22.  Absence 

"pROM  you  have  I  been  absent  xn  the  spring, 
■^       When  proud-pied  April,  dress'd  in  all  his  trim. 
Hath  put  a  spirit  of  youth  in  everything, 
That  heavy  Saturn  laugh'd  and  leap'd  with  him. 
Yet  nor  the  lays  of  birds,  not  the  sweet  smell 
Of  ditferent  flowers  in  odour  and  in  hue. 
Could  make  me  any  summer's  stoiy  tell. 
Or  from  their  proud  lap  pluck  them  where  they  grew; 
Nor  did  I  wonder  at  the  Lily's  white, 
Nor  praise  the  deep  vermilion  in  (he  Rose; 
They  were  but  sweet,  but  figures  of  delight,  ^ 
Drawn  after  you,  you  pattern  of  all  those,    1  - 
Yet  seem'd  it  Winter  Still,  and,  you  away. 
As  with  your  shadow  I  with  these  did  play. 

fF.  Sfbaktipiare 


HihyGoogle 


THE  BOOK  OF 


423.  How  Like  a  Winter  Hath  My 

Absence  Been 

TTOW  tike  a  Winter  Radi  my  absence  been 
■*■  ■'■     From  thee,  the  pleasure  of  the  fleeting  yeart 
What  freetings  have  I  felt,  ^at  dark  days  »een, 
What  old  December's  bareness  everywhere  t 
And  yet  this  tirtle  removed  was  snmraer's  time; 
The  teeming  Autumn,  big  with  rich  increase. 
Bearing  the  wanton  burden  of  the  prime 
Like  widow'd  wombs  after  their  Lord's  decease: 
Yet  this  abundant  issue  seem'd  to  me 
But  hope  of  orphans  and  unfathei'd  fruit; 
For  Summer  a(id  his  pleasures  wait  on  thee. 
And,  thou  raway,.  ihe  very  birds  are  mute: 
Or  if  they  sing,  'tis  with  so  dull  a  cheer 
That  leaves  look  pale,  dreading  the  Winter's  near. 
'   '  '■  ^.  Shakftptan 

424,  Ode 

7hat  Xime  end  Ahsenet  proves 
Rather  helps  than  hurts  to  loves 

A  BS^NCE,  hear  thou  my  protestation 

■^*-     Against  thy  strength, 
Distance  and  length; 

Do  what  thou  canst  for  alteration, 
For  hearts  of  truest  mettle 
Absence  doth  join  and  Time  doth  setde. 
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Who  loves  a  mistress  of  such  quality, 

He  soon  hath  found 

Affection's  ground 
Beyond  timej  place,  and  all  mortality. 

To  hearts  that  cannot  ,vaiy 

Absence  is  present.  Time  dodi  tany. 

My  senses  want  their  outward  motion 

Which  now  within 

Reason  doth  win, 
Redoubled  in'  her  secret  notion ; 

Like  rich  that  take  pleasure" 

In  hiding  more  than  handling  treasure. 

By  Absence  this  good  means  1  gain. 
That  I  can  catch  her 
Where  none  doth  watch  her. 

In  some  close  comer  of  my  brain: 

There  I  embrace  and  kiss  her, 
And  so  I  both  enjoy  and  miss  her. 

J.  Donnt 

435-  Be  Your  Words  Made,Good  Sit,,  0} 
Indian  ■  Ware 

DE  your  words  made,  good  Sir,  of  Indian  ware, 
■^    That  you  allow  me  them  by  so  small  rate? 
Or  do  you  cutted  Spartans  imitnd? 
Or  do  you  inean  my  tender  ears  to  spare 
That  to  my'()Qestions  you  So  total  are?        | 
When  I  demand  of  Phcenix  Stella's  state. 
You  say,  forsooi!),  yoO  left  her  well  of  late;' 
0  God,  think  you  that  satisfies  tiiy  care  i 
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I  would  know  whether  she  did  sit  or  walk; 
How  clothed;    how  waited  on;    sighed  she  or  smiled; 
Whereof,  with  whom.  How  often  did  she  talk; 
With  what  pastime  time's  journey  she  beguiled; 
If  her  lips  deigned  to  sweeteti'my  poor  name: 
Say  all;    and,  all  well  said,  still  say  the  same. 

Sir  P.  Sihty 

426.      To  Lucasta,  Going  to  the  Wars 

""PELL  me  not.  Sweet,  I  am  unkind, 
■'■      That  from  the  nunnery^ 
Of  thy  chaste  bieast  and  quiet  mind 
To  war  and  aims  I  fly. 

True,  a  new  mistress  now  I  chase. 

The  first  foe  in  the  field; 
And  with  a  stronger  faith  embrace 
'  A  sword,  a  horse,  a  shield. 

Yet  this  inconstancy  is  such 

As  you  too  shall  adore ; 
I  could  not  love  thee,  Dear,  so  much, 

Loved  I  not  Honour  more. 

R.  Lwdaa 


42y.  Love  and  Debt 

'T'HIS  one  request  1  make  to  Him 

That  sks  the  clouds  above: 
That  I  were  freely  out  of  debt. 
As  1  am  out  of  love. 
4x6 
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Then  for  to  dance,  to  diink,  and  sing, 

I  should  be  veiy  willing; 
1  should  not  owe  one  lass  %  kiss 

Nor  ne'er  knave  a  shilling. 

Tis  only  being  in  love,  or  debt, 

That  bleaks  us  of  our  rest. 
And  he  that  is  quite  out  of  both 

Of  all  the  world  is  blest. 

He  sees  the  golden  age,  wherein 
All  things  were  free  and  common; 

He  eats,  he  drinks,  he  takes  his  rest— 
And  fears  nor  man  nor  woman. 

Sir  Ji.Suekling 

428.  Jealousy 

A    SEEING  friend,  yet  enemy  to  rest; 
^    A  wrangling  passion,  yet  a  gladwme  thought; 
A  bad  companion,  yet  a  welcome  guest; 
A  knowledge  wished,  yet  found  tod  soon  unsought: 

From  heaven  supposed,  yet  Sure  condemned  to  hell 
Is  jealousy,  and  there  forlorn  doth  dwell. 

And  thence  doth  send  fond  fear  and  false  suspect 

To  haunt  our  thoughts,  bewitched  with  mistrust; 

Which  breeds  in  us  the  issue  and  effect 

Both  of  conceits  and  actions  far  unjust; 

The  grief,  the  shame,  the  smart  whereof  doth  prove 
That  jealousy's  both  death  and  hell  to  love. 
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Foe  what  but  hell  moves  in  the  jealous  hean. 
Where  tesrtess  fear  works  out  all  want<ui  pys. 
Which  doth  both  quench  and  kill  the  loving  pan. 
And  cloys  the  mind  witfi  worse  than  known  annoys. 

Whose  pressure  far  exceeds  hell's  deep  extremes? 

Such  life  leads  Love,  entangled  with  misdeems. 


42g.  The  W<inion  Shepherdess 

^^*OME,  shepherds,  cotnti 
-^     ■   Camt  away 

Without  delay. 
Whilst  the  gentle  time  doth  stay. 

Green  woods  are  dumb, 
And  will  nev^T  tell  to  any 
Those  dear  kisses,  and  those  many 
Sweet  ei^biace^  thiat  fire  given;  .     ■  | 
Dainty., pleasuces,  that  woujdevea    - 
Raise  in  coldesi  aje  a  fire;     ., : 
...:„it\nd  give  v^^gin-blood  desire.  , 
Th^ii,  4f  ever, 
-.Now, or  hfver. .,'  ■ 
Come  and  have  it: 
......      ,    TTiint  not  I    ; 

Dare  deny. 
If  you  crave  it. 


.  %  Flttchtf 
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430.    A  Woman  Will  Have  Her  Will 

Qufstioft 

'T'ELL  me,  what  is  that  only  thing 

■*■      For  which  all  women  long; 

Yet,  having  what  they  most  desire, 

To  have  it  does  them  wrong? 

Tis  not  to  be  chaste,  nor  fair,— 
Snch  giAf  malice  m^y  impair — t 
Richly  trimmed,  to  walk  and  ride, 
Or  to  wanton  unespied;  / 

Topieserve  an  honest  name, 
And  so  to  give  it  up  to  fame^ 
These  are  toys.    In  g0od'6rill 
They  desire  t6  have  their  will; 
Yet,  when  they  have  it,  they  abuse  it. 
For  they  know  not  how  t 


J.  Fletcbn 
4JT.  Three,  fopr  Mariners 

■%!  ?■£  be  three  poor  marineis, 

•■'      Newly  come  frorh  the  seas; 
We  spend  out  lives  in  jeopardy, 

While  ottfcrs  live  at  ease. 
Shall Hve  go' dabce  tbe  ronnd,  the  round, 

Shalt  we  go'  danCe  the  round  P 
And  he  that  fs  a  bully  boy 
Come  pledge  me  on  this  ground. 
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We  care  not  for  those  martial  men 

That  do  our  states  disdain; 
But  we  care  for  the  merchant  men 

Who  do  our  states  maintain: 
To  them  we  dance  this  round,  around. 

To  them  we  dance  this  round; 
And  he  that  is  a  bully  boy 

Come  pledge  me  on  this  ground. 

T.  Ravtntcnft 

To  the  Virginian  Voyage 

'VT'OU  brave  heroic  minds 
■*■      Worthy  your  counliy's  name, 
That  honour  nill  pursue; 
Go  and  subdue  t 
Whilst  loitering  hinds 
Luck  beie  at  home  with  chamr: 

Britons,  you  stay  too  long: 

Quickly  aboard  bestow  you. 

And  with  a  meriy  gale 

Swell  your  stretch'd  sail 

With  vows  as  strong 

As  the  winds  that  bbw  you. 

Your  course  secuidy  steer. 
West  and  by  south  fonh  keep) 
Rocks,  lee-shores,  nor  shoali 
When  Eolus  scowla 
You  need  not  fear; 
So  absolute  the  deep. 
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And  cheerfully  at  sea 
Success  you  stiti  entice 
To  get  the  pearl  and  gold. 
And  ouis  to  hold 
Firginia, 
Earth's  only  paradise. 

Where  nature  hath  in  store 
Fowl,  venison,  and  fish, 
And  the  fruitfuU'st  soil 
Without  your  toil 
Three  harvests  more, 
All  greater  than  your  wish. 

And  the  ambitious  vine 
Crowns  with  his  purple  mass 
The  cedar  reaching  high  ' 
To  kiss  the  sky. 
The  cypress,  pine. 
And  useful  sassafras. 

To  whom  the  Golden  Age 
Still  nature's  laws  doth  give. 
No  other  cares  attend. 
But  them  to  defend 


s  rage. 


That  long  there  doth  not  live. 


When  as  the  luscious  smetl 
Of  that  delicious  land 
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Above  the  seas  that  flows 
The  cUar  wind  throws. 
Your  hearts  to  swell 

Approaching  the  dear  strand; 

In  kenning  of  the  shore 
(Thanks  to  God  first  given) 
O  you  the  happiea  men, 
Be  frolic  then! 
Let  cannons  roar, 

Frighting  the  wide  heaven. 

And  in  regions  far, 

Such  heroes  bring  ye  fordi 
As  those  from  whom  we  camej 
And  plant  our  name 
Under  tbat  star 
Not  known  unto  our  Nonb. 

And  as  there  plenty  grows 
Of  laurel  everywhere  — 
Apollo's  sacred  tree  — 
You  it  may  see 
A  poet's  brows 
To  crown,  that  may  sing  there. 

Thy  Voyages  attend. 
Industrious  Hakluyt, 
Whose  reading  shall  inflame 
Men  to  seek  fame. 
And  much  commend 
To  after  timet  <Atf  wit. 


M.  DraybM 
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433.  For  Soldiers 

"V/E  Duds  of  Brutus'  land,  courageous  youths,  irtiw  play 

■^      your  parts; 
Unto  your  tackle  stand,  abide  the  brunt  with  valiant  hearts. 
For  news  is  carried  to'  and  fro,  that  we  must  forth  to  tvaifare 

Men  muster  now  in  every  place,  and  soldiers  are  prest  forth 

apace. 
Faint  not,  spend  blood,  to  do  your  Queen  and  country 

good; 
Fair  words,  good  pay,  will  make  men  cast  all  cafe  away. 

The  time  of  war  is  come,  prepare  your  corslet,  speat  and 
shield; 

Methinks  I  hear  the  drum  strike  doleful  marches  to, the 
field; 

Tantara,  tantara,  ye  trumpets  sound,  which  makes  our 
heartc  with  joy  abound.  ^. 

The  roaring  guns  are  heard  afar,  and  eveiything  de- 
nounced) war. 

Serve  God;  stand  stout;  bold  courage  brings.  fh>a  gear 
about; 

Fear  not;  Ibnh  run;  faint  heart  fair  lady  nevei  won. 

Ye  curious  carpet-knights,  that  spend  the  time  in  sport 

and  play; 
Abroad  and  see  new  sights,  your  country's  cause  calls  you 

Da  not  to  make  your  ladies'  game,  bring  blemish  to  your 
worthy  name. 

433 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


THE   BOOK   OF 

Away  to  field  and  win  renown,  with  courage  beat  your 

enemies  down. 
Stout  hearts  gain  praise,  when  dastards  sail  in  Slander's 

scm; 
Hap  what  hap  shall,  we  sure  shall  die  but  once  for  all. 

Alarm  methinks  they  cry.  Be  packing,  mates;  begone  with 

speed; 
Our  foes  are  very  nigh;  shame  have  that  man  that  shrinks 

at  need  I 
Unto  it  boldly  let  us  stand,  God  will  give  Right  the  upper 

hand. 
Our  cause  it  good,  we  need  not  doubt,  in  sign  of  courage 

give  a  shout. 
March  forth,  be  strong,  good  hap  will  come  ere  it  be  long. 
Shrink  not,  fight  well,  for  lusty  lads  must  bear  dte  bell. 

AH  you  that  will  shun  evil,  must  dwell  in  warfare  every  day; 
The  world,  the  flesh,  and  devil,  always  do  seek  our  soul's 

decay. 
Strive  with  these  foes  with  all  your  might,  to  shall  you  fi^t 

a  worthy  fight. 
That  conquest  doth  deserve  most  praise,  where  vice  do 

yield  to  virtue's  ways. 
Beat  down  foul  sin,  a  worthy  crown  then  shall  ye  win ; 
If  y*  live  wdl,  in  heaven  with  Christ  our  souls  shall  dwell 
H.  Gigord 

434.  Agincourt 

T^AIR  stood  the  wind  for  France 
-*-  When  we  our  sails  advance. 
Nor  now  to  prove  our  chance 
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Longer  will  tariy; 
But  putting  to  the  main. 
At  Caux,  the  mouth  of  Seine, 
With  all  his  martial  train. 

Landed  King  Hany. 

And  taking  many  a  fort, 
Fumish'd  in  warlike  sor^ 
Coming  toward  AgincouR 

In  happy  hour, 
Skirmishing  day  by  day 
With  those  that  stopp'd  his  way. 
Where  the  French  gen'ral  lay 

With  all  his  power: 

Which,  in  his  height  of  p[id<^ 
King  Henry  to  deride, 
His  ransom  to  provide 

Unto  him  sending; 
Which  he  neglects  the  whil^ 
As  from  a.  nation  vile. 
Yet  with  an  angry  smile. 

Their  fall  portending; 

And  turning  to  his  men. 
Quoth  our  brave  Henry  then, 
'Though  they  to  one  be  ten, 

Be  not  amazed: 
Yet  have  we  well  begun; 
Battles  so  bravely  won 
Have  ever  to  the  sun 

By  fame  been  raised. 
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'And  for  myself  (quoth  he) 
This  my  full  rest  ^all  be: 
England  ne'er  moum  for  me   . 

Nor  more  esteem  me; 
Victor  I  will  remain 
Or  oh  this  earth  lie  slain. 
Never  shall  she  sustain 

Loss  to  redeem  me. 

*  Poitiers  and  Creny  tell. 

When  most  their  pride  did  swdl. 

Under  our  swords  they  fell: 

No  less  Dur  skill  is 
Thaa  when  out  grandsire  grea^ 
Claiming  the  regal  seat, 
By  many  a  watfilce  feit 

Lopp'd  the  Frendi  litiea.' 

The  Duke  of  York  so  dread 
The  eager  vaward  led; 
With  the  main  Hemy  sped 

Among  his  henchmen. 
Excester  had  the  rear, 
A  braver  man  not  there; 
O  Lord,  how  hot  they  were 

On  the  false  Prenchmenl 

They  now  to  fi^t  are  gone. 
Armour  on  armour  shone. 
Drum  unto  drum  did  groan, 
:    To  hear  was  wander; 
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That  with  the  cries  they  m^l^a 
The  very  earth  did  shake; 
Trumpet  to  trumpet  spake. 
Thunder  to  thunder. 

W«ll.  it  thine  age'became. 
O  noble  &piaghan), 
Which  didsc  the  signal  aim 

To  our  hid  forces! 
Wheal  from  a  mead<m  by. 
Like  a  stoim  suddenly 
The  English  archery  .    ; 

Stuck,  the  French  horses. 

With  Spaau^  yew  xn  strong,  ; 
Arrows  ft  doth-yudiiktig, , 
That:  like  to  serpents  stong. 
Piercing  the  weather; 
None  from  his  fellow  starts. 
But  playing  inanly  parts, 
And  like  tnie  English  hearts 
.  ,  Stuck  close  together. 

When  down  thtir  bows  they  threw. 
And  fdrth  their  bilboes  drew. 
And  on  thd  Frenoh  they  flew. 

No  man  was  tardy; 
Arms  w^we  from  shoutdtxs  sent, 
Scalps  to  the  teeth  were  rent, 
Down  the  French  peasants  went  — 

Our. men  were  hardy. 
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This  while  our  noble  king, 
His  broadsword  brandishing, 
Down  the  French  host  did  ding, 

As  to  o'erwhelm  it; 
And  many  a  deep  wound  lent, 
Hif  arms  with  blood  besprent. 
And  many  a  cruel  dent 

Bruised  his  helmet 

Gloster,  that  duke  so  good, 
Next  of  the  royal  blood. 
For  famous  England  stood. 

With  his  brave  brother; 
Clarence,  in  steel  most  bright. 
Though  but  a  maiden  knight, 
Yet  in  that  furious  fight 

Scarce  such  anodier. 

Warwick  in  blood  did  wade, 
Oxford  the  foe  invade, 
And  cruel  slaughter  made 

Still  as  they  ran  up; 
Suffolk  his  axe  did  ply, 
Beaumont  and  Willoughby 
Bare  them  right  doughrily, 

Ferrers  and  Fanhope. 

Opon  Saint  Crispin^s  Day 
Fought  was  this  noble  fray. 
Which  fame  did  hot  delay 
To  England  to  cany. 
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O  when  shall  English  men 
With  such  arts  fin  a  pen  f 
Or  England  breed  again 

Such  a  King  Hany? 

M.  Drayton 

fSS-  ^  Farewell  to  Arms 

[To  Quern  Elizaheth] 

"LTIS  golden  locks  Time  hath  to  silver  tum'd; 
■^  ■*■    O  Time  too  swift,  O  swiftness  npver  ceasing! 
His  youth  'gainst  time  and  age  hath  ever  spum'd. 

But  spum'd  in  vain;  youth  waneth  by  increasing; 
Beauty,  strength,  youth,  are  Bowers  but  fading  seen; 
Duty,  faith,  love,  are  roots,  and  ever  green. 

His  helmet  now  shall  make  a  hive  for  bees; 

And,  lovers'  sonnets  tum'd  to  holy  psalms, 
A  man-at-amts  must  now  serve  on  his  knees, 

And  feed  on  prayers,  which  are  Age  his  alms: 
But  though  from  court  to  cottage  he  depart, 
Hb  Saint  is  sure  of  his  unspotted  heart. 

And  when  he  saddest  sits  in  homely  cell, 

He'll  teach  his  swains  this  carol  for  a  song, — 
'  Blest  be  the  hearts  that  wish  my  sovereign  well, 

Curst  be  the  souls  that  think  hei  any  wrong.' 
Goddess,  allow  this  aged  man  his  right 
To  be  your  beadsioan  now  that  was  your  knight. 

G.Ptdi 
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436.       The  Soldier  Going  to  the  Field 

PRESERVE  thy  sighs,  unthrifty  gWl 

To  purHy  the  air; 
Thy  tears  to  thread,  instead  of  peari. 
On  bracelets  of  thy  hair. 

The  trumpet  makes  the  echo  hoarse. 
And  wakes  the  louder  drum, 
'  Expense  of  grief  gains  no  remorse. 

When  sorrow  should  be  dumb. 

For  I  must  go  where  lazy  peace 
Will  hide  her  drowsy  head; 

And,  for  the  sport  of  kings,  increase 
The  number  of  the  dead. 

But  first  rU  chidethy  cruel  theft; 

Can  I  in  war  delight, 
Who,  being  of  my  heart  bereft 

Can  have  no  heart  to  fight  f 

Thou  knowest  the  sacred  laws  of  old, 
Ordained  a  thief  should  pay. 

To  quit  him  of  his  theft,  sevenfold 
What  he  had  stolen  away. 

Thy  payment  shall  but  double  be; 

O  then  with  speed  resign 
My  own  seduced  heart  to  me. 

Accompanied  with  thine. 

Sir  W.  Davtniail 
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The  Fairy  Life 

.    rVfER  hill,  over  dale, 

^— '    Thorough  bush,  thorough  brier. 
Over  park,  over  pale, 
Thorough  flood,  thorough  fire, 
I  do  wtiider  everywhere. 
Swifts  that!  thp  mooae's  spheie;     ■ 
Ani  I  serve  the  faiiy  queoi. 
To  dew  ha.  orbs  upoo  the  gKCn  I 
The  coW^l  tall,  her  pensionen  bie; 
In  their  gpii  cobR.  spots  you  Ke;. 
Those  be  Tubiea,  faity  favours. 
In  those  freckles  live  their  savoun: 
I  must  go  :teek  some  dew-drops  here. 
And  hang  a  pearl  in  every  cowslip's  ear. 

W.  Shakes f fa 


438.  Charms  ,  ■ 

"yHRICE  toss  these  oaken  ashes  In  the  air, 
■'■      Thrice  sit  thou  mute  in  this  enchanted  chair. 
Then  thrice-three  times  tie  up  this  triie  IbVe's  knot. 
And  murmur  soft,  "  She  will  or  she  will  not." 


Go,  bum  these  potsonogs  weeds  in  yon  Mue  Jire, 
These  screech-owl's  feathers  and  this  prickling  briar, 
This  cypress  gathered,  at  a  dead  (nan's  gtavte^ , 
That  all  my  fears  anil  cares  ai)  en^  tnay  h^ve. 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


THE   BOOK  OF 

Then  come,  you  Fairies!    dance  with  me  a  roundl 
Melt  her  hard  hean;  with  your  melodious  sound  I 
In  vain  are  all  the  charms  I  can  devise: 
She  hath  an  art  to  break  them  with  bet  tyes. 

T.  Campion 

43g.  The  Charm 

"CON  of  Erebus  and  Night, 
^     Hie  away;    and  aim  thy  fli^t, 
Where  consort  none  other  fowl 
Than  the  bat  and  sullen  owl; 
Where  upon  the  limber  grass 
Poppy  and  mandragoras 
With  like  simples  not  a  few 
Hang  for  ever  drops  of  dew. 
Where  flows  Lethe  without  coil 
Softly  like  a  Stream  of  oil. 
Hie  thee  thither,  gentle  Sleep: 
With  this  Greek  no  longer  keep. 
Thrice  I  charge  thee  by  my  nand. 
Thrice  with  moly  from  my  hand 
Do  I  touch  Ulysses'  eyes. 
And  with  the  jaspis:    then  arise 
Sagest  Greek.  ... 

W.  Brmnu 

440.  Cuckoo 

^XTHEN  daisies  pied  and  violets  blue, 
■  And  lady-smocks  all  silver-white, 

And  cuckoo-buds  of  yellow  hue 

Do  paint  the  meadows  with  delight, 
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The  cuckoo  then,  on  eveiy  tree. 

Mocks  married  men;   and  thus  sings  he, 

Cuckoo  I 
Cuckoo,  cuckoo  I  —  O  word  of  fear, 
Unpleasing  to  a  married  earl 

When  shepherds  pipe  on  oaten  straws. 
And  meny  larks  are  ploughmen's  clocks, 

When  turtles  tread,  and  rooks,  and  daws. 
And  maidens  bleach  their  summer  smocki 

The  cuckoo  then,  on  every  tree, 

Mocks  married  men;  for  thus  sings  he, 
Cuckoo  1 

Cuckoo,  cuckoo  I  —  O  word  of  fear, 

Unpleasing  to  a  married  earl 

W.  Shakexpear 


441.     The  Ousel-Cock,  So  Black  of  Hue 

•pHE  ousel-cock,  so  black  of  hue. 

With  orange-tawny  bill. 
The  throstle  with  his  note  so  true. 

The  wren  with  little  quill; 
The  finch,  the  sparrow,  and  the  lark. 

The  plain-song  cuckoo  gray, 
Whose  note  full  many  a  man  doth  mark. 
And  dares  not  answer  nay. 

W.  Sbahsptar, 
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You  Spotted  Snakes 

V/'OU  spotted  snakes,  with  double  tongue^ 
■*■      Thorny  hedgehogs,  be- not  seen; 
Newt*  and  blind-worms,  do  no  wrong;   ,. 
Come  not  near  our  fairy  queen. 

PhiloFDcl,  with  melody  ' 

SiHg  iaour  pweet  kdla^;  .     . 

Lulla,  lulla,  lullaby;   luUa,  Mia,  lullaby: 
.Never  Hann, 

Nor  st>eU.  nor  chann,  ' 

Come  our  lovely  lady  nigh; 
So,  good  night,  with  lultaby, 

UfriaTing  spiders,  come  not  here; 

Hence,  you  long-legg'd  spinners,  hen«J 
Beetles  black,  approach  not  near;  ^ 

Wonn,  nor  snail,  do  no  offence. 


Philgpel,  with  melody  ,  .1 

Sing  in  our  sweet  lullaby; 
,Lia;a*,lulla,  lullaby;    lulla,.  lulla,  lullatyr 
Never  bann, 
,     ;.  \-     Nor  spell  nor  chann. 

Come  our  lovely  lady  nigh; 
So,  good  night,  with  lullaby. 
,,.  ff*.  SbakitpeoTi 
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The  BolyWea 

"pROM  thy  forehe»d  di«8  1  tdke      i    - 

■*■      These  herbs,  and  charge  thee  W*  aWake 

Till  in  yonder  holy  well  -  ■  ■    . .  ^  .   ' 

Thrice,  with  powerful  magic  spett^       i-  ' 

Filled  with  many  a  baleful  word,' 

Thou  hast  been  dipped.     Thu«,  with  my  icord 

Of  blasted  hemp,'  by  mOMilight  twiritdi 

I  do  thy  sleepy  body  bind,    ---i 

I  turn  thy  head  unto  the  east. 

And  thy  feet  unto  the  west, 

Thy  left  arm  to  the  south'  put  faith, 

And  thy  right  unto  ths  iwrtht 

I  tak  ,  ,     ,^ 

In  th  ■'    i 

And 

I  let  "'    ■ 

Take  " 

To  tl 

In  til 

By  d  ■',  ^"'"' 

Thus 
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Hue*  diat  yearljr  sexea  change 
Proteiu  altering  aft  and  strange^ 
Hecate  with  shapei  three, 
I-et  this  maiden  changed  be. 
With  this  holjr  water  wet, 
To  the  shape  of  Amotet  I 
Cynthia,  work  thou  with  my  t^atml 
ThiM  1  draw  diec  free  from  harm. 
Up  out  of  thii  UcMed  lake; 
RiM  both  like  her  and  awake  I 

7-  Flettba 

t-  Nymphidia 

Tbt  Court  of  Fairy 

/^LD  Chaucer  doth  of  Topas  tell. 
^-^  Mad  Rabelais  of  Pantagraa, 
A  later  diird  of  Dowsabel, 

With  such  poor  trifles  playing; 
Others  the  like  have  laboured  at. 
Some  of  this  thing,  and  some  of  thai* 
And  many  of  they  knew  not  what. 

But  what  they  must  be  saying. 

Another  sort  there  be,  that  will 
Be  talking  of  the  Fairies  still, 
For  never  can  they  have  their  fill. 

As  they  were  wedded  to  them; 
No  tales  of  them  their  thirst  can  slake. 
So  much  delight  therein  they  take. 
And  some  strange  thing  they  fain  would  uiake 

Knew  they  the  way  to  do  them. 
446 
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Then  since  no  Muse  hath  been  so  bold, 
Or  of  the  later,  or  the  old. 
Those  elvish  secrets  to  unfold. 

Which  lie  from  others'  reading. 
My  active  Muse  to  light  shall  bring 
The  Court  of  that  proud  Fairy  King,    ■ 
And  tell  there  of  the  revelling: 

Jove  prosper  my  proceeding! 

And  thou,  Nymphidia,  gentle  Fay, 
Which,  meeting  me  upon  the  way. 
These  secrets  didst  to  me  bewray. 

Which  now  1  am  in  telling; 
My  pretty,  light,  fantastic  maid, 
I  here  invoke  thee  to  my  aid, 
That  I  may  speak  what  thou  hast  said. 

In  numbers  smoothly  swdling. 

This  palace  standeth  in  the  air, 
By  necromancy  placed  there. 
That  it  no   tempest  needs  to  fear. 

Which  way  soe'er  it  blow  it; 
And  somewhat  southward  toward  the  nooti. 
Whence  lies  a  way  up  to  the  illooii,      " 
And  thence  (he  Fairy  can  as  soon 

Pass  to  the  earth  below  it. 

The  walls  of  spiders'  legs  are  made 
Well  mortised  and  finely  laid; 
He  was  tlie  master  ofhis  trade 
It  curiously  that  builded; 
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The  windows  of  the  eyes  of  cats, 
And  for  the  roof,  instead  of  slats. 
Is  covered  with  the  skins  of  bats. 
With  nwonshine  that  are  gilde<L 

Hence  Oberrai  him  ^rt  to  make, 
Their  rest  when  weaty  mortals  take, 
And  none  but  only  fairies  wake, 

Descendetb  for  his  pleasure; 
And  Mab,  his  meriy  Queen,  by  night 
Bestrides  young  folks  that  lie  upright 
011  elder  times,  the  mate  that  hightX 

Which  plagues  them  out  of  measure. 

Hence  shadows,  seeming  idle  shapes. 

Of  little  friskily  sives  and  apes 

To  earth  do  make  their  wanton  aca^ea. 

As  hope  of  pastime  hastes  them; 
Which  maids  think  on  the  heanh  they  see 
When  fires  well-near  consumed  be. 
There  dancing  hays  by  two  and  three, 

Juit  as  their  fancy  casts  them. 

These  make  our  girls  their  sluttery  rue, 
By  pinching  .them  both  black  and  blue. 
And  put  a  penny  in  their  shoe 

The  house  for  cleanly  sweeping; 
And  in  their  courses  make  that  round 
In  meadows  and  in  marshes  found. 
Of  them  so  called  the.  Fairy  Ground, 

Of  which  they  have  the  keeping. 
+t8 
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These  when  a  cbiM  hups  tft  be  got  ,  r  .. . 
Which  after  proves  an  idiot 
When  folk  perceive  it  -thriveth  aftt. 

The  fault  therein  tosm^dier.  > 
Some  silly,  doting,  brainless  calf 
That  understands  thmgs  by  ih^.^ielj^'. 
Say  that  the  Faiiy  left  this  aulfe 

And  took  away  the  othet. 

But  listeo,  and  I-  iihall  you  tell  ' 
A  chance  in  Faiiy  that  befell,  .  . 
Which  cenainly  roay  please  some  w^L. 

In  love  and  arms  ^delighting: 
Of  Obeton  that  jealous  grew 
Of  one  of  his  own  Fairy  crew. 
Too  well,  he  {eared,  his  t^ueen  that  lutewt 

His  love  but  ill  requiting. 

Pigw^gen  was  this  Fairy  Knigh^ 

One  wondrous  gracious  in  the  sight 

Of  fair  Queen  Mat,'  which  day  and  aight  :■ 

He  amorously  obtened^ 
Which  made  King  Oberon  suspect 
His  service  took  tqo  good  effect, 
His  sauciness  had  often  checkt. 

And  could  have  wished  him  sterv^ 

Pigwiggen  gladly  would  commend 
Some  token  to  Qaeeh  Mah  to  send^; 
If  sea  or  land  him  ai^ht  could  lend 
Were  worthy  of  her  wearing; 
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At  length  Ah  lover  doth  devise 
A  bracelet  made  of  emmets'  eyes, 
A  thing  he  thou^t  that  she  would  fme. 
No  whit  her  state  impairing. 

And  to  the  Queen  a  letter  writes. 
Which  he  most  curiously  indites. 
Conjuring  her  by  all  the  rites 

Of  love,  she  would  be  pleased 
To  meet  him,  her  true  servant,  wheic 
They  might,  without  suspect  or  fear. 
Themselves  to  one  another  clear 

And  have  their  poor  hearts  eased. 

At  midnight,  the  appointed  hour: 

"  And  for  the  Queen  a  fitting  bower," 

Quoth  he,  "  is  that  fair  cowslip  flower 

On  Hipcut  hill  that  bloweth : 
In  all  your  train  diere's  not  a  fay 
That  ever  went  to  gather  may 
But  she  hath  made  it,  in  her  way. 

The  tallest  there  tl 


When  by  Tom  Thumb,  a  Fairy  Page, 
He  sent  it,  and  doth  him  engage 
By  promise  of  a  mighty  wage 

It  secretly  to  carry; 
Which  done,  the  Queen  her  maids  dotb  csU, 
And  bids  them  to. be  ready  all: 
She  would  go  see  her  sununer  hall, 

She  could  no  longer  tarty. 
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Her  chariot  ready  straight  is. made. 
Each  diing  therein  is  fitting  laid. 
That  she  by  nothing  might  be  Stayed, 

Foi  nought  must  be  her  letting; 
Four  nimble  gnats  the  horses  wer^ 
Their  harnesses  of  gossamere. 
Fly  Cranion  the  charioteer 

Upon  the  coach'box  getting. 

Her  chariot  of  a  snail's  fine  shell, 
Which  for  the  colours  did  excel. 
The  fair  Queen  Mab  becoming  well, 

So  lively  was  the  limning; 
The  seat  the  soft  wool  of  the  bee, 
The  cover,  gallantly  to  see. 
The  wing  of  a  pied  butterflee; 

I  trow  'twas  simple  trimming. 

The  wheels  composed  of  crickets'  bones, 
And  daintily  made  for  the  nonce, 
For  fear  of  rattling  on  the  stones 

With  thistle-down  they  shod  it; 
For  all  het  maidens  much  did  fear 
If  Obeion  had  chanc'd  to  hear 
That  Mab  his  Queen  should  have  been  th 

He  would  not  have  abode  it. 

She  mounts  her  chariot  with  a  trice, 

Nor  would  she  stay,  for  no  advice, 

Until  her  maids  that  were  so  pice 

To  wait  on  her  wer^  fitted; 
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But  ran  herself  away  alone. 
Which  when  thej'  heard,  there  was  not  one 
Bui  hasted  after  to  be  gone. 
As  she  had  been  diswitted. 

Hop  and  Mop  and  Drop  so  clear, 
Pip  and  Trip  and  Skip  that  were 
To  Mab,  their  sovereign,  ever  dear. 

Her  special  maids  of  honour; 
Fib  and  Tib  and  Pink  and  Pin, 
Tick  and  Quick  and  Jill  and  Jin, 
Tit  and  Nit  and  Wap  and  Win, 

The  train  that  wait  upon  her. 

Upon  a  gnudiopper  they  got 

And,  what  with  amble  and  with  trot, 

For  hedge  and  ditch  they  spared  not. 

But  after  her  they  hie  them; 
A  cobweb  over  them  they  throw. 
To  shield  the  wiiid  if  it  should  blow. 
Themselves  they  wisely  could  bestow 

Lest  any  should  espy  them. 

But  let  us  leave  Queen  Mab  a  while, 
Through  many  a  gate',  o'er  many  a  stile. 
That  now  had  gotten  by  this  wile, 

Her  dear  Pigwiggen  kissing; 
And  tell  how  Oberon  dotfa  fare. 
Who  grew  as  mad  as  any  hare 
When  he  had  sought  each  place  with  cart 

And  found  his  Queen  was  missiing. 
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So  first  encountering  with  a  Wasp, 
He  in  his  arms  tht  fly  doth  clasp  ' 
As  though  his  breath  he''rortli  would  grasp, 

Him  for  Pigwiggen' taking: 
"Where  is  my  wife,  thou  rogue?"  quoth  he; 
"Pigwi^n,  she  is  come  to' (bee;        '  ' 
Restore  her,  or  thful  diesi  by  me!" 

Whereat  the  poor  Wasp  quaking 

Cries,  "Oberon,  great  Fairy  King, 
Content  tbee,  .1   am  no  swch  thing;   ^ 
I  am  a  Wasp,  behold  my  sting!"  ' 

At  which  the  Fairy  started ;'   ' 
When  soon  away  the  Wasp  doth  go, 
Poor  wretch,  was  tievtr  frighted  so; 
He  thought  bis  wings  were  niuch  tdo  dow,  - 

O'erjoyed  tbey  So  .were- parted.  -  ■ 


He  next  upon  a  Glow-worm  ligKt,    '    ",      . . 
(You  must  suppose  it  now  was  night),! 
Which,  for  her  hinder  part  was  bright,^ 

He  took  to  be  a  devil. 
And  furiously  dotb  her  assail 
For  carrying  fire  in  beftai!;- 
He  thrashed- h6r  rougb-etiat  with  hrs  ftail;  ' 

The  mad  King  leafed  ho  iVil,  ' 

"Oh I"    quo*  the  Qldw-worm,  "bold  thy  hand, 
Tbou  puissant  King  of  Fairy-land  t       ,' 
TTjy  migbty  strokes  who  may  witbstand^ 
Hold,  of  oflife  despair  I!*" 
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Together  then  herself  doth  roll, 
And  tumbling  down  into  a  hole 
She  seemed  as  black  as  any  coal; 
Which  vext  away  the  Faiiy. 

From  thence  he  ran  inn>  a  hive: 
Amongst  the  bees  he  letteth  drive, 
And  down  their  combs  begins  to  rive, 

All  likely  to  have  spoiled, 
Which  with  their  wax  his  face  besmeared, 
And  with  their  honey  daubed  his  beard: 
It  would  have  made  a  man  afeA-ed 

To  see  how  he  was  moiled. 

A  new  adventure  him  betides; 

He  met  an  Ant,  which  be  bestrides. 

And  post  thereon  away  he  rides. 

Which  with  his  haste  doth  stumble^ 
And  came  full  over  on  her  snout, 
Het  heels  sc  threw  the  dirt  about, 
For  she  by  no  means  could  get  out, 

But  over  him  doth  tumble. 

And  being  in  this  piteous  case. 
And  all  be-slurred  head  and  face. 
On  runs  he  in  this  wild-goose  chase. 

As  here  and  there  he  rambles; 
Half  blind,  against  a  molehole  hit. 
And  for  a  mountain  taking  it. 
For  all  he  was  out  of  his  wit 

Yet  to  the  top  he  scrambles. 
454 
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And  being  gotten  to  the  top, 

Yet  there  himself  he  could  not  Stop, 

But  down  on  the  other  side  dodi  chop. 

And  to  the  foot  came  Tumbling; 
So  that  the  grubs,  therein  that  bred. 
Hearing  such  tonnoil  overhead, 
Thought  surely  th^  had  all  be^  dead; 

So  fearful  was  the  jumbling. 

And  falling  down  into  a  lake. 
Which  him  up  to  the  neck  doth  take. 
His  fury  somewhat  it  doth  slake;  ' 

He  calleth  for  a  ferry; 
Where  you  may  some  recovery  note; 
What  was  his  club  he  made  his  boat. 
And  in  his  oaken  cup  doth  float. 

As  safe  as  in  a  wherry. 

Men  talk  of  the  adventures  strange 
Of  Don  Quishott,  and  of  their  change 
Through  which  he  armed  oft  did  ranges 

Of  Sancho  Pancha's  travel ; 
But  should  a  man  tell  everything 
Done  by  this  frantic  Fairy  King, 
And  them  in  loffy  numbers  sing. 

It  well  his  wits  migjit  gravel. 

Scarce  set  on  shore,  but  therewithal 
He  meeteth  Puck,  which  most  men  call 
Hot^blin,  and  on  him  dodi  fall. 

With  words  ftota  frenzy  spoken:    '' 
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"Ho,  ho,"  quoth  Hob,  "God  Mve  thy  graccl 
Who  dren  thee  in  this  piteous  case  ? 
He  ihiu  that  spoiled  my  soveieign's  face, 
I  would  hit  neck  were  brokeo  I " 

this  Puck  seemi  but  a  dreaming  icit. 
Still  walkii^  like  a  ragged  colt. 
And  oft  out  of  a  bush  doth  bolt. 

Of  purpose  to  deceive  us; 
And  leading  us  makes  us  to  stray. 
Long  winter's  nights,  out  of  the  way; 
And  when  we  stick  in  mire  and  clay. 

Hob  doth  with  laughter  leave  us. 

"  Dear  Puck,"  quoth  be,  "  my  wife  is  gone: 
As  e'er  thou  lov'st  King  Oberon, 
Let  everything  but  this  alone, 

With  vengeance  and  pursue  her; 
Brii^  her  to  me  alive  or  dead. 
Or  that  vile  thief,  Pigwiggen's  head. 
That  villain  hath  my  Queen  misled; 

He  to  this  folly  drew  her." 

Quoth  Puck,  "  My  liege,  I'll  nevet  lin. 
But  I  will  thorou^  thick  and  thin. 
Until  at  length  I  bring  hel  in; 

My  dearest  lord,  ne'er  doubl  it." 
Thorough  brake,  thorough  briar. 
Thorough  muck,  thorough  mire, 
Thorough  water,  thorough  fire; 

■  And  thus  goes  Puck  about  it. 
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This  thiflg  Nymphidia  overiieard. 
That  on  this  mad  king  had  a  guard,  ' 
Not  doubting  of  a  great  reward. 

For  first  this  business  broaching; 
And  through  the  air  away  doth  go, 
Swift  as  an  arrow  from  the  bow, 
To  let  her  sovereign  Mab  to  know 

What  peril  was  approaching. 

The  Queen  bound  with  Love's  powerful'st  charm 

Sate  with  Pigwiggen  arm  in  arm; 

Her  merry  maids,  that  thought  no  harm,  ' ' 

About  the  room  was  skipping;    ■ ' 
A  humble-bee,  their  minstrel,  played 
Upon  his-  hautboy,  every  maid 
Fit  for  this  revel  was'  arrayed. 

The  hornpipe  neatly  tripping. 

In  comes  Nymphidia,  and  doth  cry, 

"  My  sovereign,  for  your  safety  fly,  ' 

For  there  is  danger  but  too  nigh'; 

I  posted  to  forewarn  you: 
The  King  hath  sent  Hobgoblin  out. 
To  seek  you  all  the  fields  about. 
And  of  your  safety  yoU  may  doubt, 

If  he  but  once  discern  you.'*' 

When,  like  an  uproar  in  A  town 
Before  them  everything  went  doWh;     ' 
Some  tore  a  ruff,  and  some  a  gown,    ,  " 
'Gainst  one  another  justling;      '' 
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They  flew  about  like  chaff  i'  th'  wind; 

For  haste  some  left  their  masks  behind; 

Some  could  qoI  stay  their  gloves  to  find; 

There  never  was  such  bustling. 

Foith  ran  th^,  by  a  secret  way. 
Into  a  brake  that  near  them  lay; 
Yet  much  they  doubted  there  to  stay. 

Lest  Hob  should  hap  to  find  them; 
He  had  a  shaip  and  piercing  sight, 
All  one  to  him  the  day  and  night; 
And  therefore  were  resolved,  by  flight. 

To  leave  this  place  behind  them. 

At  lengdi  one  chanced  to  find  a  nut. 
In  the  end  of  which  a  hole  was  cut, 
Which  lay  ui>oti  a  hazel  root. 

There  scattered  by  a  squirrel 
Which  out  the  kernel  gotten  had; 
When  quoth  this  Fay,  "  Dear  Queen,  be  glad; 
Let  Oberan  be  ne'er  so  mad, 

I'll  set  you  safe  from  peril. 

"Come  all  into  this  nut,"  quoth  the, 
"Come  closely  in;  be  ruled  by  me; 
Each  one  may  here  a  chooser  be, 

For  room  ye  need  not  wrastle: 
Nor  need  ye  be,  together  heapt;" 
So  one  by  one  therein  they  crept. 
And  lying  down  they  soundly  slept, 

And  safe  as  in  a  castle. 
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Nymphidia,  that  this  while  doth  watch. 
Perceived  if  Puck  the  Queen  should  catch 
Tliat  he  should  be  her  over-match, 

Of  which  she  well-  bethought  her; 
Found  it  must  be  some  powerful  charm. 
The  Queen  against  him  that  must  arm. 
Or  surely  he  would  do  her  harm, 

For  throughly  he  had  sought  her. 

And  listening  if  she  aught  could  hear. 
That  her  might  hinder,  or  might  fear, 
Bui  finding  still  the  coast  was  clear; 

Nor  creature  had  descried  her; 
Each  circumstance  and  having  scanned. 
She  came  thereby  to  understand. 
Puck  would  be  with  them  out  of  hand; 

When  to  her  charms  she  hied  faer. 

And  first  her  fem-seed  doth  bestow, 

The  kernel  of  the  mistletoe; 

And  here  and  there  as  Puck  should  go. 

With  terror  to  afFright  him. 
She  night-shade  strews  to  work  him  ill, 
Therewith  her  vervain  and  her  dill. 
That  hindereth  witches  of  their  will, ' 

Of  purpose  to  despite  him. 

Then  sprinkles  she  the  juice  of  rue, 
That  groweth  underneath  the  yew; 
With  nine  drops  of  the  midnight  dew, 
From  lunaiy  distilling: 
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The  molewarp's  brain  mixed  tberevithal; 
And  with  the  same  the  pismire's  gall; 
For  she  in  nothing  shoct  would  fall, 
The  Fairy  w»s  so  willing. 

Then  thrice  under  &  briar  doth  creep. 
Which  at  both  ends  are  nmted  deep, 
And  over  it  three  times  Aio  leap; 

Her  magic  much  availing: 
Then  on  Proserpina  doth  call. 
And  so. upon  her  speil.  doth  fall. 
Which  here  to  you  repeat  I  ahall. 

Not  in  one  tittle  failii^. 

"  By  the  croaking  oF  the  frog. 
By  thi  howling  of  the  dog, 
By  the  oytng  of  the  hog, 

Against  the  storm  arising; 
By  the  evening  curfew  bell. 
By  the  doleful  dying  knell, 

0  let  this  iqy  direful  sp^, 

Hob,  hbder  my  surprising! 

"  By  the  mandrake's  dreadful  groans. 

By  the  lubrican's  sad  moans. 

By  the  noise  of  dead  men's  bones 

In  charnel-houses  rattling; 
By  the  hi$siog  of  the  spalce,  .  . 

The  rustling  of  the  fire-drake, 

1  charge  thee  thou  this  place  forsake. 

Nor  of  Queen  Mab  be  pratclingl 


DoliiHihyGoOHlc 


ELIZABETHAN   VERSE 

"By  the  whirlwind's  holloiv  sound* 
By  the  thundei'i  dreadful  stound. 
Yells  of  spirits  underground,   .    , 

I,  charge  thee  not  to  fear  us;    :  ;  . 
By  the  screech-owl's  dismal  note, 
By  the  black  night-raven's  throat, 
I  charge  thee.  Hob,  to  tear  thy  coat 

With  thorns,  if  thou  come  near  us  I" 

Her  spell  thus  spoke,  she  stept  aside, 
And  in  a  chink  herself  doth  hide^ 
To  see  theceof  what  would  ^betide^     ■  ■ 

For  she  doth  only  mind  him:; 
When  presently  she  Puck  espies. 
And  well  she  marked  his  gloating  eyes, 
How  under  every  leaf  he  pries, 

In  seeking  still  to  find  them. 

But  once  the  circle  got  within, 

The  charms  to  work  do  straight  begin, 

And  he  was  caught  as.  in  a  gin; 

For  as  he  thus  was  busy, 
A  pain  he  in  his  head-piece  feels. 
Against  a  stubbed  tree  he  reels,. 
And  up  went  poor  Hobgoblin's  beds; 

Alas  I   his  brain  was  dizzy  1 

At  I«]gth  upon  his  feet  he  gets. 
Hobgoblin  fumes.  Hobgoblin  fret?; 
And  as  again  he. forwards  sets,  .  y 

Aiid  dirough.the  bushes  scrambles, 
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A  stump  doth  trip  him  in  his  pace; 
Down  comes  poor  Hob  upon  his  face. 
And  lamentably  tore  his  case, 

Amongst  the  briars  and  brambtes. 

"A  plague  upon  Queen  Mab!"  quoth  he, 
"And  all  her  maids  where'er  they  be: 
I  think  the  devil  guided  me. 

To  seek  her  so  provoked  I " 
Where  stumbling  at  a  piece  of  wood, 
He  fell  into  a  ditch  of  mud. 
Where  to  the  very  chin  he  stood, 

In  danger  to  be  choked. 

Now  worse  than  e'er  he  was  before. 

Poor  Puck  doth  yell,  poor  Puck  doth  roar,    ■ 

That  waked  Queen  Mab,  who  doubted  sote 

Some  treason  had  been  wrought  her: 
Until  Mymphidia  told  the  Queen, 
What  she  had  done,  what  she  had  seen. 
Who  then  had  well  near  cracked  her  ^een 

With  very  extreme  laughter. 

But  leave  we  Hob  to  clamber  out. 
Queen  Mab  and  all  her  Faiiy  rout. 
And  come  again  to  have  a  bout 

With  Oberon  yet  madding: 
And  with  Pigwiggen  now  distraught. 
Who  much  was  troubled  in  his  thought. 
That  he  so  long  the  Queen  had  sought, 
And  through  the  fields  was  gadding. 
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And  as  he  nms  he  still  doth  cry, 

"  King  Oberon,  I  thee  defy, 

And  dare  thee  here  in  arms  to  ay,. 

For  my  dear  lady's  honour: 
For  that  she  is  a  Queen  right  good. 
In  whose  defence  I'H  shed  my  blood. 
And  that  thou  in  this  jealous  mood 

Hast  laid  this  slander  on  her." 

And  quickly  arms  him  for  the  lidd, 
A  little  cockle-shell  his  shield. 
Which  he  could  very  bravely  widd, 

Yet  could  it  not  be  perced; 
His  spear  a  bent  both  stiRT  and  strong. 
And  well-near  of  two  inches  long: 
The  pile  was  of  a  hoise~fly's  tongue. 

Whose  sharpness  nought  reversed. 

And  puts  him  on  a  coat  of  mail, 

Which  was  of  A  fish's  scale. 

That  when  his  foe  should  him  assail. 

No  point  should  be  prevailing: 
His  rapier  was  a  hornet's  sting; 
It  was  a  very  dangerous  thing, 
For  if  he  chanced  to  hurt  the  King, 

It  would  be  long  in  healing. 

His  helmet  was  a  beetle's  head. 
Most  horrible  and  full  of  dread,    . 
That  able  was  to  strike  one  dead, 
Yet  did  it  well  become  him; 
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And  for  a  plume  a  horse's  hair 
Which,  being  toesed  with  the  air, 
Had  force  to  nrilce  his  foe  with  fear. 
And  turn  his  weapon  from  him. 

Himself  he  on  an  earwig  set. 

Yet  scarce  he  on  his  bacL  could  get. 

So  oft  and  high  he  did  curvet. 

Ere  he  himself  could  settle: 
He  made  him  turn,  and  stop,  and  bound. 
To  gallop  and  to  trot  the  round. 
He  scarce  could  stand  on  any  ground. 

He  was  so  full  of  mettle. 

When  soon  he  met  with  Tomalin, 
One  that  a  valiant  knight  had  been. 
And  to  King  Oberon  of  kin; 

Quoth  he,  "  Thou  manly  Faiiy, 
Tell  Oberon- 1  come  prepared, 
Then  bid  him  stand  upon  his  guard; 
This  hand  his  baseness  shall  reward. 

Let  him  be  ne'er  so  waiy. 

"  Say  to  him  thus,  that  I  defy 
His  slanders  and  his  infamy. 
And  as  a  mortal  enemy 

Do  publicly  proclaim  him: 
Withal  that  if  I  had  mine  own. 
He  should  not  wear  the  Fairy  crown, 
But  with  a  vengeance  should  come  down, 

Nor  we  a  King  should  name  him," 
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This  Tomalin'  could  not  abidei 
To  hear  his  sovereign  villifted; 
But  to  the  Fairy  Court  him  hied, 

(Full  furiously  he  posted). 
With  everything  Pigwiggen  said: 
How  title  to  the  iirown  He  liiid. 
And  in  nhat  arms  he  was  arrayed. 

As  how  himself  he'  boasted. 

"Twixt  head  and  foot,  from  point  to  poin 
He  tdd  die  arming  of  each  joint. 
In  every  piece  how  neat  and  quoint. 

For  Tomalin  could  do  it: 
How  fair  he  sat,  how  sure  he  rid, 
As  of  the  courser  he  bestrid. 
How  managed^  and  how  well  ha  did; 

The  King  which  listened  to  it, 

Quorii  he,  "  Go,  Tomalin,  with  speed. 
Provide  me  arms,  provide  my  steed. 
And  everything  that  I  shall  need; 

By  thee  I  will  be  guided ; 
To  straight  account  call  thou  (hy  wit; 
See  there  be  wanting  not  a  vAtk,'  - 
In  everything  see  th6u  me  (it, 

Jnst  as  my  foe's  provided-"        ■ . 

Soon  fewthis  news  trough  Fairy-land, 
Which  gave  Queen  Mab  to  understand 
The  combat  that  was  then  in  hand 
Betwixt  those  men  so  mighty: 
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Which  greatly  she  began  to  rue, 
PeTceiving  that  all  Fairy  knew 
The  first  occasion  from  her  grew 
Of  these  affairs  so  weighty. 

Wherefore  atteodod  with  her  rntHs, 
Through  fogs,  and  mists,  and  damps  she  m 
To  Proserpine  the  Queen  of  Shades, 

To  treat,  that  it  would  please  her 
The  cause  into  her  hands  tg  take, 
For  ancient  love  and  ftiendship's  sake. 
And  soon  thereof  an  end  to  make, 

Which  of  much  care  would  ease  her. 

A  while  there  let  we  Mab  alone. 
And  come  we  to  King  Oberon, 
Who,  armed  to  meet  his  foe,  is  gone, 

For  proud  Pigwiggen  crying: 
Who  sought  the  Fairy  Knig  as  fast, 
And  had  so  well  his  journeys  cast. 
That  he  arrived  at  the  last, 

His  puissant  foe  espying. 

Stout  TomaltB  came  with  the  King, 
Tom  Thumh  doth  on  Pigwiggen  bring, 
That  perfect  were  in  everything 

To  single  d^cs  belonging: 
And  therefore  they  themselves  engage, 
To  see  them  exercise  their  rage, 
With  fair  and  comely  equipage. 

Not  one  the  other  v 
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So  like  in  aims  these  champions  were. 

As  they  had  been  a  very  pair. 

So  that  a  man  would  almost  swear 

"Hiat  either  had  been  either; 
Their  furious  steeds  b^an  to  neigh. 
That  they  were  heard  a  mighty  way; 
Their  staves  upon  their  rests  they  lay; 

Yet  ere  they  flew  together. 


Their  seconds  minister  an  oath, 
Which  was  indifferent  to  them  both. 
That  on  their  knightly  faith  and  troth 

No  magic  them  suppUed ; 
And  sought  them  that  they  had  no  charms, 
Wherewith  to  work  each  other's  harms, 
But  came  with  simple  open  arms 

To  have  their  causes  tried. 

Together  furiously  they  ran. 

That  to  the  ground  came  horse  and  man. 

The  blood  out  of  their  helmets  span. 

So  sharp  were  their  encounters; 
And  though  they  to  the  earth  were  dirown. 
Yet  quickly  diey  regained  their  own. 
Such  nimbleness  was  never  shown, 

They  were  two  gallant  nwunters. 

When  in  a  second  course  again, 
Tliey  forward  came  with  might  and  main, 
Yet  which  had  better  of  the  twain, 
The  seconds  could  not  judge  yet; 
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Their  shields  were  into  pieces  ck(ti 
Their  helmets  from  their  heads  were  reft. 
And  to  defend  them  nothing  leTt, 

These. champions  would  not  budgp  yet 

Away  ffora  diem  their  staves  they-  tbrew. 
Their  cruel  swords  they  quickly  dtew, 
And  freshly  they  the  fight  renew, 

They  every  stroke  redoubled; 
Which  made  Proserpina  take  heed, 
And  majte  to  them  the  greater  speed, 
For  fear  test  they  too  much  should  Meed, 

Which  wondrously  her  troubled. 

When  to  the  infernal  Styx  she  goes, 
And  takes  tfae  fo^  from  dience  that  rose, 
And  in  a  bag  doth  them  endose, - 

When  well  she  had  them  blended. 
She  hies  her  then  to  Lethe  spring 
A  botde  and  thereof  doth  bring. 
Wherewith  she  meant  to  work  the  thil% 

Which  only  she  intended. 

Now  Proserpine  with  Mah  is  gone. 
Unto  the  place  where  Oberon 
And  proud  Pigwi^eti,  one  to  one, 

Both  to  be  slain  were  likely: 
And  there  themselves  they  closely  hide,    . 
BecauK  they  would  not  be  espied.; 
For  Proserpine  meant  to  decide 

The  matter  very  quickly. 
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And  suddenly  undes  the  poke,. 
Which  out  of  it  sent  such  a  smoke,    . 
As  ready  was  them  all  to  choke,  .   . 

So  gtievous  was  t^e  potherj-  ;. 
So  that  the  knights  each  other  lost. 
And  stood  as  still  at  any  pos(;-  ■  •_:■■/ 

Tom  Thumb  ao.t  Tomalin  could  boast 

TheiBselves  oi  any  other. 

But  when  the  mist  'gan  somewhat  cease; 
Proserpina  eommandath  peace; 
And  that  a  .while  they  diould  release 

Each  adier  of  their  peril ; 
"Which  here,"  quoth  she,  "1  do  proclaim 
To  all  in  dMadful  Ituto's  name, 
That  as  jr&viU  eschien  his  blame, 

Yoo  let  me  hear  Ae  qiiarrel': 

"But  here  yourselves  you  must  engage. 
Somewhat  to  coo!  your  spleenish  rage; 
Your-  grievous  thirst  and  to  assuage 

That  -first  you  drink  this  Itquor, 
Which  shall  your  understanding  clear,  , 
As  plainly  shall  to  you.  appear; 
Those  things  from  me  that  you  shall  he^tf  ; 

Conceiving  much  the  quicker,"  , 

This  Lethe  n:ateT,  you  must  know. 
The  memory  destroyetli  so. 
That  of  our  .weal,  or  of  our  wo&  : 
Is -all  remembrance  blotted; 
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Of  it  nor  can  you  ever  think; 
For  they  no  aooner  took  this  drink, 
But  nought  into  their  braini  could  ttnk 
Of  what  had  them  besotted. 

Kiitg  Oberon  forgotten  had 

That  he  for  jealou^  ran  mad, 

But  of  his  Queen  was  wondrous  ^ad. 

And  asked  how  they  came  thither: 
Pigwiggen  likewise  doth  forget 
That  he  Queen  Mab  had  ever  met, 
Or  that  diey  were  ao  hard  beset. 

When  thty  were  found  togedici. 

Nor  neither  of  them  both  had  thought 
That  e'er  they  each  had  other  sou^t. 
Much  less  that  they  a  combat  fought. 

But  such  a  dream  was  loathing, 
Tom  Thumb  had  got  a  little  sup. 
And  Tomalin  scarce  kissed  the  cup, 
Yet  had  their  brains  so  sure  locked  up. 

That  they  remembered  nothing. 

Queen  Mab  and  her  light  maids,  the  while, 
Amongst  themselves  do  closely  smile. 
To  see  the  King  cau^t  with  this  wile. 

With  one  another  jesting' 
And  to  the  Faiiy  Court  they  went. 
With  mickle  joy  and  merriment. 
Which  thing  was  done'  with  giM>d  intent. 

And  thus  I  left  them  feasting. 

M.  Draym 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


ELIZABETHAN  VERSE 


S" 


^5,  Hymn  to  Pan 

^ING  his  praises  that  doth  keep 
Our  floclis  from  harm. 
Pan,  the  father  of  our  sheep; 

And  arm  in  arm 
Tread  we  softly  in  a  round, 
WhSst  the  hollow  neighbouring  ground 
FiIIb  the  music  with  her  sound. 

Pan,  O  great  god  Pan,  to  thee 

Thus  do  we  sing  t 
Thou  who  keep'st  us  chaste  and  free 

As  the  young  spritig: 
Ever  by  thy  honour  spolce 
From  that  place  the  mom  is  broke 
To  that  place  day  doth  unyoke  I 

J.  Fletcier 

446.  Hymn  to  Pan 

1  Nymph.  Of  Pan  we  sing,  the  best  of  singers.  Pan, 

That  taught  us  swains  how  first  to  tune  out 

And  on  the  pipe  more  airs  than  Phoebus  can. 
Chorus.      Heat,  O  you  groves,  and  hills  resound  his 
praise. 

2  Nymph.  Of  Pan  we  smg,  the  best  of  leaders,  Pan, 

That  leads  the  Naiads  and  the  Diyads  forth : 

And  to  their  dances  more  than.  Heimea  can. 

Chorui.       Hear,  O  you  groves,  and .  hills  resound  his 
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3  Nymph.  Of  Pan  we  ting,  the  best  of  hunters,  Pu^ 
ThxL  drivet  the  hart  to  seek  unused  vnp, 
And  in  the  chase  more  than  SiUanus  can. 
Chorus.      Hear,  O  you  giovei,  and  hills  resound  his 

2  Nymph.  Of  Pan,  we  sing,  the  best  of  shcf^erds,  Pan, 
That  keeps  our  fiocks  and   us^  ^^^  ^>^ 
leads  forth 
To  better  pastures  than  great  Pales  can. 
Chonu.      Hear,  O  you  grovei,  and  hiUs  resound  hb 
wonh. 
And  while  hi*  powers  and  praises  thus  we  sing, 
The  valleys  let  rebound  and  all  the  rivers  ring. 
B.  Joruon 

44y.  An  Ode  to  Himselj 

HERE  dost  dwu  careless  lie 
Buried  in  ease  and  stoth  t 
Knowledge  that  sleeps,  dodi  die 
And  this  security. 

It  is  the  commcm  moth 
That  eats  on  wits  and  arts,  and  that  destroys 
them  bodi. 

Are  all  the  Aonian  springs 

Dried  up  i  lies  Thespia  waste  i 
Doth  Clarius'  harp  want  strings. 
That  riot  a  nymph  now  sings; 

Or  droop  they  as  disgraced, 
To  see  their  seats  and  bowers  by  chattering  pia 
defaced? 
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If  hence  thy  silence  be. 

As  'ds  to6  jutt  a  iausp,  ?  ■ 

Let  this  thought  quicken  thee: 
Minds  that  are  great  and  ftee'  , 

Should  not  on  foTtUne  pause; 
Tis  crown  enough  to  virtue  still,  her  own  applause. 

What  though  the  greedy  fry 

Be  taken  with  false  haitj 
Of  worded  balladiy, 
And  think  it  pQe^? 

They  die  with  their  conceits. 
And  only  pitwofi  ocom  upon:  tfaeic  i  folly  waits. 

Then  take  in  hand  thy  lyre; 

Strike  in  thy  proper  strain; 
With  Japhet's  line  aspire 
Sol's  chariot,  for  new  (ire 

To  give  the  world  again: 
Who  aided  him,  will  (hee,  die  issue  of  Jove  s  bram. 

And,  since  our  dainty  age 
Cannot  endure  nptaaf. 
Make  not  thyself  a  page 
To  that  strumpet  the  ^age; 
But  sing  high  and  aloof. 
Safe  from  dM  Trtllf  s  black  jaw,  and  ithe  dull  asc's 
hoof. 

S.  Jonton 
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448.        Wfu>  Grace  for  Zenith  Had 

'\17HO  grace  for  zenith  had, 
"  "      From  which  no  shadows  gton 
Who  hath  seen  yty  of  all  his  hopes. 
And  end  of  all  his  woe; 


Whose  love  beloved  hath  been 
The  crown  of  hie  desire; 
Who  hath  seen  sorrow's  glories  burnt 
In  sweet  affection's  foe; 

If  from  this  hearenly  state. 
Which  souls  with  souls  unites, 
He  be  fallen  down  into  the  dark 
Despaired  war  of  sprites. 

Let  him  lament  with  me; 
For  none  doth  glory  know. 
That  hath  not  been  above  himself. 
And  thence  fallen  down  ro  woe. 

But  if  there  be  one  hope 
Left  in  bis  anguished  heart. 
If  fear  of  worse,  if  wish  of  eaae, 
If  horror  may  depart. 

He  plays  .with  his  compUints; 
He  is  no  mate  for  me. 
Whose  love  is  lost,  whose  hopes  ate  fled, 
Whose  fears  for  ever  be; 
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Yet  not  those  hap)^  fears 
Which  show  Desire  her  death, 
Teacbii^  with  use  a  piece  in  woe, 
And  in  despair  a  faith. 

No,  no;    my.  fears  kill  not. 
But  make  uncuted  woundsi 
Where  joy  aad  peace  do  issue  out, 
Aod  only  pain  abounds. 

Unpossible  are  he^, 
Reward,  and  hope  to  me; 
Yet  i^ile  unpossible  they  are, 
Th^  ea^  seem  to  be. 

Most  easy  seems  remorse. 
Despair,  agd  death  to  me; 
Yet  while  they  pusing  ea^  seem, 
Unpossible  diey  he.' 

Sa  ndthef  can  I  leave 
My  hopes  that  do  deceive. 
Nor  can  I  trust  mine  own  despair 
And  nothing  dse  receive. 

Thus  be  onhapi^  men 
Blest,  to  be  more  accurst; 
Near  to  die  glories  of  the  sun 
Clouds  with  most  horror  buret 

Like  ghost  raised  out  of  graves, 
Who  live  not,  though  they  go; 
Whose  walking,  fear  to  others  is. 
And  to  thcmsetves  &  woe; 
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So  is  rty  lift  br  her    ■  •  '    - 
WhoK  love  to  me  ti  iJead, 
On  whose  wonh  my  despair  yet  rta!k^ 
And  my  desire-  is  fed. 

I  swilbW  down  (he  bait 
Which  'tarries  down  my  death; 
I  cannM  put  love  from  my  heart 
While  Kfe  dtaWs  iii  ihy'  bteatK'; 

My  winter  it  within. 
Which  witbereih  my  joy; 
My  bnbwiedgie,  seat  of  civil  war,  - 
Where  fricndlj  Md  fdes  deWroy; 

And  my  dearet  are  wheels, 
Whennn  my  lieart'  »  borne. 
With  endless'tumirtg  of  themselTCS, 
Still  living  to  b«  ton*.     ■■■ 

My  thoi^hts  ate;  eagle's  feod, ' 
Ordamed  tb  bb  a  frvf 
To  width,  and  boing  adlL  oMUumed, 
Yet  never,  to- daiay. 

My  memory,  whcK  oaci 
My  Ifoart  laid. up  the  (tore    ' 
Of  help,  of  joy,  of  ajtirit's  wealth  ': 
To  multiply  them.rabie.   :  i 

In  ParadiM  I  oocc;  '' 

Did  lty«[  and  taste  the  tree. 
Which  Gh»dawed  wa^  -frotai  all  the^wotld, 
In  joy  t»  ^adow  BWi      ■   .ri'. 
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The  tree  hath  lost  his  frdt. 
Or  I  have  k>st  my  seat; 
My  soul  both  black  with  shadow  ie^ 
And  orer-bumt  with  heat. 

Truth  here  for  triiimph  serves, 
To  show  her  power  is  great, ' 
Whom  no  desert  can  overcome," 
Nor  no  distress  entreit. 

Time  past  lays  up  my  joy, 
And  time  to  come  my  grief; 
She  ever  must  be  my  desire. 
And  never  my  relief. 

Wrong,  her  lieutenant  is;',       ' 
My  wounded  thoughts  are  they 
Who  have  no  power  to  keep  the  field. 
Nor  will  to  Ttirt  away;  '  ' 

O  ruefiri  constariey! 
And  where  is  change  so  base, 
As  it  may  be  compared  with  ihee   ' 
In  scorn  and  in  disgrace  t 

Like  ^s  thc^'Lings  forlorn, 
Deposed^  from  their  estate,' 
Yet  cannot 'choose  bijt  love  the  cfowo 
Although  new  tings  they  hate; 

If  they  Jo  plead'their  nght„ — ; 
Nay,  rthejr  only  live,  — 
Offeirces'to  the  crown  alike 
Their  g6oil  and  ill  shall  gfvc! 
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So  I  would  I  were  not. 
Because  1  may  complain. 
And  cannot  choose  but  love  my 
And  joy  to  wish  in  vain. 

Thii  faith  condemneth  me; 

.My  right  doth  rumour  move; 

I  may  not  know  the  cause  I  fell, 

Not  yet  without  cause  love. 

Then,  love,  where  is  reward,— 
At  least  where  is  the  fame 
Of  them  that,  being,  bear  thy  cross, 
And,  being  not,  thy  namef 

The  world's  example  I, 
A  fable  eveiywhere, 
A  well  from  whence  the  springs  are  dried, 
A  tree  that  doth  not  bear; 

I,  like  the  bird  in  cage. 
At  first  with  cunning  caught. 
And  in  my  bondage  for  delist 
With  greater  cunning  taught. 

Now  owner's  humour  dies; 
I'm  neither  loved,  nor  fed. 
Nor  freed  am  l,.till  in  the  cage 
Forgotten  1  be  dead. 

The  ship  of  Greece,  dw  stream. 
And  sbt,  be  not  the  same 
They  were,  although  ship,  stream,  and  ^e 
Still  bear  their  antique  name 
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The  wood  whkh  was,  is  worn; 
Those  waves  are  run  away; 
Yet  still  a  ship,  and  still  a  stieam, 
Still  running  to  a  sea.  ' 

She  loved,  and  still  she  loves. 
But  doth  not  sriH  love  me; 
To  all  except  myself  yet  is 
As  she  was  wont  to  be. 

O  my  once  happy  thoughts  I 
The  heaven  where  grace  did  dwell  I 
My  saint  hath  turned  away  her  face; 
And  made  that  heaven  my  hell  I 

A  hdl,  for  so  is  that 
From  whence  no  souls  return,     . 
Where,  while  our  spirits  are  sacrificed. 
They  waste  not,  though  they  bum. 

Since  then  this  is  my  state. 
And  nothing  worse  than  this. 
Behold  the  map  of  death-like  life. 
Exiled  from  lovely  bliss: 

Alme  amMg  the  world. 
Strange  with  my  friends  to  be, 
ShowHig  my  fall'to  ^em  that  soom. 
See  not,  or  will  not  see; 

My  heart,  a  wilderness. 
My  studies  only  fear. 
And,  as  in  shadows  of  curst  death, 
A  .prospect  of  despair. 
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Hy  exeiciw  must  be 
My  horrors  to  rep«at; 
My.  peace,  j<^,  end,  and  sacrifice, 
Her  dead  Ii^e  to  entreu; 

My  food,  the  linie  that  was; 

The  time  to  come,  my  fast; 
For  drink,  the  barren  thirst  I  fed 

Of  ^ories  that  are  past; 

Sighs, and  salt  tears  my  bath; 

Reason  my  looking-glass,         ' 
To  show  me,  he  most  wretelied  is 

That  once  most  happy  was. 

Foriom  desires  my  dock. 

To  tell  me  every  day 
That  Time  hath  stolen  love,  life  and  all 

But  my  distress  away. 

For  music,  heavy  sighs; 

My  walk  an  inward  woe; 
Which  Hke  a  shadow  ever  shall 

Before  my  body  go. 

And  I  myself  am  he 

That  doth  with  none  compare. 
Except  in  woes  and  lack  of  worth 

Whose  states  more  wretched  are. 

Let  no  man  ask  my  name, 

Nor  what  else  I  should  be; 
For  GRIEVE-ILL,  pain,  forloni  estate 

Do  best  decipher  me. 

F.  Greville,  Lord  Bnob 
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tg.  Smg 

A  VIRTUE'S  branches  wither,  Virtue  pines, 

*       O  pkyi  pity,  and  alack  the  time; 
Vice  doth  flouiish.  Vice  in  gloiy  shines, 
Hw  gitded  boughs  above  die  cedai  climb. 

Vice  hath  golden  cheeks^  O  pity,  pity, 
She  in  every  land  do'h  monarchize;    . 

Virtue  is  exiled  from  every  city,    . 
Virtue  is  a  fool.  Vice  only  wise. 

O  pity,  pity.  Virtue  weeping  dies, 

Vice  laughs  to  see  her  faint,  alack  the  time.       ~.  .' 
This  sinks,  with  painted  wings  the  other  flies: 

Alack  that  best  should  fall,  and  bad  should  elimb 

O  pityi  f^ty,  pity,  mourn,  niot  sing, 
Vice  doth  flourish,  Vice  in  gloty  shines. 

Vice  is  a  saint,  Virtue  an  underling; 
Virtue's  branches  wither.  Virtue  pines. 

y,  Dikktt 


>o.  Pari  JugQ  Dukis  Tractus 

COUND  is  the  knot  (hat  Chastity  hath  tied 

'-'    Sweet  is  the  music  Unity  doth  make, 

Sure  is  the  store  that  Plenty  doth  provide. 

Pari  jugo  duleit  tradHt. . 


■.Gooj^lc 


THE  BOOK  OF 

.Where  Chasteness  fails  there  Conconl  will  decay, 

Where  Concord  fleeti  diere  Plenty  will  decease. 

Where  Plenty  wants  there  Love  will  wear  away. 

Pan  fugo  dulcts  tractus. 

I,  Chastity,  restrain  all  strange  desires; 
1,  Concord,  keep  die  course  of  sound  coment; 
I,  Plenty,  ^are  and  spend  as  cause  nequiiM.' 
Ptiri  jugo  dulcts  tractul. 

Make  much  of  us,  all  ye  that  married  be; 
Speak  well  of  us,  all  ye  that  mind  to  be; 
The  time  may  come  to  want  and  wish  all  tb^ 
Pari  jugo  Julcis  trattut. 

Anon. 

451. .  Man 

T  KNOW  my  soul  hath  power  to  know  all  thmgs, 
^         Yet  she  is  blind  ind  ignorant  in  aS: 
1  know  I'm  one  of  Nature's  liiile  kings. 
Yet  to  the  least  and  vilest  things  am  thrall. 
]  know  my  life's  a  pain  and  but  a  span; 
I  know  my  sense  ts  mock'd  in  everything; 
And,  to  conclude,  1  know  mys<4r  a  Man  — 
Which  is  a  pioud  and  yet  a  wretched  thing. 

Sir  J.  Davia 

452.  The  Life  of  Man 

IKE  to  the  falling  of  a  star, 
'  Or  as  the  flights  of  eagles  are, 
Or  like  the  fresh  spring's  gaady  hue. 
Or  silver  drops  of  morning  dem- 
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Or  like  the  wind  that  chafes  the  flood, 
Oi  )whbles  which  on  water  stood; 
Even  such  is  Man,  whose  bonowed  fig^ 
Is  fitrai^t  called  in  and  paid  to  n^l. 

The  winds  blow  out;  the  bubble  dies; 
The  spring  entombed  in  autumn  lies; 
The  dew's  diyed  up;  the  star  is  shot; 
The  flight  is  past;  and  man  foi^. 

H.Kingi?) 


The  Pulley 

TITHEN  God  at  firet  made  Man, 
^  '     Having  a  glass  of  blessings  standing  by  — 
Let  us  (said  He)  pour  on  him  all  we  can; 
Let  the  woild's  riches,  which  dispersed  lie. 
Contract  into  a  span. 

So  strenglh  lirstimade  a.  way^ 
Then  beauty  flow'^.theit  wisdom,  honour,  pleasure; 
When  almost  all  was  out,  God  made  a  stay, 
Perceiving  that,  al^e  of  all  H{b  treasure. 

Rest  in  the  bottom  lay. 

For  if  I  should  (said  He) 
Bestow  this  jewd  also  on  My  creature. 
He  would  adore  My  gifts  instead  of  Me, 
And  rest  in  Nature,  not  the  God  of  Nature: 

^-  both  should  losers  b*. 
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Tet  let  him  keep  die  rest, 
But  keep  diem  ffidi  repining  resdestneas; 
Let  him  be  rkh  and  we&iy,  that  at  least. 
If  goodness  lead  him'  not,  yet  neadness 

May  toss  him  to  My  breast. 

G.  fitrvttl 

integer  Vitae 

TTIE  man  of  life  upr%ht, 
-*-    Whose  guildess  heait  is  free 
From  all  dishonest  deeds, 
Or  thought  of  vanity; 

The  man  whose  silent  days  - 
In  harmless  joys  are  spen^ 

Whom  hopes  cannot  delude, 
Noi  Bonow  disc 


^ 


That  man  needs  neither  towers 
Nor  armour  for  defence. 

Not  «ectet' vaults  to  fiy 
From  thunder'i  violefKe; 

He  oidy  cah  VehoLd 

Widi  HDtffrigjHed  oyvs 
The  horrors  of  the  deep 

And  terrors  of  the  skies. 

TIm*^  Bconiiiq;  all  the  cares        " 
That  fate  M  fortune  brings, 

He  niakes  the  heav«n  his  bootE, 
His  Mbdata  heamnly  iktngtf 


DoliiHihyGoOHlc 


w 


ELIZABEfTHJ^   VERSE 

Good  tHoi^hn^  his  rfnl)'  ^tieinfs,'  ' 
His  wealth  a '^rdl-spent  a^,    '     _^, 

The 'eaith  tiis  teber  in&i  :     ■. 

And  ^iit  'pilgrimage. 

T.  Campio\ 

455.  A  Fancy,  ■■■■■■■■■■ 

JE  that  his  minh  hath  b>st»    ,  ■, 
Whose  comfort  is  dismayed. 
Whose  hope  is  vain,  whose  faith  is  scoiped. 
Whose  trust  is  all  betrayed,' 

If  he  have  held  them  d«ar,      '       "    ''    ' 

Come,  let  him  take  his  place  by  me; 
He  shall  na>t  rue  alone. ' 

But  if  the  smallest  $n«et   ■       ' '.  '    /  " " 
Be  mixed  wMi-all  his'tour';'        '    " 
If  in  the  day,  the  month,  the  year. 

He  feel  one,,ligl>teniqg  hour,  ,        ,T:. 

Then  reft  he  by  JjimsdE;  -.-.;,  ■;> 

He  is  tio  mate  foi  ine,  , .    ,';  ,:  ;  ;  // 
Whose  hope  is  fallen,  whose  succour  void. 
Whose  hap  his  death  must  be. 

Yet  not  the  wj«h^  death,"  '""  '    '''■ 
Which^hfflih  flfl'^lairtt  nofWck,"     '■'''■    ■ 
Which,  making  ftee  the  beM**' pSirlf,  '■' '■ 
Is  only  natuie's  wrack. 
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O.Dol  tbat  were  toe  well; 
My  death  is  of  the  mind, 
Which  always  yields  eMiemeM  pains. 
And  leaves  the  worst  behind. 

As  one  that  lives  in  show, 
But  inwardly  doth  die. 
Whose  knowledge  is  a.  bloody  field 
Where  all  hope  slain  doth  lie; 

Whose  hean  the  altar  is; 
Whose  spirit,  the  sacrifice 
Unto  the  powers,-  whom  to  appeaK 
No  sorrow  can  suffice;. 

My  fancies  are  like  thorns. 
On  which  I  go  by  night; 
Mine  arguments  are  like  an  host 
Which  foTce  hath  put  to  Highi. 

My  sense  is  passion's  spy; 
My  thoughts  like  ruins  old 
Of  famous  Carthage,  or  the  town 
Which  Sinon  bought  and  sold; 

Which  still  before  mine  eyes 
My  mortal  fall  do  lay. 
Whom  lovQ  and  fortutie  once  advanced. 
And  Dow.hjath  cast  away.. 
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0  thoughts,'  no  thoughts-,  but  woBn<]a, 
Sometiine  the  seat  of  \<^y 

Sometinie  the  seal  of  ^uiet  rest, 
But  now  of  at)  aimoj'. 

1  sowed  the  soil  of  p^ace;    ' 
My  bliss  was  in  the  Spring; 

And  day  by  liay  I  ate  the  fruit  ^      '" 

Which  my  life's  tfee  did  bring. 

To  nettles  now  my  com,    ■ 
My  field  is  turned  to  flint, 
Where,  sitting  in  the  cypress  shade, 
1  read  the  hyacini. 

The  peace,  the  rest,  the  life, 
That  I  enjoyed  before 
Came  to  my  lot,  that  by 'the  loss 
My  smart  might  sting  the  ibore. 

So  to  unhappy  men 
The  best  frames  to  the  worst; 
O  time,  O  plaCe,  O  words,  O  loots, 
Dear  then.'but  mWnccutst:' 

In  wat  stands  my  delight; '    - 
In  ii  aa&rballi  my  Xn>e; ' 
My  horror  fastens  on  the  y^i 
My  hope  hangs  on  the  no. 

I  loot  for  no  relief;  ■ 
Relief  would  come  too  late; 
Too  late  I  fiiid,  1  find  too  well,    ■ 
Too  well  stood  my  estate. 
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BehoU  tugh  b  th«  end; 
What  thiog  mi^  dure  Ik  mic! 
O,  nothing  elae  but  plaints  and  moani 
Do  to  the  end  cadute. 

Forsaken  first  ms  I,  ' 

Then  utterly  forgotten; 
And  he  that  came  not  to  my  faith, 
Lo,  my. reward  hath  gotten. 

Then,  Lov;,  where  is  the  sauce 
That  makes  thy  torment  sweet  f 
Where  is  the  cause  that  some  have  thought 
Their  death  throu^  thee  but  nieet  i 

The  stately  chaste  disdaiq. 
The  secret  shamefastness, . 
The  grace  reserved,  the  common  light 
Which  shines  in  worthiness. 

O  would  it  were  iiot  so. 
Or  I  it  m^ht  excuse! 
O  would  the  «nath  of  jealouiy 
My  judpnent  might  abuse  I 

O  frail  ineoBstant  kind, 
O  safe  in  trust  to  no  mani 
No  women  angels  be,  and  la  I    - 
My  misttesa  is  a  wonnant 

Yet  hate  I  but  the  fault,  . 

And  not  the  faulty  ooe^ 
Nor  can  I  r^d  me  of  the  bands 

Wherein  I  lie  alone. 
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Alone  I  lie,'  whose  like 


Wasr 


r  seeiv  as  yet; 


The  prince,  the  poor,  die  old,  thf  you  rig, 
The  fond,  die  fall  of  wit. 

Hers  still  remain  must  I, 
By  wrong,  by  death,  by  shame; 
I  cannot  blot'oat  of  my  mind 
The  love  Wrought  in  her  name.    ■ 

I  cannot  set  at  nought  '  ■       ' 

That  once  I  held  so  dear; 
I  cannot  make  it  seem  so  far     ' 

That  is  indeed  soneat:  ' 

Not  that  I  mean  henceforth 
This  strange  will  to  profess. 
As  «»e  that  would  betray  such  troth. 
And  buitd  oh  fickleness. 

But  it  shall  never  fail 
TTiat  my  faith  bare  in  hand  J    ■■ 
I  gave  my  word,  my  itbrd  gave  liaa;  -  '■ 
Both  word  and  gift' must  stiiii  '  ' 

Sith  then  it  must  he  thus,    '  ' 

And  thus  is  a!!-to  ill, 
I  yield  me  captive  to'  my  Curse,  • 

My  hard  fate  to  fulfil.  '      !' 

The  soliiaty  woods  ' 

My  cit^'-'shall  becomej    '  '' 

The  dai^est  den  shall'be  my'lo^ge,  '• 

Wherein  I'll  rest  or  roam.        '  '    ' 
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Of  heben  black  my  board; 
The  worms  my  feast  shall  be, 
On  which  my  carcass  shall  be  fed 
Till  they  do  feed  oa  me; 

My  wine  of  Niube, 
My  bed  of  craggy  rDck> 
The  serpent's  hiss  my  hamwnyf: 
The  shrieking,  owl  my  clock. 

My  exercise  nought  else 
But  raging  agonies; 
My  books  of  spiteful  Fortune's  foils 
And  dreary  tragedies. 

My  walk  the  paths  of  plaint. 
My  prospect  into  bell. 
Where  wretched  Sii^he  and  his  pberes 
In  endlew  pains  do  dwell. 

And  though  1  soem  to  use 
The  poet's. feigned  st^e> 
To  figure  frrth  ray  rueful  phght, 
My  fall  or  my  exile. 

Yet  is  my  grief  not  feigned, 

In  which  i  starve  and  pine; 

Who  feels  it  most  shall  find.U  l$ast 

If  his  compare  with  mine. 

My  Muse  if  any  ask, 
Whose  grievous  case  was  such  f  ■ 
DY  ERE  thou  let  his  name  be  known; 
His  folly  shfWE  SQ  much- 
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Bnt  best  'twere  thee  to  hUe, 
And  never  come  to  tight, 
For  on  theearth  may 'nbn«;  but  I 
This  action  Muhd  aright. 

Mittrum  ett  fuit'se. 

Sir  E'.  DjtT 

456.  Epode 


"VTOT  to  know  vice  at  all,  and  k«p  true  state, 

■'■^     Is  virtue,  and  not  fate: 

Next  to  that  virtue  is  to  know  vice  well. 

And  her  black  spite  expel.  ... 

Which  to  effect  (since  no  breast  is  so  sure. 

Or  safe,  but  she'll  procure 
Some  way  of  entrance)  we  must  plant  a  gmard 

Of  thoughts  to  watch  and  ward 
At  th'  eye  and  ear,  the  ports  unto  the  mmd, 

That  no  strange  or  unkind 
Object  arrive  there,  but  the  heart,  out  spyi 

Give  knowledge  instantly 
To  wakeful  reason,. our  affections'  king:    .. 

Who,  in  th'  examining,  : 

Will  quickly  taste  the  Ueason,  and  commit 

Close,  the  close  cause  of.  it. 
lis  the  secutest  policy  we  have, 

To  make  our  sense  our  slave. 
But  this  true  course  is  not  embraced  b/  inXD/  • 

By  many?  scarce  by  any. 
For  either  our  affections  do  rebel. 

Or  else  the  sentinel,  .  , 

4fl» 
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That  should  ring  lanim  to  the  hcut,  dtrth  sleep: 

Or  scHne  great  tboughl  doth  keep 
Back  the  intelligemc>  and  (alstfy  twmn 

They're  base  a«d  idia  feais 
Whereof  the  loyal  conscience  so  complaini. 

Thiu,  by  these  subtle  trains. 
Do  several  passi&ns  invade  the  mind, 

And  strike  our  reason  blind: 
Of  which  usurping  rank,  some  have  thought  k>ve 

The  first,  as  prone  to  move 
Most  frequent  tamults,  horrors,  and  unrests, 

In  our  inflamed  breasts: 
But  this  doth  from  the  cloud  of  error  grow. 

Which  thus  we  over-blow. 
The  thing  they  here  call  Love  is  blind  Desire, 

Armed  with  bow,  ^afts,  and  lire; 
Inconstant.'ffke  th6  sel,  ofwhence't  is  bom. 

Rough,  swelling,  like  a  stdrm; 
With  whom  who  sails,  rides  on  the  surge  of  fear, 

And  boils  as  if  he  were 
In  a  continual  tempest.     Now,  true  Love 

No  such  effects  doth  prove; 
That  is  an  essence  far  more  gentle,  fine,     . 

Pure,  perfect,  nay,  divine; 
It  is  a  golden' chain  let  down  from  heaven. 

Whose  links  are  bright  and  even. 
That  falls  like  sleep  on  lovers^  and  combines 

The  soft  and  sweetest  minds 
In  equal  knots:   this  bears  no  brands  nor  darts, 

To  murther  different  hearty 
But  in  3  calm  and  godlike  unity 

Preserves  community. 
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O,  who  is  he  that  in  diis  peace  enjoys 

Th'  elixir  of  all  joys? 
A  form  more  fre$b  than  ant  die  Eden<  boweiS; .  ' 

And  lasting. as  hec  flowers^-  :^.    ' 

Richer  than  Time,  and  as  Time's  virtue  ran: 

Sober,  as  saddest  aare; 
A  fixed  thought,  an  eye  untaught  to  glanCe: 

Who,  blest  with  such  h^h  chance, 
Would,  at  su^estion  of  a  steep  desire. 

Cast  himself  from  the  spiie 
Of  all  his  happiness?    But,  soft,  I  bear 

Some  vicious  fool  draw  near. 
That  cries  we  dream,  and  swears  tide's  oo  such  ^iag 

As  this  chaste  love  we  sing. 
Peace,  Luxury,  tbou  art  like  ane  of  those 

Who,  being  at  sea,  suppose, 
Because  they  moye,  the  continent  doth  'SO. 

No,  Vice,  we  let  thee  know, 
Though  thy  wild  thoughts  with  yarrows'  wings  do.  fly. 

Turtles  can  chastely  die. 
And  yet  (in  this  t'  expre^  ourselves  more  clear) 

We  do  not  number  here 
Such  spirits  as  are  oaly  continent 

Because  lust's  means  are  spent; 
Or  those  whc^./Joubt  the  commoa  mouth  of  faou. 

And  for  their  place,  and  name- 
Cannot  so  safely  sin.     Their  chasti^ 

Is  mere  necessity. 
Nor  mean  we  thpse  whom  vows  and  conscience 

Have  filled  with  abstinence:  ... 

Though  we  acknowledge,  who  can  so  abstain 

Makes  a  most  blessed  gain; 
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He  that  for  love  of  goodnen  hateth  31 

Is  more  crown-worthy  cti)l 
Than  he,  «^kh  for  ain's  penalty  forbears: 

Hi>  heart  tiiii,  diough  he  feare. 
But  we  propoae  a  person  like  our  Dove, 

Grac'd  with  a  Phoenix'  love; 
A  beauty  of  that  dear  and  sparkling  light. 

Would  make  a  day  of  night. 
And  turn  the  blackcM  Kwrows  to  bright  joft: 

Whose  od'iDus  breath  destroys 
All  taste  of  bitterness,  and  makes  the  air 

As  sweet  as  she  is  fair. 
A  body  so  harmonioudy  composed. 

As  if  nature  disclosed 
All  her  best  symmetiy  in  that  one  feature! 

O,  so  divine  a  creature, 
Who  could  be  false  to  ?  chiefly  when  he  knom 

How  only  she  bestows 
The  wealthy  treasure  of  her  love  on  him; 

Making  his  fortunes  swim 
In  the  full  flood  of  her  admired  perfection  ? 

What  savage,  brute  affection 
Would  not  be  fearful  to  offend  a  dame 

Of  this  excelting  frame? 
Much  more  a  noble  and  right  generous  mind 

To  virtuous  moods  inclined. 
That  knows  the  weight  of  guilt;    he  will  refrain 

From  thoughts  of  such  a  strain; 
And  to  his  sense  object  this  sentence  ever, 
'  Man  may  securely  sin,  but  safely  never.' 

B.  JoniMi 
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y/.  Mwn^s  Medky 

T  TARK  how  the  birds  do  Eingi 

■'■  ■*■    And.  woods  do  ring: 
All  creatures  have  their  joy,  and  man  hath  his. 

Yet  if  we  rightly  measure, 

Man's  joy  and  pleasure      • 
Rather  heteafier  than  in  present  is. 

To  diis  life  things  of  sense 
MaLe  their  pretence; 
In  th'  otlier  angels  have  a  right  by  birth: 
Man  ties  them  both  alone, 
And  makes  them  one 
With  th'  one  hand  touching  heaven,  with  t'other  eanh. 

In  Bdut  he  mounts  and  flies. 
In  fledr  he  dies; 
He  wears  i  stuff  whose  thread  is  coarse  and  round. 
But  trimmed  with  cuiious  lace. 
And  should  take  place 
After  the  trimming,  not  the  stuff  and  grcrund. 

Not  tlut  he  may  not  hen 

.  Taste  of  the  cheer: 

But  as  birds  drink  and  straight  lift  up  tbdr  bead. 

So  DMist  be  sip. and  think  : 

Of  bettw  drink 

He  may  «tcain.  to  after  be  i^  dead. 
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But  as  hit  joyi  are  double. 
So  is  his  trouble; 
He  hath  two  wtntca,  other  thiiigi  but  one: 
Both  ftasts  and  (houghti  do  nip 
And  bite  his  lip; 
And  he  of  all  things  fears  two  deadis  alone. 

Yet  ev'n  the  greatest  griefs 
May  be  reliefs, 
Could  he  but  take  them  right  and  in  their  ways. 
Happy  is  he  whose  heart 
Hath  found  the  art 
To  turn  his  double  pains  to  double  praise. 

G.Herbat 


W" 


4SS.  Scorn  Not  the  Least 

^HERE  wards  are  weak  and  foes  encouat'ring  stn 
Whete  mi|^tier  do  assault  than  do  defend, 
The  feabtes  pan  puts  up  eo^rccd  wraog. 

And  sileot  sees  that'speecb  could  oot  anend- 
Yet^  higher  powers  must  thinks  though  they .  repine, 
When  sun  is  set,  the  little  tcaijf  will  thine.      -i 


While  pike  doth  range  the  scely  trench  doth  fly, 
And  crouch  in  privy  creeks  with  smaller  fish; 

Yet  pikes  are  caught  when  little  fish  go  by. 
These  fleet  afioat  while  those  do  fill  the  dMi. 

There  is  a  time  even  for  the  worm  U>  creepi 

And  suck  the  dew  while  all  her  foes  do  sleep. 
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TTie  merlin  caimot  ever  soar  on  hi^, 
Nor, greedy  greyhound  still  pursue  the  chase; 

The  trader  lark  will  find  a  time  to  fly. 
And  fearful  hare  to  run  a  quiet  race: 

He  that  high  growth  on  cedars  did  bestow. 

Gave  also  lowly  mushrumps  leave  to  grow. 

In  Aman's  pomp  poor  Matdocheus  wept, 

Yet  God  did  turn  his  fate  upon  his  foe; 
The  lazar  pined  while  Dives'  feast  was  kept, 

Yet  he  to  heaven,  to  hell  did  Dives  go. 
,We  trample  grass,  and  prize  the  flowers  of  May, 
Yet  grass  is  green  n^en  flowers  do  fade  away. 

J!.  SomhtueQ 

459-  SdfrTml,         ■ 

T   ET  not  the  sluggish  sleep 
^—'    Close  up  thy  waking  eye. 
Until  with  judgment  deep 
'  Thy  daily  deeds  thoutty: 

He  that  one  sin  in  conscieni^e  keeps 

When  he  to  quiet  goes. 
More  vent'tous  is  than  he  that  sleeps 
With  twenty  mortal  foies. 

.4mn. 

460.         '    '       Amantittm  Irae  '■ 

TN  going  to  my  naked  bed  as  one  that  woul^  have  slept, 
*•   I  heard  a  wife  sing  to  her  child,  that  long  before  had 
wept; 
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She  cighed  aore  and  tang  full  sweo,  to  bnng  the  babe  to 

rest. 
That  would  not  ceaic  but  cried  sdll,  in  sucking,  at  her 

breast. 
She  was  full  weaiy  of  bei  watch,  and  grieved  with  her  child. 
She  rocked  it  and  rated  it,  till  that  pn  her  it  smiled. 
Then  did  she  say.  Now  have  I  found  this  proverb  true  to 

The  falling  out  of  faithful  friends  renewing  is. of  lore. 

Then  took  I  paper,  pen,  and  ink,  this  proverb  for  to  wiUe, 
In  raster  for  to  remain  of  such  a  worthy  wight : 
As  the  proceeded  thus  in  song  unto  her  little  brat, 
Much  matter  utter'd  she  of  weight,  in  place  whereas  she  sat: 
And  proved  plain  there  was  no  beast,  nor  creature  bearing 

Kfe, 
Could  well  be  known  to  live  in  love  without  discord  and 

strife; 
Then  kissed  she  her  little  babe,  and  swate  by  God  above. 
The  falling  out  of  faithful  friends  renewii^  is  of  bve. 

She  said  that  neither  king  nor  prince  nor  lord  could  live 

UntD  their  puissance  they  did  prove,  their  tnanhood  and 

their  might. 
When  manhood  shall  be  matched  so  that  fear  can  take  no 

place, 
Tlien  weary  works  make  warriors  each  other  to  embrace. 
And  left  their  force  that  failed  them,  whidi  did  consume 

the  rout,. 
That  might  before  have  lived  their  time,  their  strength  and 

nature  out; 
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Then  did  she  dng  as  one  that  thought  no  m^n  coiild  her 
The  falling  out  of  fahhful  friendi  renewing  is  of  love.    - 

She  said  she  saw  no  fish  nor  fowl,  nor  beast  within  her 

haunt. 
That  met  a  stranger  in  their  kind,  but  could  give  it  a  taunt. 
Since  flesh  might  not  endure,  but  rest  must  wrath  succeed. 
And  force  the  light  to  fall  to  play  in  pasture  where  the^  feed. 
So  noble  nature  can  well  end  the  work  she  hath  l>egun, 
And  bridle  well  that  will  not  cease  her  tragedy  in  some: 
Thus  in  song  she  oft  rehearsed,  as  did  her  well  behove. 
The  falling  out  of  faithful  friends  renewing  is  of  love. 

I  marvel  much  pardy  (quoth  she)  for  to  behold  the  rout, 
To  see  (nan,  woman,  boy  and  beast,  to  toss  the  world  about: 
Some  kneel,  some  crouch,  some  beck,  some  check,  and  some 

can  smoothly  sirtile,  ■  ^. 

And  some  embrace  others  in  arm,  and  there  think  many  a 

wile. 
Some  stand  a|oof'at  cap  and  knee,  someliumble  and  some 

Yet  are  they  never  friends  in  deed  unril  they  once  fall  out; 
Thus  ended  she  ha.  song  and  said,  before  she  dki  remove. 
The  falling  out  of  faithful  friends  renewing,  is  of  love. 

R.  Edviardti 

461.  O  Sweet  Woods 

/J  SWEET  woods,  the  delight'  of  tolitdriness, 

^-'    O,  how  much  Jo  I  love  jour  ioUtarln/ssf 

From  fame's  desire,  from  love's  delight  retired,  ■ 

In  these  sad  groves  an  hermit's  life  I  led; 
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And  diese  falfc  pleasura  which  I. once  admired. 

With  tad  remembrance  of  my  fall,  I  dread. 
To  -bicdi,  to  tree*,  to  cacth,  impart  I  tbu* 
For  she  less  secret  ?nd  as  senseless  is. 

Experience,  which  alone  repentance  brings. 
Doth  bid  me  now  my  heart  from  love  estrange; 

Love  is  disdained  when  it  doth  look  at  kings. 
And  love  low  placed  is  base  and  apt  to  change. 

Their  power  doth  take  from  him  his  liberty. 

Her  want  of  worth  makes  him  in  cradle  die. 

0  nutet  vjoois,  the  delight  of  soUtarinesi, 
OfhvVo  much  do  I  lav*  your  tolilatinttsi 

Sir  P.  Sidney 

462  Man's  Civil  War 

ATY  hovering  thoughts  would  fly  to  heaven 
^y*-    And  quiet  nestle  in  the  sky, 
Fain  would  my  ship  in  Virtue's  shore 
,  Widiout  remove  at  anchor  lie. 

But  mounting  thoughts  are  halJd  down 
With  heavy  poise  of  mortal  load. 

And  blustring  stonns  deny  my  ship 
In  Virtue's  haven  secure  abode, 

.When  inward. eye  to  heavenly  s^hts 
'.   Oath  draw  my  longing  heart's  dedre. 
The  wwld  with  jeeses  of  delights 
Would  to  her  perch  my  thoughts  retirev 
.500 
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Fond  Faoc^  Ka'ins  to  PI«siU«'»  lura, . 

Though  Reatoa  aqffly  do  repinie; 
Though  ^isdoQi  t^oo.me  to ^ the  saint,  :  '■ 

Yet  ScQBQ  would  win  me. to  the  ^line.  : 

Where  Reason  loathes,  there  Fancy  Iov«^ 
And  oveiTuIes  the  captive  will; 

Foes  senset  are  to  Vtitue's  lore, 
They  draw  the  wh  their  wieh  to  fill. 

Need  craves  consent  of  soul  to  sense. 
Yet  divec»  bents  breed  civil  fray;    ■  ■  ■■ 

Hard  hap' where  halves  must  disagree, 
Or  truce  of  halves  the  whole  betray  I 

O  cruel  fight  I  i^wre  fating  friend 
With  love  doth  kill  a  favouring  fee. 

Where  peace  with  sense  is  war  with  God, 
And  selfslelight  the  seed  of  woel 

Oame  Pleasure's  dn^  are  steeped  in  sin, 
Their  sugared  taste  dodi  breed  annoy; 

O  fickle  sense  I    beware  her  gin, 
Sell,  not  41)'  soul  to  brittle  joyi 

R.  Southwell  _ 

463.  The  World 

'T*HE  woHd's  a  bubble;  and  the  life  of  Man 

-'-  Lftts  than  a  span: 

Id  his  conception  ^wretched.— from  die  wgmb 
So  to  the  tomb; 
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Curst  from  hia  draiile,  and  broii^  up  to  yeart 

With  cares  and  fears. 
Who  then  ca  frail  mortality  shall  trust 
But  linHH  on  water,  w  bat  mites  in  dust. 

Yet  lAibt  with  sorrow  here  we  live  opptest. 

What  life  is  best  f 
Courts  are  but  only  superficial  schools 

To  dandle  fools; 
The  rural  part  is  turned  into  a  den 

Of  savage  men; 
And  where's  a  city  from  fbul  Tice  so  fi«e 
But  may  be  termed  the  worst  of  all  the  three  f 

Domestic  cares  afflict  the  husband's  bed, 

Or  pains  his  head; 
Those  that  live  single  take  it  for  a  curse. 

Or  do  things  worse; 
These  would  have  children;  those  that  have  them  moan 

Or  wish  them  gone: 
What  is  it  then,  to  have,  or  have  no  mft. 
But  single  thtaldom,  or  a  double  strife  f 

Our  own  affections  still  at  home  to  please. 

Is  a  disease; 
To  cross  the  seas  to  any  foreign  soil. 

Peril  and  toil; 
Wars  with  their  noise  affright  us;   when  they  cease 

We're  worse  in  peace: 
—  What  then  remains,  but  that  wc  still  diould  cry 
For  being  bom,  or,  being  bom,  to  die  ? 

Frtneii,  LorJ  Baeoti 
30a 
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464.  Go,  Nightly  Cares         - 

f^Qi  nightly  cares,  the  enemy  to  rest, 

^-^  Forbear  a  while  to  vex  my  wearied  Sfirite; 

So  long  your  weight  hath  lain  upon  my  breast 

That,  I0I  I  live  of  life  bereaved  quite: 

O  give  me  time  to  draw  my  weaned  breath. 

Or  let  me  die  as  I  desire  the  death. 

Welcome,  sweet  Death!     O  hfe,  no  life,  a  hell  I  .. 

Thm  thus  and  thus  I  bid  the  world  farewell  I ' 

False  world,  farewell,  the  enemy  to  rest. 
Now  do  thy  worst,  I  do  not  weigh  thy  spite; 
Free  from  thy  cares  t  live  forever  blest, 
Enjoying  peace  and  heavenly  true  delight: 
Delight,  whom  woes  nor  sorrows  shall  amate. 
Nor  fears  or  tears  disturb  her  happy  state: 
And  thus  I  leave  thy  hopes,  thy  joys  untrue. 
And  .thus,  and  thus,  vain  world,  again  adieu  I 

Anon. 

46s.  Epistle  to  the  Countess  of  Cwnbertand 

pjE  that  of  such  a  height  hath  builthis  niind, 

■*■  And  reared  the  dwelling  of  his  thoughts  so  strong. 
As  neither  fear  nail  hope  can  shake  the  fiai^e 
Of  his  resolved  powers;   not  all  the  wind 
Of  vanity  or  malice  pierce  to  wrong  ■ 
His  settled  peace,  or  to  disturb  the  same: 
What  a  fair  seat  hath  he,  Jrom  whence  he  qiay 
llie.  bound  lew  ftattea  and  wealds  of  man  survCyl 
593 
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And  with  how  free  an  eye  doth  he  look  down 

Upon  these  lower  regions  t4  tunnoQt '  '  ^ 

Wiere  all  the  atonna  of  passion  mainly  beat 

On  Besh  aaA  blood;   where  honour,  power,  renonii, 

Are  only  gay  afDictions,  golden  toil;  ' 

Where  greatness  stands  upon  as  feeble  feet 

As  frailty  doth;   and  only  great  doth  seem 

To  little  minds,  who  do  it  so  esteem.   . 

He  looks  upon,  the  jnighdest  monaich's  wars 

But  only  as  on  stately  robberies; 

Where  evermoje  the  fortune  that  ptevails 

Must  be  the  right:    the  ill-succeeding  mars 

The  fairest  and  the  best  fae'd  enterprise. 

Great  pirate  Pompey  lesser  pirates  quails: 

Justice,  he  sees  (as  if  seduced)  still 

Conspires  with  power,  whose  cause  .must  not  -be  iH 

He  sees  the  face  of  ri^  t'appear  as-tnanifold 

As  are  the  passions  of  uncertain  man; 

Who  puts  it  in  all  colours,  all  attires. 

To  serve  hjs  ends,  and  make  bis  courses  hold. 

He  sees,  diat  let  deceit  work  what  it  can. 

Plot  and  coiitrire  bate  ways  to  high,  desires,  '    ; 

That  tttc  aU-guiding  Providence  doA  yet  .  ' 

All  disappoint,  and  mocks  the  smoke  of  wit. 

Nor  is  he  mov'd  With  alt  the  thiinder  cracks 
Of  tyrants'  threats,  or  widi  the  snrly  brow 
Of  Power,  that  proudly  sits  on  dAers'  crimes; 
Chat-g'd  with  more  ctTing  sins  than  those  he  ehedis. 
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The  stomif  0^  udconftuton,  that  may  gnnr 
Up  in  tbe  present  fat  th«  aiming  times 
Appal  not  him;  that  hath  no  side  aif  all, 
6ue  of  himst^f,  an4  knows  ttie  worst,  can  faU. 

Although  hjs.hiFan  (so  netit  allied  to  Earth) 
Cannot  but  pj^  the  perplexed  state 
Of  troublous  aad  distress'd  Mortality^ 
That  thus  n\>ke  Way  unto  the  ugly  bitth 
Of  tticar  own  BonoWs,  and  do  still  beget 
AflBiction  upon  imbecility: 
Yet  seeing  thus  the  course  of  things  must  run. 
He  looks  theFeon  not  strange,  biu  as  fore-done. 

And  whilst  distraught  ambition  compasses. 
And  w.  enCpmpass'd ;   whilst  as  craft  derreives. 
And  is  deceiv'd:   whilst  man  doth  ransack  man 
And  builds  on  Mood,  and  rises  by  distress; 
And  th'  inheritance  of  desolation  leaves 
To  great-expecting  hopes:    he  looks  thereon. 
As  from '  the  shore  of  peace,  with  unwet  eye. 
And  bears  ao  yenture  in  impiety. 

S.  Daniel 


466.  Chattge  and  Fate 


W 


THAT  if  a  day,  or  a  mondi,  ■ 
Crown  ihy  delights  with  a 
tcntings! 
Cannot  a  chance  of  a  night  or  an  hour 

Cross  thy  desires  with  as  niany  sad  tonnentings  ? 
SOS 
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Fortune,  Honour,  Beamy,  Youth,  are  but  btossoms  dyi'i^ 
Wanton  Pleasure,  doating  Love,  are  but  fliadvwd  flying. 
All  our  joys  are  but  toys t    idle  thoughts  deceiying: 
None  have  power,  of  an  hour,  in  their  lives  bereaving. 

Earth's  but  a  poinf  to  the  worid,  and  a  man 

Is  but  a  point  to  the  world's  compar&j  centre)' 
Shall  then  a  point  of  a  point  be  sovain 

As  to  triumph  in  a  silly  point's  adventure? 
All  is  hazard  that  we  have,  there  is  nothing  biding; 
Days  of  pleasure  are  like  streams  through  fair  meadow! 

gliding. 
Weal  and  woe,  time  doth  go  I  time  is  ne^er  turning; 
Secret  fates  guide  our  states,  both  in  mirth  and  mourn- 
ing. 

r.  Ctmiphn 

467.     A  FamveU  to  the  Vanities  0}  the 
World 

T^AREWELL,  ye  gilded  follies,  pleasing. troubles! 

^      Farewell,  ye  honoured  rags,  ye  glorious  bubblesl. 

Fame's  but  a  hollow  echo;   gold,  pure  clay; 

Honour,  the  darling  but  of  one  short  day; 

Beauty  —  th'  eye's  idol  —  but  a  damasked  skin; 

State,  but  a  golden  prisott  to  live  iit 

And  torture  free-bom  minds;    embroidered  trains, 

But  pageams  for  proud  swelling  veins; 

And  blood  allied  to  greatness,  is  alone 

Inherited,  not  purchased,  nor  our  own: 

Fame,  honour,  beauty,  state,  train,  blood,  and  titth 

Are  but  the  fading  blossoms  of  the  eattli. 
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I  <V9uld  l^  great,  ^. that  die  sun  doth  still 

Level  hi*  raya  againtt  the  rising  hill; 

I  would  be.  Ifigli,  bin  see  die  piouile$t  oak 

Most  subject  to  the  rending  thuodei-gtroke; 

I  vrould:be  rich,' but  see  men,  too  unkind, 

Dig  in  the  bowels  of  the  richest  mind; 

I  would  be  wise,  but  that  I  often. see 

The  ibx  suspected  whilst  the  ass  goes  free; 

I  would  be  fair,  but  see  the  fair  and  proud. 

Like  the  bright  sua,  oft  setting  in  a  cloud; 

I  would  be  poQr,'but  knc^  the  humble  grass 

Still  trampled  on  by  each,  unworthy  ass: 

Rkbr  Itated;   vise,  suspected;    scorned,  if  poor. 

Great,  feared;   fair,  tempted;    high,  still  envied  more; 

I  have  wished  all,  but  now  I  wish  for  neither; 

Great,  high,  rich,  wise,  iwr  fair,  poot  I'll  be  rather- 


Would  the  World  now  adopt  me  for  her  heir. 
Would  beauty's  queen  ei^tide.  me  the  fair, 
Fame  speak  me  Fortune's  minion,  could  I  vie 
Angels  with  India,  with  a  speaking  eye 
Command  bare  heads,  bowed  knees,  strike  Justice  di 
As  well  as  blind  and'laine,  or  give  a  tongue 
To  stones  by  epitaphs,  be  called  great  master 
In  the  loose  rimei  of  every  poetaster; 
Could  I  be  mote  than  any  mail'  that  lives,  ' 
Great,  fair,  rich,  wise,  all  in  superlatives; 
Yet  I  more  fteely.would  these ^ -gifts  resigiv 
Than  ever  Fortune  would  have  made  ihem  mine; 
And  hold  one  nmAite.tif  diis  holy  leisure 
Beyond  the  riche&  of  this  empty  pleMuie. 
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Wdcome,  pure  tiioufhtsf  #etconm,  ye  idem  pwest 
These  guests,  these  catiits,  irr^  wtiit  most  dnrl/  bm 
Now  the  wm^il  people  of  the  alty  ^all  sing 
My  cheerful  srmhenM'to  die  gladsome  spring; 
A  prayer-book  how  ^all  be  my  looking-glass. 
In  which  I  will  adore  sWeet  Virtue's  face. 
Here  dwell  no  htteM  loaki,  no  palace  cares,    ' 
No  broken  ytrws  dwell  b«te,  nor  pale-Faced  fear^ 
Then  here  lit'  sk  and  sigN  lAy  hot  love's  fet^. 
And  learn  W  affect  ftn  holy  tndancholy ;. 
And  if  conttntment  be  a  stmiger  th^ 
I'M  ne'ei  look  for  it,  but  in  hesven,  again. 

Sir  #'.  RAifi 


<S.  A  Farewell  to  the  World 

'C'ALSE  world  I  good  night  I  since  thou  hast  brought 
*       That  hour  upon  ttiy  mom  <rf  age; 
Henceforth  I  quit  thee'fVonri  my  thought, 

My  p^Tt  IS  ended  on  diy  stage.  '  ' 

Yes,  threaten,  do..    Alas  I   1  fear 

As  little  as  I  hope  from  thee: 
I  know  thou  c?inst  not  show  nor  bear  ■,  ^ 

More  Ijat^ed  t^3i(  thou  hast. t«. me. 


My  tendatri first,  Mid'Bnipleyeafs-  ■■-. 

Thmi'^dst  ^Intse  and  (Htn  benay] 

Since  stir'd'st  up  jealousies  and  £nn. 

When  aUuthe.'QausQK'wen!'  away. 

50* 
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Hien  in  a  soil  hast  planted  me 

Where  breathe  the  basest  of  thy  fools; 

Where  envious  artt  professed  be,  J 
And  pride  and  ignorance  the  schools; 

Where  nothing  is  examined,  weigh'd, 

But  'tis  rumour'd,  so  believed; 
Where  every  fieedom  is  betray'd,  .    . 

And  every  gpodness  tax'd  or  grieved. 

But  what  we're  bom  for,  we  must  beaJT 

Our  frail  condition  it  is  such 
That  what  to'aJI  may  happen  hae. 

If  't  chance  to  m^  I  must  not  gnitclb      ' 

Else  I  my  state  should  much  mistake 

To  hartxiur  a  divided  thought 
From  all  niy  .kind  —  that,  for  my  sake,       '  . 

There  should  a  miracle  be  wrought. 

No,  I  do  know  that  I  was  .botn      ' 
To  age,  inufortune,  sicInK^  g'iefl 

But  I  will  bear  these  with  that  scorn 
As  shall  not  oeed^thy  false;  i^icft      -i.'-.  -  '>  3.. 

■   Nor  for  Bty  ptace  will  I  go  far,  .  '^      - 

As  wandeHits' do,  that' 'still  d6  loam;'  ^    "  '   '    ' 
But  make  my  streiigths,  sudi  as  diey  art;' 
Here  intily  bosom,  and  at  homte.' 

Son 
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46g.  Core  for  Thyself 

/"^ARE  for  thy  soul  as  thing  of  greatest  price, 
^^  Made  to  the  end  to  taste  of  power  divine, 
Devoid  of  guilt,  abhorring  siti  and  vice. 

Apt  by  God's  grace  to  virtue  to  incline: 
Caie  for  it  so  that  by  tliy  reckless  train 
It  be  not  brought  to  taste  eternal  pain. 

Care  for  thy  corps,  but  chiefly  for  soul'fl  nke; 

Cut  ofF  excess,  sustaining  food  is  .best; 
To  vanquish  pride,,  but  «omely  clothing  talce; 

Seek  after  skill,  deep  ignorance  detest: 
Care  so  (t  say)  the  fle$h  to  feed  and  clothe. 
That  thou  harm  not  thy  soul  and  body  both. 

Care  for  the  world,  to  do  thy  body  right; 

Rack  not  thy  wit  to  win  by  wicked  ways; 
Seek  not  to  oppress  the  weak  by  wrongfid  might; 

To  pay  diy  due  do  banish  all  delays: 
Care  to  dispend  according  to  thy  store, 
And  in  like  sort  be  mindful  of  die  pooi. 

Care  for  thy  soul  as  for  diy  chiefest  stay; 

Care  for  thy  body  for  die  soul's  avail; 
Care  for  the  world  for  bady'flbelp  alway;   . 

Care  yet  but  ca  M  virtue  laay.  prevail:  ; 
Care  in  such  sort  u  thou  b^wate  of  this  — 
Care  keep  thee  not  bam  heavea  and  hqartnly  blist. 

5»o 
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o.  Madrigai 

MY  thoi^ts  hold  monaiGtiife; 
1  do  detest  my  life, 
And  with  lamenring  cries 
Peace  to  n 
Oft  call  that  pi  e  doth  nuDnarchtze. 

But  he  grii  ^  , 

Who  caitiff's  ECO  v;  blest  surpriscj 

Late  having  d©  y's  rose  his  tomb, 

Disdains  to  crop  a  need,  and  «ilt  not  come. 

ff'.  Drummond 


My  Mmd  a  Kingdom 

TVyTY  mind  to  me  a  Icingdom  is; 

^     Such  preKnt  joys  therein  1  fiiHl, 
That  it  excels  all  other  bliss 

That  eatth  affords  or  grows  by  kind; 
Though  mud)  I  want  that  most  would  have, 
Yet  still  my  mind  forbids  to  crave. 

No  princdy  pomp,  no  wealthy  store. 

No  force  to  win  theirictory. 
No  wily  wit  to  salve  a  sore. 

No  sH^  to  feed  a  loving  eye; 
To  none  of  riiese  I  yield  as- thrall;    ■-- 
For  whyf   my  miiid  doth  serve  for  all. 
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I  see  how  plenty  surfeits  oft, 

And  hasty  climbers  soon  do  fait; 
I  gee  that  those  which  are  aloft 

Mishap  doth  threaten  most  of  all: 
They  get  with  toil,  they  keep  with  feai: 
Such  cares  my  mind  could  never  bear. 
Content  I  live,  this  is  my  stay; 

I  aeek  no  more  than  may  suffice; 
I  press  to  bear  no  liaughty  sway; 

Look,  what  t  lack  my  mind  supplies. 
Lo,  thus  I  triumph  like  a  king. 
Content  with  that  my  mind  doth'  bring. 

Some  have  too  miich,:.yet  still. do  qrave; 

I  little  have,  and  seek  no  more. 
They  are  but  poor,  though  much  they  han^ 

And  I  aip  rich  with  .little  store; 
They  poor,  I  rich;   they  beg,  1  give; 
They  lack,  1  leave;  they  pine,  I  live. 

I  laugh  not  at  another's  loss, 

I  grudge  not  at  an.Mher't  gain; 
No  Worldly  waves  my  mind  can  toesi 

My  state  at  one  doth  still' remato: 
I  fear  no  foe,  I  fawn  no  fiknd; 
I  loathe  not  life,  nor  dread  my  end. 
Some  weigh  their  pleasure  by  their  hist, 

Their  wisdom  by  theif  rage  of  wiB; 
Their  treasure  is  ^i[  only  trust, 

A  cloaked  araft  iheii  itoie  of  afciH- 
But  all  tht:  ptaature  that  1  find 
Is  to'tnaintatn-a  quioi  mind. 


DoliiHihyGoOHlc 


ELIZABETHAN :  VXRSE 

i&y  Tealth'is  facaldi  and  perftct  eas^ 
My  conscience  dear  tny  chwf  ikfcnce; 

I  nettheT'Sect.by:bnl»es  to  please, 
Nor  by  deceit  to  breed-  offenoe: 

Thus  do  I  live;    thus  w'ifi  I  die; 

Would  all  did  so  as  well  as  II 


Sir  E.  Dyer 

4y2.  The  N(Ate  Balm     ""  ' 

TTIGH -SPIRITED  friend, 

■*■■*■  I  send  nor  balms  nor  cor'sives  to  yt/nr  wound; 

Your,  fate  hath  found 
A  gentler  and  more  agile  hand  to  tend 
The  cure  of  that  which  is  but  corporal; 
And  doubtful  days,  which  were  named  critical, 

Have  made  their  fairest  Sight 

And  now  ate  out  of  sight. 
Yet  doth  some  wholesome  physic  for  di«  mind 

Wrapp'd  in  this  paper  lie, 
Which  in  the  taking  if  )rou  misapply. 

You  are  unltind. 


Your  covetous  hand, 
Happy  in  that-fsir  ttonbur  it  huh  gain'd,    ' 

Must  now.be  rein'd. 
True  valour  doth  her  6vn  renown  commaM 
In  one  full  action;   nor  have  you  now  mor&  ' 
To  do,  than  be  a  hushand  of  that  state.  - 

Think  but  how  dear  you  bought 

Tliis  fame  which  you  have  caught: 
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Such  thoughts  wfll  make  ]rou  more  in  lore  wit! 

TU  wisdom,  and  that  hi^ 
For  men  to  use-  thcjr  fortune  twmtady. 

Even  in  footh. 

B.  Joa. 


4^S-  Wishes  hr  Vin 

"VITHAT  I  shall  leave  thee  none  can  tell,- 
*•     But  all  shafi  say  1  wi^  thee  well, 
I  wish  thee,  Vin,  before  all  wealth," 
Both  bodily  and  ghoady  health; 
Nor  too  much  wealth,  nor  wit,  come  to  ihee, 
So  much  of  either  may  undo  thee. 
I  wish  thee  learning,  not  for  show. 
Enough  for  to  instruct  and  know; 
Not  such  as  gentlemen  require 
To  prate  at  table,  or  at  fire. 
I  wish  riiee  all  thy  mother's  graces, 
Thy  father's  fortunes  and  his  places. 
I  wish  thee  'friends,  and  one  at  court. 
Not  to  build  on,  but  support 
To  keep  thee,  not  in  doing  many 
Oppressions,  but  from  suffering  any. 
I  wish  diee  peace  in  all  thy  ways, 
Nor  lazjr  nor  contentious  daysj 
And  when  thy  soul  and  body  part 
As  innocent  as  now  thou  art.' 

£.  Coriftr  Bishop  of  Oxford  and  Htnuich 
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The  Means  to  Attain  Happy  Life 

MARTIAL,  the  tkings  that  do  attain 
:     The  happy  liie  be  tba^.l  fiai:.— 
The  riches  left,  not  got  with  pain;,- 
The  fruitful  ground,  the  quiet  mind; 

The  equal  friend;    no  grudge,  no  strife; 

No  ehacge  of  rule,  nw  governance; 
Without  diseaEc,  the  healthful  life; 

.Thfl  botudWd  of  condnuance; 

The  mean  diet,  no  delicate  fare; 

True  wisdom  joiii'd  with  simpleness; 
The  Might'  dischai^ed  of  all  care. 

Where  wine  die  wit  may  not  opprtiss. 

The  faithful  wife,  without  debate;  . 

Such  sleeps  as  may  beguile  the  night; 
Contented  with  thine  own  estate 

Ne  wish  for  death,  ne  fear  his  migh^ 

Eatl  of  Surrty 

The  Chara£t^'6f  a  Happy  Life 

TJOW  happy  is  he  bom  and  taught 
■■*■■*■  That  severeth  not  another's  will; 
Whose  armour  is  his  honest  thought, 
■  Aaid'  siinple  truth  liis  utmost  skill ! 
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Whose  passiont  not  ht>  matters  are; 
Whose  soul  is  nill  prepared  for  death. 
Untied  unto  the  wattd  bf  ore 
or  public  fame  or  private  breath; 

Who  ehvin  (tone  diat  chants  doth  raist^ 
Nor  vice;  who  never  understood 
How  deepett  wounds  are  given  by  praise; 
Nor  rules  of  ttate,  but  rules  of  good; 

Who  hath  his  life  fcom  rumours  freed; 
Whose  conscience  k  his  strong  reticat; 
Whose  state  can  neitheT  flatterera  feed, 
Nor  ruin  make  oppressors  great; 

Who  God  doth  late  and  early  pray 
Mote  of  His  grace  than  gifts  to  lead; 
And  entertains  the  harmless  day 
With  a  religious  book  or  friend; 

—  This  man  is  freed  from  servile. ^aitds 
Of  hope  to  rise  or  fear  to  fall: 
Lord  of  himself,  though  not  of  lands, 
And  having  nothing,  yet  hath  all. 

Sir  H.  Woim 

4y6.  Bisposta 

"T^HERE  is  a  jewel  which  no  Indian  Hwtici 
-^    Cas  buy,,  no  chymic  art  can  coiaitecfeit: 
It  makes  men  rich  in  greatest  poverty; 
Makes  water  wine,  tun)s  wooden  cups^to  g|sld, 
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The  homely  whistle  to  sweet  music's  strain: 
Seldom  it  comes,  to  few  from  heaven  sent. 
That  much  in  littk,  all  in  naught,  —  Content. 
Anon 


4f7.  Content 

CWEET  are  the  thoughts  that  savour  of  content, 
*~^     The  quiet  mind  is  richer  than  a  crown. 
Sweet  are  the  nights  in  careless  slumber  spent. 

The  poor  estate  scorns  Fortune's  angry  frown : 
Such  sweet  content,  such  minds,  such  sleep,  such  bliss, 
B^gars  enjoy,  when  princes  oft  do  miss. 

The  homely  house  that  harbours  quiet  rest, 
The  cottage  that  affords  no  pride  not  care, 

The  mean  that  'grees  with  coimtry  music  best, 
The  swfct  consort  of  mirth  and  modest  fare, 

Obscured  life  sets  down  a  type  of  bliss: 

A  mind  content  both  crown  and  kingdom  is. 

R.  Greent 


478.  Sweet  Content 

ART  thou  poor,  yet  hast  thou  golden  slumb 
^*-     O  sweet  content  I 
Art  thou  rich,  yet  is  thy  mind  perptex'd  F 

O  punishment! 
Dost  diou  laugh  to  see  how  fools  are  vex'd 
To  add  to  golden  numbers  golden  numbers  ? 

O  sweet  content!      O  sweet,  O  sweet  c 
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Work  apace,  apace,  apace,  apace; 
Honest  labour  bears  a  lovely  face; 
Then  bey  nonny  nonny  — hey  Donny  Donnyl 


Can'tt  drink  the  waters  of  the  crisped  spring? 

O  sweet  content  I 
Swim'st  thou  in  wealth,  yet  sink'st  in  thine  own  tean? 

O  punishment ! 
Then  he  that  patiently  want's  burden  bears. 
No  burden  bears,  but  is  a  king,  a  king! 

O  sweet  content  I    O  sweet,  O  sweet  content  I 
Work  apace,  apace,  apace,  apace; 
Honest  labour  bears  a  lovely  face; 
Then  hey  nonny  nonny  —  hey  nonny  nonny] 

r.  Dekhr 


4jg.    Thrice  Happy  He  Who  by  Some 
Shady  Grove 

'X'HRICE  happy  he  who  by  some  shady  grove, 
-'-    Far  from  the  clamoious  woild,  doth  lire  his  omt; 
Though  solitary,  who  is  not  alone, 
But  doth  converse  with  that  eternal  love. 
O  how  more  sweet  is  bird's  harmonious  moan. 
Or  the  hoarse  sobbings  of  the  widowed  dove. 
Than  those  smooth  whisperings  near  a  prince's  diinn^ 
Which  good  make  doubtful,  do  the  evil  approve  I 
Or  how  more  sweet  is  2^phyr's  wholesome  breath, 
And  sighs  embalmed  which  new-born  flowers  unfold, 
S'3 
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Than  that  applause. vatn  honour.doth  beqileathl.  .1 
How  swMt  are  streams  to  poison  drunk  in  gold  I.' 
The  world  is  full  of  hotfx'S.  troubles,  slights; 
Woods'  hactnless  shades  have  only  true  dd^htjk:. 

W.  Dtumntottd 


480.     Ah,  Sweet  Content,  Where  Is  Thy 
Mild  Abode? 

A  H,  sweet  Content,  where  is  thy  rnild  aba4e/ 
■^'-  Is  it  with  shephetds  and  light-hearted  sw^ne, 
Which  sing  upon  the  downs  and  pipe  abroad,. 
Tending  their  flocks  and  cattle  on  the  plains  f 
Ah,  sweet  Content,  where  dost  thou  safely  itsfl 
In  heaven  with  angels  which  the  praises  sing 
Of  him  that  made  and  rules  at  his  behest 
The  minds  and  hearts  of  every  living  thing? 
Ah,  sweet  Content,  where  doth  thine  harbour  hold  i 
Is  it  in  churches  with  religious  men 
Which  please  the  gods  with  prayers  manifold. 
And  in  their  studies  meditate  it  then  i 
Whether  thou  dost  in  heaven,  or  earth. appear. 
Be  where  thou  wilt,  thou  wilt  not  harbour  here! 

B.  Bamts 


f8i.      A  Passion  of  My  Lord  of  Essex 

TTAPPY  were  he  could  anish  forth  his  fate 
^  -^     In  some  unhauoted  desert,  most  obscure 
From  all  society,  from  love  and  hate 
Of  worldly  folk,  there  might  he  sleep  secure; 
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There  wike  again,  and  give  God  ever  praise. 
Content  with  hips  and  haws  and  bramblebeny. 

In  contemplation  patdng  Kill  his  days, 
And  change  of  holy  dioughti  to  nuke  him  metty. 

That  when  he  dies,  his  tomb  might  be  a  bush. 

Where  harmless  robin  dwells  with  gentle  thrush. 

R.  Devereux,  Earl  of  Essex 

482.  Truth  Doth  Truth  Deserve 

V\/HQ  doth  desire  that  chaste  his  wife  should  be, 

■'*    First  be  he  true,  for  truth  doih  truth  deserve: 

Then  such  be  he  as  she  his  worth  may  see. 

And  one  man  still  credit  with  her  preserve. 

Not  toying  kind,  nor  causelessly   unkind; 

Not  stirring  thoughts,  nor  yet  denying  right; 

Not  spying  faults,  nor  in  plain  errors  blind; 

Never  hard  hand,  nor  ever  reins  too  l^t. 

As  far  from  want  as  far  from  vain  expense 

(The  ooe,  doth  force,  the  latter  doth  enrice); 

Allow  good  company,  but  keep  from  thence 

All  filthy  mouths  that  gloiy  in  their  vice. 

This  done,  thou  hast  no  moie,  but  leave  the  rest 

To  virtue,  fortune,  time  and  woman's  breast. 

Sir  P.  Sidney 

483.  A  Song  for  Priests 

/~\  WEARISOME  condition  of  humanity  I 
^—^  Bom  tmder  one  law,  to  anodier  bound; 
Vainly  begot,  and  yet  forbidden  vanity; 
Created  sick,  commanded  U>  be  sound: 
5*0 
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—  What  raeaneth  Nature  by  these   diverse    laws? 
Passion  and  Reason  self-division  causa 

Is  it  the  mark  or  majesty  of  power 

To  make  offences  that  it  may  forgive  f 
Nature  herself  doth  her  own  self  deflower, 
To  hate  those  errors  she  herself  doth  giv& 

But  how  should  Man  think  that  he  may  not  do,    . 
If  Nature  did  not  fail  and  punish  too  ? 

Tyrant  to  others,  to  herself  unjust. 

Only  commands  things  difficult  and  hard. 
Forbids  us  all  things  which  it  knows  we  lust; 
Makes  easy  pains,  impossible  reward. 
If  Nature  did  nc^  take  delight  in  blood,     ,,  ,    ;. 
She  would  have  made  more  easy  ways  lo.ggod;  ..  , 

We  that  are  bound  by  vows,  and  by  proniption. 

With  pomp  of  hcdy  sacrifice  and  rites. 
To  lead  belief  in  good  and  'stil  devotion.  ■ 

To  preach  of  heaven's  wonders  :and  delights; 
Yet  when  each  of  us  in  his  own  heart  looks. 
He  finds  the  God  there  far  unlike  his  books. 

F.  GreviUe,  Lord  Brooke 


^84.      Coronemus  nos  Rosis  ante^iam 
marceseant 

T    £T  us  drink  and  be  meriy,  dance,  joke,  and  rej<Hce, '. 
■*— '    With  claret  and  sherry,  theorbo  and  voice  I 
The  changeable  world  to  our  joy  is  unjust, 
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Then  down  wiih  your  dust  I 
In  frolics  dispose  your  pounds,  shillings,  and  [>ence. 
For  we  shall  be  nothing  a  hundred  years  hence. 

Well  sport  and  be  free  with  Moll,  Betty,  and  Dolly, 
Have  oysters  and  lobsters  to  cure  melancholy: 
Fish-dinneis  will  mate  a  man  spring  like  a  flea. 

Dame  Venus,  love's  lady. 

Was  bom.  of  (he  sea; 
With  her  and  with  Bacchus  we'll  tickle  the  sense. 
For  we  shall  be  past  it  a  hundred  years  hence. 

Your  most  beautiful  bride  who  with  garlands  is  crown'd 
And  kills  with  each  glance  as  she  treads  on  the  ground. 
Whose  lightness  and  brightness  doth  shine  in  such  splendour 

That  none  but  the  staTS 

Are  thought  fit  to  attend  her. 
Though  now  she  be  pleasant  and  sweet  to  the  sense, 
Wm  be  damnable  mmldy  a  hundred  years  hence. 

Then  why  shvuld  we  turmoil  in  cares  and  in  fears. 

Turn  all  our  tranquill'ty  to  sighs  and  to  tears? 

Let's  eat,  drink,  and  play  till  the  worms  do  corrupt  us, 

Tis  curtail),  Pott  mortim 

Nulla  volafU/is. 
For  health,  wealth  and  beauty,  wit,  learning  and  sense, 
Miut.aU  come. to  nothing  a  bundled  years  hence. 

T.  JorJan 
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48$.  Crabbed  Age  and  Youtk 

/""RABBfeD  Age  and  Youth 

^^  Cannot  live  together : 

Youth  is  full  of  pleasance. 

Age  is  full  of  cate; 

Youth  hte  summer  mom, 

Age  like  winter  weather; 

YouA  like  summer  brave. 

Age  like  winter  bare. 

Youth  is  full  of  sport. 

Age's  breath  js  short; 

Youth  is  nimble.  Age  is  lame; 

Youth  is  hot  and  bold. 

Age  is  weak  and  cold; 

Youth  is  wild  and  Age  is  taitte. 

Age,  I  do  abhor  thee; 

Youth,  1  do  adore  thee; 

O,  my  Love,  my  Love  is  youDgl 

Age,  I  do  defy  thee: 

O,  sweet  shepherd,  hie  thee  I 

For  methinks  thou  stay'n  too  lotigl 

If.  Shakefffore  (  ?) 

486.  Times  Go  by  Turns 

'  1  ''HE  lopped  tree  in  time  may  grow  again, 
-'■    Moat  naked  plants  renew  both  fruit  and  flower; 
The  sorest  wight  nuy  find  release  of  pain. 
The  driest  soil  suck  in  some  moist'ning  shower; 
Times  go  t^  turns  and  chances  change  hy  course, 
^    From  foul  to  fair,  from  better  hap  to  worse. 
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The  sea  of  Fortune  dotb  not  ever  Aow, 
She  draws  her  favours  to  the  lowest  ebb; 
Her  time  htth  equal  diries  to  come  and  go, 
Her  loom  doth  weave  the  fine  and  coarsest  web; 
No  joy  so  great  but  runneth  to  an  end. 
No  hap  BO  hard  but  may  in  fine  amend. 

Not  always  fall  of  leaf  not  ever  spring. 
No  endless  night  yet  not  eternal  day; 
The  saddest  birds  a  season  find  to  sing, 
The  roughest  stonn.  a  calm  may  soon  allay: 
Thus  with  succeeding  turns  God  tempereth  all, 
That  man  may  hope  to  rise,  yet  fear  to  fall. 

A  chance  may  win  that  by  mischance  was  lost; 
The  net  that  holds  no  great  takes  little  fish; 
In  some  things  all,  in  a(l  things  none  are  crost. 
Few  all  they  need,  but  none  have  all  they  wish; 
Unmeddled  joys  here  to  no  man  befall: 
Who  least,  hath  some;    who  most,  hath  never  all. 
R.  SoutbvieU 

48^.  Even  Such  Is  Time 

T7VEN  such  is  Time,  that  takes  in  trust 
^-^  Our  youth,  our  joys,  our  all  we  have, 
And  pays  us  but  with  earth  and  dust; 

Who  in  the  dark  and  silent  grave, 
When  we  have  wander'd  all  our  ways. 
Shuts  up  riie  story  of  our  days; 
But  from  this  earth,  this  grave,  this  dust. 
My  God  shall  raise  me  up,  1  trust. 

Sir  W.  Rdiigh 
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'8.  Time 

•yiME  Wa*  fcaiher'd  thing, 
■*■      And*  wkil«  I  praice 
The  ^arklings  of  diy  looks  ^d  call  thepi  rays, 
Tqkes  wii^ 
Leaving  behind  him  ae  be  fiies 
An  unperceivid  dintness  in  thine  eyea. 
His  minutes,  whilst  they  'ce  uAi^ 

Do  .make  us  old;. 
Aoid  evtgf  mni  oi  ki*  Mfftt  ^feU, 
'  Increasing  age  as  it  doth  pass. 
Insensibly  sows  wrinkles  there 
Where  flowers  and  roses  do  appear. 
Whilst  we  do  speak,  our  fire 
Doth  into  ice  expire. 

Flames  turn  to  frost: 
And  ere  we  can 
Know  how  our  crow  turns 'swan, 
,   Oi  how  a  silver  snow 
Springs  there  where  jet  did  grow. 
Our  fading  spring  is  in  dull  winter  lost. 

Since  then  the  Night  hath  hurl'd 

OatitneSs,  LoV«'s  shadi^      ■■  1        ;' 

Over  its' enemy  the  Day,  and'  nidde= 

The  world  .  .   ■  .    ■ 

Just  such  a  blind  Bndshapden  thing' 
A>  'twas  before  the  light  did  frbm  darkness  spring. 
Let  ns  etnployits  treastm  '. .    ;    - 

And  make  shade  pleasure: 

5«S 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


THE  BOOK  OF 

Let's  numlKr  out  the  hours  by  blisses, 
And  count  the  minutes  by  our  kisses; 
Let  the  heavens  new  motions  feel 
And  by  our  embrsces  wheel; 
And  whilst  We  tiy  ttie  way 
By  which  Love  doth  convey 
Soul  unto  sod, 
And  mingling  so 
Makes  them  soch  raptures  know 
As  makes  them  entranced  lie 
In  mutual  ecsu^. 
Let  the  hannonbus  spheres  in  music  rofl  I 

7-  Mayat 

'p.  The  Merry  Heart 

JOG  on,  jog  on,  the  footpath  way. 
And  meiiily  hent  the  stile-a: 
A  merry  hean  goes  all  the  day. 
Your  sad  tires  in  a  mile-a. 

ff'.  Sbaififtm 


4po.  Old  Age 

'  I  'HE  seas  are  quiet  when  the  winds  gjve  o'er; 
^    So  calm  are  if^  when  passions  are  no  more. 
For  then  we  know  how  vain  it  was  to  boast 
Of  fleeting  ihin^  so  certain  to  be  lost. 
Ckmds  of  affection  from  out  younger  eyes 
Conceal  that  emptiness  which  age  decries. 
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Tlie  soul's  dark  cottage,  batter'd  and  decayed. 

Lets  in  new  light  duough  cbinkschat  Time  kath  made; 

Stronger  by  weakness  wiser  mea  became  ^       . 

As  they  draw  near  to  their  etemal  home.  . 

Leavti^  the  old,  both  worlds  at  once  they  view 

That  stand  upon  the  threshold  of  the  new. 

£.  Wdln 


II.  Questions  and  Answers 

T^OTH  sorrow  fret  thy  soul  f    O  direful  sprite  I 
'~'  Doth  pleasure  feed  thy  hearth    O  blessed  man  I 
Hast  thou  been  happy  once?    O  heavy  plight! 
Are  thy  mishaps  foiepast?    O  happy  dian! 
Or  hast  thou  bliss  in  eld  P    O  bliss  too  late  I 
But  hast  thou  bliss  in  youth?    O  sweet  estate  I 

Thomai,  Lord  faux 


No  Medicate  to  Mirth  ,  .- 

"~piS  minh  that  fills  the  veins,  with  blood, 
-'-   Mfiredtafi  wine,  or  sleepr  or  food; 
Let  each  man  keep  his  heart  at  ease; 
No  maB  dies  of  that  disease.. 
He  ti^at  woi^d  his  body  keep 
Prom  diseases,  lYiust  not, weep;  . 
But  whoever  laughs  and  siugi. 
Never  he  his  body  brings 
Into  fevers,  gouts,  or  rheums. 
Or  lingeringly  his  lungs  c 
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Or  iBMM  widi  achea  in  his  boiie^ 

Of  eautrhs,  or  griping  stone: 

Bui  contentol  Uvcb  6x  vye; 

Tbe  more  he  l*n|hB,  the  more  he  m^. 

F.  Btattmont 


493.  To  Be  Merry 

T    ET'S  now  take  our  tuns 
'~'  While  we're  in  our  prime, 

Asd:  old,  old  agev  is  aftr  off: 

'    For  the  evil,  evil  days 
Will  come  on  apace. 

Before  we  can  be  aware  of. 

R.  Hirrui 


4.94.  Yirtue  Triumphant 


W? 


THO,  ViiUpe,  can  thy  power  forget 

'  That  sees  these  live  and  triumph  yet? 
Th'' Assyrian  pomp,  the  Persian  ^  pride, 
Greeks^  gbry  and  the  Romatas'  died; 

And  who  yet  hnitate 
Their  noises,  tarry  the  same  faM. 
Force  greatness  all  the  gloiioue  wi^  ' 

You  can,  it  soon  decays; 

But  so  gOod  fame  shall  nevcrt 
Her  triumphs,  as  their  causes,  are  forever. 
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T„E 


A  Madrigal 

HE  uith,Jatechd[edwIth  ihftwcn, 
I*  now  artay'd  ia  green ; 
Her  bowm  springs  widi  flowecB, 

The  air  dissolves  her  teen. 
The  heavens  laiigh  at  her  ^otj: 
Yet  bide  I  sad  and  eotrj. 

The  woods  are  deckt  with  leaves, 

And  trees  are  clothed  fxy 
And  Flora,  crown'd  with  ^ans, 

With  oaken  boughs  dodi  play: 
..Where  1  am  clad  in  black. 
The  token  of  my  wtack. 

The  birds  upon  the  trees 
'  Do  sing  with  pleasant  voices. 
And  c^nt  in  their  df^ees 

Their  loves  and  lucky  choices; 
When  I,  whiisi  they  are  singoig, 
Witb  s^hi  miile  anns  am  'wititiging. 

The  thrudies  seek  the  shade, 

And  I  my  fatal  grave; 
Their  fti^t  co'heaven  is  ma^ 

My  walk  on  earth  1  have; 
They  free,  i  thrall;  ifaey  joUy, 
I  said  and  pensive  v^By. 

r.  Lt^gi 
5« 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


THE  BOOK  OF 


4g6.    Whilst  Youtkfid  Sports  are  Lasting- 

■  T>LUCK  tbe  fruit  and  taste  the  pleasure, 
-*-    :  Youthiiil  lofdingst  of  delight; 
Whte  occaston  gives  jrou  seizure. 
Feed  your  fancies  and  jrour  sight: 
After  death,  when  you  are  gone, 
Joy  and  pleasure  is  there  none. 

Here  on  earth  nothii^  is  stable, 

Fortune's  changes  well  are  known; 
Whilst  as  youth  doth  then  enable, 
I.ct  your  seeds  of- joy  be  sown; 
After  death,  when  you  are  gone, 
Joy  and  pleasure  is  there  none. 

Feast  it  freely  widi.  your  loveris, 

Blidie  and  wanton  sports  do  fade, 
Whilst  that  lovely  Cupid  borers 
Round  about  this  lovely  shade: 
Spoct  it  freety  a»e  (o  one, 
Aft«r  death  is  pleasure  none. 

Now  ttw  pleasant  ^ring  alluftth, 

And  both  place  and  time  invites: 
But,  alas,;  what  heart  endureih 
To  disclaim  bis  sweet  ddightif 
AftKt  death,  when  vc  are  gone, 
Joy  and  pleasure  is  there  none. 

r.  Lojgt 
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497.  Contera  and  Resolute 

AS  when  it  happecuth  that,  some  lovely  town     " 
^*'  Unto  a  barbarous  besieger  falls. 
Who  there  by  sword  and  flame  himself  installs, 
And,  cruel,  it  in  tears  and  blood  doth  drown; 
Her  beauty  spoiled,  her  citizens  made  thralls,    -' 
His  spite  yet  so  can  not  her  all  throw  down 
But  that  some  statue,  arch,  fane  of  renown 
Yet  lurks  nnmaimed  within  her  weeping  walls: 
So,  after  all  the  spoil,  disgrace,  and  wrack,. 
That  time,  the  world,  and  death,  coiUd  briilg  conbincd 
Amidst  that  mass  of  ruins  they  did  make. 
Safe  and  all  scarles»  yet  remains  my  mind.. 
From  this  so  high  transcending  rapture  sprii^s. 
That  I,  all  else  defaced,  not  envy  kings.  i 

■     ffl  Drummoni 


49^.  They  Thai  Have  Fewer  to  Hurt  md 
Witt  Do  None 

'T'HEY  that  have  power  to  hurt  and  will  do  noncf 
■*■    That  do  not  do  the  thing  they  most  do  show. 
Who,  moving  others,  are  themselves  as  stone, 
Unmoved,  cold,  and  to  temptation  slow. 
They  rightly  do  inherit  heaven's  graces 
And  husband  Nature's  eiches  from  expraii;  .; 
They  are  the  lords  and  owners  of  their  fdces^ ' 
Others  but  stewards  of  their  excellence. 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


:  .  THE.  BCX3K.0F 

The  Bummer's  flower  is  to  the  summer  sweet, 

Thou^  to  itself  it  only  live  and  die, 

Bui  if  that  flmftf.  witfi  bate  infection  meet, 

The  basest  weed  outbraves  his  dignity; 

For  sweeRsi  things  turnsourDst  by  their  deeds; 

Lilies  that  fester,  smell  far  wone  dian  weeds. 

W.  Sbaktsptare 

4gg.  The  Ejcpmse  of  Spirit  in  a  Waste 
-    ol  Shame 

'T^HE  etxpcf|Be  W  spirit  in  a  waste  of  ahaiil« 
-^     Is  luk  in  anion;   and  till  action,  lust 
1«  perjured,  miirdcTDu3<  bloody,  full  of  Uam^ 
Savage,  extrunei  rude,  end,  aot.co  tnut, 
Enjoy'd  no  sooner  bnt  despised  stra^it. 
Past  rexsoD:huntsd,  atid:na  sooner  had 
Past  reason  hated,  as  a  swaUow'd  bait 
On  (NMpose  laid  to  make  the  taker  mad; 
Mad  in  pursuit  and  in  possession  so; 
Had,  having,  and  in  quest  to  have,  extreme; 
A  'Miks  in' proof,  and  proved,  a  very  woe;  ... 
Before,  a  joy  proposed;    b(4iind,  a  dream. 
All  this  the  world  well  knows;   yet  none  knows  welt 
To  tAini  the  heaven  diat  leads  men  to  this  hell. 

W.  Sbaktspeart 

Soo.  Loss  in  Delay 

SHUN  delays,  theiy  breed  ranone; 
Take  dty  time  while  time  is  Icat  dtee; 
Creeping  snaSs  have  weakest  force. 
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Fly  their  fauttl'len  thdu  Tepent  thee.  ,?  . 

Good  is  best  when  scxinest  wri)i{ght, 
Linger'd  labours  come  to  nought. 

Hoist  up  sail  while  gale  doth  last. 
Tide  and  wind  stay  no  man's  pleasure; 

Seek  not  time  when  time  is  past, 
Sober  speed  is  wisdom's  leisure. 
After-wits  are  dearly  bought. 
Let  thy  fore-wit  guide  thy  thought. 

Time  wears  all  his  locks  before. 
Take  thy  hold  upon  his'forehead; 
When  he  flies  he  turns  no  more. 
And  behind  his  scalp  is  naked. 

Works  adjokini'd  have  many  stays. 
Long  demurs  breed  new  delays. 

R.  Southwell 


^oz.       Lines  Written  on  a  Garden  Seat 

TF  thou  sit  here  to  view  this  pleasant  garden  place, 
^  Think  thus  —  At  last  will  come  a  frost  and  all-  thfte 

flowers  deface : 
But  if  thou  sit  at  ease  to  rest  thy  weaiy  boney. 
Remember  death  brings  final  rest  to  all  our  grievous  groans ; 
So  whether  for  delight,  or  here  thou  sit  For  ease. 
Think  still  upon  the  latter  day:   so  shalt  thou  God  best 

pleace. 

G.  G'as'caigne 

S33  : 
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502-  To  Daffodils 

pAIR  daffodils  we  weep  to  see, 
■*■       You  haBte  away  to  soon; 
As  yet  the  early-rising  sua 
Has  not  attain'd  his  noon. 
Stay,  stay 
Until  the  hasting  day 

Has  run 
But  to  the  evensong; 
And,  having  prayed  together,  we 
Will  go  with  you  along. 

We  have  short  time  to  stay,  as  ywi. 

We  have  as  short  a  spring; 
As  quick  a  growth  to  meet  decay. 
As  .you,  or  any  thing. 
We  die 
As  your  hours  do,  and  dry 

Away, 
Like  to  the  summer's  rain; 
Or  as  the  pearls  of  morning's  dew, 
Ne'er  to  be  found  again. 

R.  Hfnitk 

SOS-  Vanitas  VanitcUum 

A  LL  the  flowers  of  the  spring 
*  Meet  to  perfume  our  butying; 
These  have  but  their  growing  prime. 
And  man  does  flourish  but  his  time: 
Survey  our  progress  from  our  birth  — 
We  are  set,  we  grow,  we  turn  to  earth. 
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Courts  adieu,  and  all  delights. 

All  bewitching  appetites  I 

Sweetest  bniath  and  cicatesc  eye 

Like  perfiunes  go  out  and  die; 

And  contequently  this  is  done 

As  shadows  wait  upon  the  sun. 

Vain  the  ambitiwi  .of  kings;  ,7.  . 

Who  seek  by  trophies  and  dead  thin^ 

To  leave  a  living  name  behind, 

Aild  weave  but  nets  to  catch  the  wind. 

7.  JFebiter 


504.      Whether  Mm  Do  Laugh  or  Weep 

TTITHETHER  men  do  laugh  or  weep, 

■  *     Whether  they  do  wake  or  slecp^ 
Whether  they  die  young^  or  old. 
Whether  they  feel  heat  or  cdd; 
There  is  underneath  the  sun 
Nothing  in  tnie  earnest  done. 

All  our  pride  is  but  a  jest, 
None  are  worst  and  none  are  best; 
Grief  and  j6y  and  hope  and  fear 
Play  their  pageants  everywhere: 
Vain  Opinion  all  doth  sway, 
.And  the  world  is  but  a  play. 


Powers  above  in  clouds  ia  at. 
Mocking  our  poor  apish  wii. 
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That  so  lamely  with  such  itate 
Their  high  glory  inmate. 
No  ill. can  be  felt  but  pain. 
And  that  happy  men  diadain. 

T.  Campion  {f ) 

505.  Life,  a  Babble 

'T'HIS  Life,  which  seems  so  fair, 
-'-  Is  like  a  bubble  blown  up  in  the  air 
■    By  sporttng  children's  breath. 
Who  chase  it  everywhere 
And  strive  who  can  most  motion  it  bequeath: 
And  though  it  sometime  seem  of  its  own  might. 
Like  to  an  eye  of  gold,  to  be  fixed  there. 
And  (inn  to  hover  in  that  empty  hei^ir; 
That  only  is  because  it  is  so  light. 
But  in  that  pomp  it  doth  not  long  appear; 
For  when  'tis  most  admired,  m  a  thought. 
Because  it  ent  was  naught,  it  turns  to  naught. 
^.  Dnimmotid 

506.  O  Fly,  My  Send 

/~\  FLY,  my  soull     What  hangs  upon 
^^    Thy  drooping  wings. 

And  weighs  them  down 
With  love  of  gaudy  mortal  things^? 

The  Sun  is  now  i'  the  east:   each  shade 

As  he  doth  rise 

Is  rfiorter  made. 
That  earth  may  lessen  to  our  qies. 
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O  be  not  careless  then  and  play' 

Until  the  Star  of  Peace 
Hide  all  hia  beams  in  dark  reeeas! 
Poor  pilgrims  needs  must  lose  their  way. 
When  all  the  shadows  do  increase. 

J.  Shirity 

So^.  AU  is  Naught 

T  LIVE,  and  yet  methinks  1  do  not  breathe; 

-'-  1  thirst  and  drink,  1  drink  and  thirst  again; 

1  sleep  and  y^'  ^'^  dream  I  am  awake; 

I  hope  for  that  I  have;    1  have  and  want: 

I  sing  and  sig^;    I  love  and  hate  at  once. 
O,  tell  'me,  restless  soul,  what  uncouth  jar 
Doth  cattse  in  More  such  want,  in  peace  such  war  i 


508.        Poor  Soul,  the  Cenire  0}  My 
Sinjul  EaHh 

"TJOpR  soul,  the  centre  of  my  sinful  earth, 
■'■     Sport  of  these  rebel  powers  that  thee  array, 
Why  dost  thou  pine  within  and  suffer  dearth. 
Painting  thy  outward  walls  so  costly  gay  f 
Why  so  large  cost,  having  so  short  a  lease, 
Dost  thou  upon  thy  fading  manuon  spend  f 
Shall  worms,  inheritors  of  this  excess. 
Eat  up  thy  charge  F    is  this  thy  body's  end  ^ 
Then,  soul,  live  thoa  upon  thy  servant's  loss. 
And  let  that  pine  to  aggravate  thy  store: 
Buy  terms  divme  in  selling  hout^  «f  dross; 

S3T 
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Within  be  fed,  without  be  rich  no  more: 
So  shall  thou  feed  on  Death,  thM  feeds  on  men, 
And  E}e3th  once  dead,  there's  tto  more  dying  then. 
W.  ShahiSftar* 

jop.  Happy  He 

JAPPY  he 

Who,  to  iwect  home  retired,  . 
Shuns  glory  so  admired; 
And  to  himself  lives  free! 
Whilst  he  who  strives,  with  pride,  to  climb  the  sltiej, 
Falls  down,  i#ith  foul  disgrace,  before  he  rise  I 
Let  who  will 
The  Active  Life  commend; 
And  all  his  travails  bend 
Earth  with  his  fame  (o  611 1 
Such  fame,  so  forced,  at  last  dies  with  his  death; 
Which  life  maintained  by  others'  idle  breath  1 
My  delights 
To  dearest  home  confined. 
Shall  there  make  good  my  mind; 
Not  awed  with  Fortune's  Spites ! 
High  trees,  heaven  blastsi    Winds  shake  and  honoun  fell; 
When  lowly  plants,  long  time  in  safety  dwell. 
All  1  can, 
My  worldly  strife  shall  be. 
They,  one  day,  say  of  me, 
'  He  died  a  gopd  old  man  1 ' 
On  his  sad  soul  a  heavy  burden  lies. 
Who,  known  to  all,  unknown  to  hinjself,  diesl     ^lun. 
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5/0.     Concerning  the  Honour  of  Books 

CINCE  honour  from  the  honourec  proceeds, 
*— '  How  well  do  they  deserve,  that  memorize 
And  leave  in  books,  for  all  posterities 
The  names  of  worthies  and  their  virtuous  deeds; 
When  all  their  glory  else,  like  Water-weeds 
Without  their  element,  presently  dies, 
And  all  their  greatness  quite  forgotten  lies, 
And  when  and  how  they  flourished  no  man  heeds  I 
How  poor  remembrances  are  statues,  tombs, 
And  other  monuments  that  men  erect 
To  princes,  which  remain  in  dosid  rooms 
Where  but  a  few  behold  them,  in  respect 
Of  Books,  that  to  the  universal  eye 
Show  how  th^  lired;  the  othet  where  they  tie  I 
J.  Floria 

51T.  The  Book  of  the  World 

/^F  this  fair  volume  vrfiich  we  World  do  iCame 
^—^  If  we  the.  sheets  and  leaves  co^  turn  with  care, 
Of  him  who  it  corrects,  and  did  it  frame. 
We  dear  might  read  the  art  and  wisdom  rare. 
Find  out.  his  power  which  wildest  ppwers-doth  tame. 
His  providence  extending  evetywhere. 
His  justice  Which  protnl  riebds  doth^oot  tptao. 
Id  evety  page,  no  period  of  tlie  same^ 
But  silly  we,  like  foolish  children,  rest 
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Well  pleased  with  coloured  vettum,  leaves  of  gold. 
Fair  dangling  ribbands,  leaving  what  is  best. 
On  the  great  Writer's  sense  ne'er  taking  hold; 
Or,  if  by.  chance  we  stay  our  minds  on  ai^ht, 
It  is  some  picture  on  the  margin  wrought. 

^.  Dnmimani 

$12.  The  World,  a  HwUmg 

TTIIS  worid  a  hunting  is, 

'''      The  prey  poor  man,  the  Nimrod  fietce  is  Death; 
His  speedy  greyhounils  are 
Lust,  sickness,  envy,  care. 
Strife  that  ne'er  falls  amiss, 

With  all  those  ills  which  haunt  us  while  we  breadie. 
Now,  if  by  chance  we  fly 
Of  these  the  eager  chase. 
Old  Age  with  steiding  pace 

CaatB  on  his  nets,  and  there  we  panting  die. 

IF.  Drummoni 

ST3.  Virtue 

OWEET  day,  so  cool,  so  calm,  so  bri{^tl 
*~^  The  bridal  of  the  e»rth  and  sky,  — 
The  dew  shall  weep  thy  fall  tb-ni^t; 
For  thoU  must  die. 

Sweet  row,  wfaose  hue,  angry  and  brav^ 
Bids  the  tad)  gazer  w^  his^^ 
T^  foot. is  ever  in  its  grave, 
^d  tbon  must  die. 
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Sweet  spring,  AiU  of  sweet  days  ami  roses, 
A  box  wheie  tweets  compacted  lie. 
My  musk  «ho<wB  ye  have  your  dose^ 
And  all  must  die. 

Only  a  sweet  and  Tirtutnis  soul, 
Like  seasim'd  timber,  never  give*; 
Bui  thoti^  the  whole  world  turn  tij-coal, 
Then  chiefly  Uves. 

G.  Herbert 

5T<f.  A  Contrast 

'\irHENAS  man's  life,  the  light  of  human  lus^ 

'     In  soflket  of  his  earthly  lanthorn  bfms. 
That  all  his  glory  unto  asfaes  must. 

And  generations  to  CM'ruption  turns. 
Then  fond  desires  that  only  fear  their  end. 
Do  vainly  wish  for  life,  but  to  amend. 
But  when  this  life  is  from  the  body  fled. 

To  see  itself  in  that  eternal  glass. 
Where  time  doth  end,  and  thoi^hts  accuse  the  dead. 

Where  all  to  come  is  one  with  all  that  was; 
Then  living  men  ask  how  he  left  his  breadi. 
That  while  he  lived  never  thought  of  death.        .  '  ■ 
F.  GrevillfiLord'Broolu  \ 

515-  Eidola 

A  RE  tliey  shadows  that  We  see? 
-'*'    And  can  shadows  pleasure  (^«  f 
Pleasures  only  sbadows'be,  ,  '  ' '  ; 
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Cut  by  hodixe  we  conceive, 
And  are  made  ibe  things  we  deem 
In  those  figures  which  they  seem. 

But  these  pleasures  vanish  fast 
Whidi  by  shadows  are  expressed: 

Measures  are  noti  if  they  last. 
In  their  passing,  is  their  best: 

Glory  is  mon  bright  and  gay 

Id  a  flash,  and  so  away. 

Feed  apace  then,  greedy  eyes. 

On  the  wonder  you  behold; 
Take  it  sudden  as  it  flies. 

Though  you  take  it  not  to  hold: 
When  your  eyes  have  done  their  part, 
Thought  must  length  it  in  the  heart. 

S.  Danid 


516.  A  Palmed 

/- 

A  S  withei«th  the  primrose  by  the  river, 
''*-  As  fadeth  summer's  sun  from  gliding  fountabs, 
As  ranisheth  the  light-blown  bubble  ever, 
As  melteth  snow  upon  the  mossy  mountains: 
So  melts,  so  vanisheth,  so  fades,  so  withers, 
The  rose,  the  ^hinc.  the  bubble,  and  the  snow. 
Of  praise,  pomp^  glory,  joy,  which  4ion  life  gathers. 
Fair  praise,  vain  pomp,  niec^  glory,  brittle  joy. 
5*» 
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Th»  withered  primioie  1^  the  mourning  i:v«r. 
The  faded  nnnmer'B  Bun  from  weeping  fountains. 
The  light-blown  bobble  vahi^ed  for  ever, 
The  molten  mow  upon  the  naked  mountains; 
Are  emblems  that  the  treasures  we  up-lay 
Soon  wither,  vanish,  fade,  and  mdt  away, 

//. 

For  as  the  snow,  whose  lawn  did  overspread 
Th'  ambitious  hiU^  -which,  giantrlike  did  (hjreat 
To  pierce  the  heavens. wiih  dieir  aspiring  head. 
Naked  and  bare  doth  leave  their  craggy  seat; 
Whenas  the  bubble,  which  did  empty  fly. 
The  dalliance  of  the  undiscemed  #ind. 
On  whose  caint  rolling  waves  it  did  tely, 
Hath  shipwfack  made,  wh^re  it  did  dalliance  fiiul;'      .' 
And  n^n  the  sunshine  which  dissolved  the  snow, 
Coloured  the  bubble  with  a.  (feasant  vary. 
And  made  the  rathe  and  timely  primrose  grow, 
Swarth  clouds  withdrawn,  which  longer  time  da  tany; 
O  what  is  praise,  pomp,  glory,  joy,  but.  so 
As  shine  by  foimtains,  bubbles,  flowers,  or  snow  P 
E.  Bolton 

J//.  Sic  Transit 

i'*^OME,  cheerful  day,  past  of  my  life  to  mej 
^    F«  vriiile  thou  view'st  me  with  thy  fadiitg  tight. 
Part  of  my  life  doth  still  depart  with  thee,       ' 

And  I  stilt  onward  haste  to  my  last  night: 
Time's  fatal  wings  do  ever  forward  (ty. 
So  eveiy  day  we  live  a  day  we  die. 

S43' 
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But,  O.ye  night*,  ordained  for  bureo  rca. 
How.  are  my  days  depnved  of  life  in  you. 

When  heavy  sleep  my  soul  hath  ditpotseK, 
By  feigned  death  life  ayreidy  to  renew  I 

Part  of  aiy  life  in  that,  you  life  deny: 

So  every  day  we  live  a.  day  we  die. 

T.  Campton 

$18.  Amiens''  Song 

>LOW,  blow  thou  winter  wind. 

Thou  art  not  so  unkind 
As  man's  ingratitude; 
Thy  tooth  is  not  bo  keen. 
Because  thou  art  not  seen. 
Although  thy  breath  be  rude. 
Heigh  hoi    sing  hei|^  hoi    imto  the  green  hoUyi 
Most  friendship  is  feigning,  most  loving  mere  fcXiy; 
Then  beigh  ho,  the  holly: 
'    This  life  is  most  jo\Hy. 

Freeze,  freeze  thou  bitter  sky. 
That  dost  not  bite  so  ni^ 

As  benefits  forgot: 
Though  thou  the  waters  warp. 
Thy  sting  is  not  so  sharp 
As  friend  remembered  not. 
Heigh  bo  I    sing  heigh  ho!    unto  the  greeaiKilly: 
Most  friendship  is  feigning,  most  loving  mere  Mly: 
Then  he^  ho,  the  holly  1 
This  Ufe  is  most  jolly. 

IF.  Sbakespearg 
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5/5?.  Embers 

'T'HAT  time  of  year  thou  may'st  in  me  behold 
■'■    When  yellow  leaves,  or  none,  or  few,  do  hang 
Upon  those  bou^a  which  shake  against  the  cold  — 
Bare  luined  choirs  where  late  the  smeet  birds  sang. 
In  me  thou  see'st  the  trcilight  of  such  day 
As  after  sunset  fadeth  in  the  west, 
Which  by  and  hy  black  night  doth  take  away. 
Death's  second  self,  that  seals  up  all  in  rest 
In  me  thou  see'st  the  glowing  of  such  fire 
That  on  the  ashes  of  his  youth  doth  lie, 
As  die  death-bed  whereon  It  must  expire. 
Consumed  with  that  which  it  was  nourish'd  by. 
This  thou  perceiv'st,  which  makes  thy  love  more  strong, 
To  love  (hat  weU  wiuch  thou  must  leave  ere  long. 
fF.  Shakesptare 

S20.  Fidele 

^EAR  no  mote  the  bnt  o'  tlie  sun, 
Nor  the  furious  winter's  ragea; 
Thou  thy  worldly  task  hast  done. 

Home  an  gone,  and  ta'en  thy  wages: 
Golden  lads  and  pxis  all  ouist. 
As  dtimney^Gweeperi,  oometo  dust. 

Fear  no  more  the  -ffiown.o'  die  gieu. 
Thou  art  past  die  tyrant's  stroke;   - 

Care  no  more  to  clothe  and  eat; 
To  thee  the  reed  is  as  the  oaki 

The  scepixe,  leamiiig,  physic,  must 

All  follow  this,  and  come  to  dust 
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Fear  no  more  the  lightning-flash. 
Nor  the  all-dreadcd  thunder-stone; 

Fear  not  slander,  censure  rash; 
Thou  hast  finished  joy  and  moan: 

All  lovers  young,  all  lovers  must 

Consign  to  thee,  and  come  to  dust. 

No  exerciser  harm  thee !  . 
Not  no  witchcraft  charm  thee  I 
Ghost  unlaid  forbear  thee  I 
Nothing  ill  come  near  thee. 
Quiet  consummation  have; 
And  renowned  be  thy  gravel 

W.  Shaktipeart 

S2Z.  Sad  Memorials 

OWEET  Spring,  thou  tum'st  with  all  thy  goodly  tnin; 
'~'  Thy  head  with  flames,  thy  mantle  bright  with  flow'is, 
The  zephyrs  cui4  the  green  locks  of  the  plain. 
The  clouds  for  joy  in  pearit  weep  down  their  show'ts. 
Thou  tum'st,  sweet  youth,  but  ah  t    my  pleasant  hows 
And  ha[^  days  widi  thee  come  not  again; 
The  sad  memorials  only  of  my  pain- 
Do  with  thee  turn,  ^hich  turn  my  sweets  in  tours. 
Thou  art  the  same  which  still  thou  wert  before, 
Delicious,  lusty,  aniiabte,  ^ir; 

But  she,  whose  breath  embalmed  thy  wlwJeeome  air, 
Is  gone — nor  gold,  nor  gems,  can  her  restore. 
Neglected  virtue,  seasons  go  and  come. 
While  thine,  forgot,  lie  closed  in  a  tomb. 

W.  Drumimuii 
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522.    A  Rdi^^yas  Use  of  Taking  Tobacco 

'  I  ■'HE  Indian  weed  withered  quite; 

Green  at  morn,  cut  down  at  night; 
Shows  thy  decay;    all  flesh  is  hay: 
Thus  think,  then  drink  Tobacco. 


And  when  die  smoke  ascends  on  high, 
Think  thou  behold'st  the  vanity 
Of  worldly  stuff;   gone  with  a  puff: 
Thus  think,  then  drink  Tobacco, 

The  ashes  that  are  left  behind. 
May  serve  to  put  thee  still  in  mind. 
That  unto  dust  ceturn  thou  must: 
.  Thus  think,  then  drink  Tobacco. 


.  Wisiomt 


523.  If  Thou  Survive 

TF  thou  survive  my  well-contented  day 

When  that  churl  Death  my  bones  with  dust  shall  cover. 
And  shatt  by  fortune  once  more  re-survey 
These  poor  rude  lines  of  thy  deceas^  lovef. 
Compare  them  with  the  bett 'ring  of  the  rime, 
And  though  they  be  outstripped  by  eveiy  pen, 
Reserve  them  for  my  love,  not  for  their  rhyme. 
Exceeded  by  the  height  of  happier  men. 

»7 
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O  then  vouchsafe  me  but  this  loving  thought: 
'Had  my  friend's  Muse  grown  with  this  growing  age, 
A  dear^  birth  than  this  his  love  had  brought 
To  march  in  ranks  of  better  equipage: 
But  since  he  died,  and  poets  better  prove, 
Theirs  for  their  style  I'll  read,  his  for  his  love.' 

W.  Shaktsfiare 

524.  On  Sardanapalus^  Dishonourable 

Life  and  Miserable  Death 

'T'H'  Assyrian  ting,  in  peace,  with  foul  dcdre 
-'-    And  filthy  lusts  that  stained  his  regat  heart; 
In  war,  that  should  set  princely  hearts  on  (ire, 
Did  yield,  vanquished  for  want  of  martial  a^^ 
The  dint  of  swords  from  kisses  seemed  strange, 
And  harder  than  his  lady's  side  his  targe; 
From  glutton  feasts  to  soldier's  fare  a  change; 
His  helmet  far  above  a  garland's  diarge: 
Who  scarce  the  name  of  manhood  ^  main, 
DrahchM  in  sloth  and  womanish  delight. 
Feeble  of  spirit,  impatient  of  pain. 
When  he  had  lost  his  honour  and  his  right, 
(Proud,  time  of  ^wealdi;  in  storms,  appalled  with  dread,) 
Murthered  himself,  to  show  some  manful  deed. 

Eiirl  of  SuTTty 

525.  /  Pear  Not  Henceforth  Death 

T  FEAR  not  hencefonh  death, 

■^     Sith  after  this  departure  yet  I  breathe; 

Let  rocks,  and  seas,  and  wind 

Their  highest  treasons  show; 

Let  sky  and  earth  combined 
S4ft 

DoliiHihyGoOHlc 


ELIZABETHAN  VERSE 

Strive,  if  they  can,  to  end  my  Jife  and  wDe;     ! 

Sith  grief  cannot,  me  jtothing  can  o'enhnwl:j 
Or  if  that  aught  can  cause  my  fatal  lot, 
It  will  be  when  1  hear  1  am  forgot. 

W.  Drummgnd 

^26.  Good  Night 

'T'HIS  night  is  my  departing  night; 
■*■      For  here  nae  larger  must  1  stay! 
Thete  's  neither  friend,  nor  foe,  o'  mioe. 
But  wishes  me  away! 

What  I  have  done,  thro'  lack  of  mt, 

I  hope  ye're  a'  my  friends  as  yet; 
Good  Night  I  and  joy  be  with  you  all ! 

T.  Armttrong 

52y.        Chidiock  Tickbome's  Lament 

f  Y  prime  of  j^uth  is  hut  a  frost  of  cares; 
My  feast  of  joy  is  but  a  dish  of  pain; 
My  crop  of  com  is  but  a  field  of  tares; 

And  all  my  good  is  but  Vain  hope  of  gain; 
The  day  is  fled,  and  yet  I  saw  no  sun; 
And  now  t  live,  and  now  my  life  is  done  I 

The  spring  is  past,  and  yet  it  hath  not  sprung: 
The  fruit  is  dead,  and  yet  the  leaves  be  green; 

My  youth  is  gcaie,  and  yet  I  am  but  yopng; 
I  saw  the  world,  and. yet  I  was  not  seen; 

My  thread  is  cut,  and  yet  it  is  not  spmtj 

And  now  I  live,  smd  now  my  life  is  done  1 
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I  KMi^t  my  dearii,  and  found  it  in  my  womb; 

I  looked  for  life,  and  saw  it  was  a  shade; 
I  trod  the  earth,  and  knew  it  was  my  Comb; 

And  now  I  die,  and  now  I  am  but  made; 
The  glass  is  full,  and  now  my  glass  is  run; 
And  now  I  live,  and  now  my  life  is  done  I 

C.  Tichhamt 

$28.  His  Winding-Sheet 

COME  thou,  who  art  die  wine  and  wit 
Of  aU  I've  writ: 
The  grace,  the  glory,  and  the  best 

Piece  of  the  rest. 
Thou  art  of  what  I  did  intend 

The  all  aiid  end; 
And  what  was  made,  was  made  to  meet 

Thee,  diee,  my  sheet. 
Come  then  and  be  to  my  chaste  side 

Both  bed  and  bride: 
We.  two,  as  reliques  left,  will  have 

One  rest,  one  grave: 
And  hugging  close,  we  will  not  fear 

Lust  entering  here: 
Where  all  desires  are  dead  or  cold 

As  in  the  mould; 
And  all  affections  are  foi^. 

Or  trouble  not. 
Here,  here,  die  slaves  and  prisonen  be 

From  shackles  free: 
And  weeping  widows  long  oppressM 

Do  here  find  rest. 
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The  wronged  client  ends  his  lam 

Here,  and  his  cause. 
Here  those  long  suits  of  Chanceiy  lie 

Quiet,  ot  die; 
And  all  Star-Chamber  bills  do  cease 

Or  hold  their  peace. 
Here  needs  no  Court  for  out  Request 

Where  all  are  bes^ 
All  wise,  all  equal,  and  all  just 

Alike  i'  th'  dust. 
Nor  need  we  here  to  fear  the  frown 

Of  court  or  crown: 
Where  fortune  bears  no  sway  o'er  things. 

There  all  are  kings. 
In  this  securer  place  we'll  beep 

As  luH'd  asleep; 
Or  for  a  little  time  we'll  lie 

As  rpbes  laid  by; 
To  be  another  day  rewom, 

Tum'd,  but  not  torn; 
Or  like  old  testaments  engross'd, 

Lock'd  up,  not  lost. 
And  for  a  while  lie  here  conc^I'd, 

To  be  reveal'd 
Next  at  the  great  Platonick  year. 

Arid  then  tneet  here, 

IL  Herrick 
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529.  Misemmus 

T^ECEIVING  world,  that  with  allunng  toys 
^^  Hast  made  my  life  the  subject  of  thy  scon), 
And  scomen  now  to  lend  thy  fading  joys 
To  lengthen  my  life,  whom  friends  have  left  forloni; 
How  well  are  they  that  die  ere  they  be  bom. 
And  never  see  thy  sleights,  which  few  men  shun 
Till  unawares  they  helpless  are  undone  I 

Oft  have  I  sung  of  Love  and  of  his  fire; 
But  now  I  find  that  poet  was  advised. 
Which  made  full  feasts  increasers  of  desire. 
And  proves  wealc  Love  was  with  Ae  poor  despised; 
For  when  the  life  with  food  is  not  sufficed. 
What  thoughts  of  love,  what  motion  of  delight. 
What  pleasure  can  proceed  from  such  a  wight  f 

Witness  my  want  the  murderer  of  my  wit: 
My  ravished  sense,  of  wonted  fury  reft, 
Wants  such  conceits  as  should  in  poems  fit 
Set  down  the  sorrow  wherein  1  am  left: 
But  therefore  have  h^  heavens  their  gifts  bereft, 

Because  so  long  they  lent  them  me  to  use, 
.    And  I  so  long  their  bounty  did  abuse. 

O,  that  a  year  were  granted  me  to  live. 
And  for  that  year  my  fonner  wits  restored! 
What  rules  of  life,  what  counsel  would  I  give. 
How  should  my  sin  with  sorrow  be  deplored  1 
55* 


DoliiHihyGoOHlc 


ELIZABETHAN  VERSE 

But  I  must  die,  of  every  man  abhoned: 
Time  loosely  spent  will  not  again  be  won; 
My  time  is  loosely  spent,  and  I  undone. 

R.  Gnttu 

530.  To  a  Mistress  Dying 

Lover.  Your  beauty,  ripe  and  calm  and  fresh 
As  eastern  summers  are, 
Must  now,  forsaking  time  and  fle^. 
Add  light  to  some  small  star. 

PbilosapbtT.  Whilst  she  yet  lives,  were  stars  decayed, 
Theit  light  by  hers  relief  might  find; 
But  Death  will  lead  her  to  a  shade 
Where  Love  is  cold  and  Beauty  blind. 

Lover.   Lovers,  whose  ptiests  all  poets  are, 

Think  every  mistress,  when  she  dies. 
Is  changed  at  least  into  a  star: 
And  who  dares  doubt  the  poets  wise? 

Pbiloiophtr.    But  ask  not  bodies  doomed  to  die 
To  what  abode  they  go; 
Since  Knowledge  is  but  Sorrow's  spy, 
It  is  not  safe  to  know. 

Sir  W.  Dovenant 

531.  Thy  Bosom  Is  Endeared  with  AU 

Hearts 
npHY  bosom  is  endeared  with  all  hearts 

Which  I,  by  lacking,  have  supposed  dead: 
And  there  reigns  Love,  and  all  Love's  loving  parts. 
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And  all  those  friends  which  1  diought  baried. 
How  many  a  holy  and  obsequious  tear 
Hath  dear  leltgtous  love  stol'n  from  mine  eye, 
As  interest  of  the  dead  I  —  whidi  now  appear 
But  things  removed  that  hidden  in  thee  lie. 
Thou  an  the  grave  where  buried  love  doth  liv^ 
Hung  with  the  trophies  of  my  lovers  gone. 
Who  all  their  parts  of  me  to  thee  did  ^ve: 
—  That  due  of  many  now  is  thine  alone: 
Their  images  I  loved  I  view  in  thee, 
And  thou,  all  they,  hast  all  the  all  of  me. 

fF.  Shakeiptare 


§32.    When  to  the  Sessions  0}  Sweet  Silent 
Thought 

"VXTUEH  to  the  sessions  of  sweet  silent  thought 
•     I  summon  up  remembrance  of  things  past, 
I  sigh  the  lack  of  many  a  thing  I  sought. 
And  with  old  woes  new  wail  my  dear  time's    waste: 
Then  can  I  drown  an  ^e,  unused  to  flow. 
For  precious  friends  hid  in  death's  dateless  night, 
And  weep  afresh  love's  long-since-cancell'd  woe, 
And  moan  th'  expense  of  many  a  vanish'd  sight: 
Then  can  1  grieve  at  grievances  foregone, 
And  heavily  from  woe  to  woe  tell  o'er 
The  sad  account  of  fore-bemoaned  moan. 
Which  I  new  pay  as  if  not  paid  before. 

But  if  the  whfle  I  think  on  thee,  dear  Friend, 
All  losses  ate  restored  and  sorrows  end. 

fF.  Sbahtptart 
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$33.  To  His  Lute 

A/TY  lute,  be  as  thou  wen  when  thou  didst  grow 

ItX   l^itJ,  (hj-  green  mother  in  some  shady  grove. 

When  im melodious  winds  but  made  thee  move. 

And  birds  on  thee  their  ramage  did  bestow. 

Sith  that  dear  voice  which  did  thy  sounds  approve,    - 

Which  wont  in  such  harmonious  strains  to  flow, 

Is  reft  from  earth  to  tune  those  spheres  above. 

What  art  thou  but  a  harbinger  of  woe  ^ 

Thy  pleasing  notes  be  pleasing  notes  no  more,' 

But  orphans'  waitings  to  the  fainting  ear; 

Each  stop  a  sigh,  each  sound  draws  forth  a  tear; 

Be  therefore  silent  as  in  woods  before; 

Or  if  that  any  hand  to  touch  thee  deign. 

Like  widow'd  turtle,  still  her  loss  complain. 

W.  Drummond 


534.     Akods,  Here  She  Stayed,  Among 
These  Pines 

\  LEXIS,  here  she  stayed;    among  these  pines, 
*■  Sweet  hetmitress,  she  did  alone  repair; 
Here  did  she  spread  the  treasure  of  her  hair. 
More  rich  than  that  brought  from  the  Colchian  mines; 
She  set  her  by  these  musked  eglantines. — 
The  happy  place  tiie  print  seems  yet  to  bear;  — 
Her  voice  did  sweeten  here  thy  sugared  lines. 
To  which  winds,  trees,  beasts,  birds,  did  lend  aa  ear; 
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Me  here  she  first  perceived,  and  here  a  mom 
Of  bright  carnations  did  o'erspread  her  face; 
Here  did  she  sigh,  here  first  my  hopes  were  bom. 
And  I  first  got  a  pledge  of  promised  grace; 
But  ah!    what  served  it  to  be  happy  so, 
Sith  paised  pleasures  double  but  new  woe? 

W.  Drumrmmd 

535,     Sweet  Soul,  Wkkh  in  the  April  of 
Thy  Years 

OWEET  sod,  which  in  the  April  of  thy  years 
^^    So  to  enrich  ^e  heaven  mad'st  poor  this  round. 
And  now,  with  golden  rays  of  gloiy  crowned. 
Most  blest  abid'st  above  the  spheres  of  spheres; 
If  heavenly  laws,  alas !    have  not  thee  bound 
From  looking  to  this  globe  that  all  up-bears, 
If  ruth  and  pity  there  above  be  found, 
O  deign  to  lend  a  look  unto  these  tears. 
Do  not  disdain,  dear  g^ost,  this  sacrifice; 
And  though  I  raise  not  pillars  to  thy  praise. 
My  ofEeiings  take.      Lei  this  for  me  suffice: 
My  heart,  a  living  pyramid,  I  raise; 
And  whilst  kings'  tombs  with  laurels  flourish  green. 
Thine  shall  with  myrtles  and  these  flowers  be  seen. 
W.  DrummonJ 

53^-  Forget 

JO  limger  ntoum  for  me  when  I  am  dead 


N° 


'  Than  you  shall  hear  the  surly  sullen  bell 
Give. warning  to  the  world  that  I  am  fled 
.  Fiom  this  vile  world,  with  vilest  wormi  to  dwell ; 
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Nay,  if  you  read  this  line,  Temember  not 
The  hand  that  writ  it;    for  I  love  you  so, 
That  I  in  your  sweet  thoughts  would  be  forgot 
If  thinking  on  me  then  should  make  you  woe. 
O  if,  I  say,  you  bok  upon  this  verse. 
When  I  perhaps  compounded  am  with  clay, 
D&  not  so  much  as  my  poor  name  rehearse, 
But  let  your  love  even  with  my  life  decay; 

Lest  the  wise  world  should  look  into  your  moan. 
And  mock  you  with  uie  after  I  am  gone. 

ff.  Shaheifeart 


537.    One  Day  I  Wrote  Her  Name  Upon 
the  Strand 

/^N£  day  I  wrote  her  name  i^n  the  strand, 
^-^  But  came  the  waves  and  washed  it  away: 
Again  1  wrote  it  with  a  second  hand, 
But  came  the  tide  and  made  my  pains  his  prey. 
Vain  man  (said  she)  that  dost  in  vain  assay 
A  monai  thing  so  to  immortalise; 
For  1  myself  shall  like  to  this  decay, 
.  And  eke  my  name  be  wiped  out  likewise. 
Not  so  (quod  I);  let  baser  things  devise 
To  die  in  dust,  but  you  shall  live  by  fame; 
My  verse  your  virtues  rare  shall  eternise. 
And  in  the  heavens  write  your  glorious  name: 
Where,  whenas  Death  shall  all  the  world  subdue, 
Our  love  shall  live,  and  later  life  renew. 

E.  Spimer 
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538.  I  Know  That  All  Beneath  the  Moon 
decays 

T  KNOW  that  all  beneath  the  moon  decays, 
■^     And  what  by  mortals  in  rfiis  world  is  brou^t 
In  time's  great  periods  shall  return  to  naught; 
That  fairest  states  have  fatal  nights  and  days. 
I  know  how  all  the  Muse's  heavenly  lays. 
With  toil  of  sprite  which  is  so  dearly  bought. 
As  idle  sounds,  of  few  or  none  are  sought; 
And  that  naught  lighter  is  than  airy  praise. 
I  know  frail  beauty  like  the  purple  flower 
To  which  one  mom  oft  birth  and  death  affords; 
That  love  a  jarring  is  of  mind's  accords. 
Where  sense  and  will  invassall  reason's  power. 
Know  what  I  list,  this  all  cannot  me  move, 
But  that,  O  me  I    I  both  must  write  and  love. 

If.  Drummani 


SSg.    Thou  Window,  Once  Which  ServH 
for  a  Sphere 

'  I  ""HOU  window,  once  which  served  for  a  sphere 
-*-    To  that  dear  planet  of  my  heart,  whose  li^t 
Made  often  blush  the  glorious  queen  of  night. 
While  she  in  thee  more  beauteous  did  appear. 
What  mourning  weeds,  alas!    now  dost  thou  wear? 
How  loathsome  to  mine  eyes  is  thy  sad  sight? 
How  poorly  look'si  thou,  with  what  heavy  cheer. 
Since  that  sun  set,  which  made  thee  shine  so  bright! 
SS8 
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Unhappy  now  thee  close,  for  as  of  late 
To  wond'ring  eyes  thou  wast  a  paradise, 
Bereft  of  her  who  made  thee  fortunate, 
A  gulf  thou  an,  whence  clouds  of  sighs  arise 
But  unto  none  «o  noisome  as  lo  me. 
Who  houriy  see  my  munleicd  joys  in  thee. 


540.  Mglamour's  Lammt 

pjERE  she  was  wont  to  go,  and  here,  and  herel 

■'■■'■  Just  where  those  daisies,  pinks,  and  violets  grow; 

The  world  may  find  the  spring  by  following  hec; 

For  other  print  her  airy  steps  ne'er  left: 

Her  treading  would  not  bend  a  blade  of  grass. 

Or  shake  the  downy  blow-ball  from  his  stalk; 

But  like  the  soft  west-wind  she  shot  along; 

And  where  she  went,  the  flowers  took  thickest  root 

As  she  had  sowed  them  with  her  odourous  foot. 

B.  Jontoti 

541.  O  Crudelis  Amor 

IT  THEN  thou  must  home  to  shades  of  underground, 

*    And  there  arrived,  a  new  admired  guest. 
The  E>eauteous  spirits  do  engirt  thee  round. 
White  lope,  blithe  Helen,  and  the  rest. 
To  hear  the  stories  of  thy  Hnish'd  love 
From  that  smooth  tongue  whose  music  bell  can  more; 
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Then  wilt  thou  speak  of  baiKjueting  ddights. 

Of  masques  and  levds  ^ich  sweet  youth  did  make. 

Of  tourneys  and  great  challenges  of  knights, 

And  all  these  triumphs  for  thy  beaut's  sake: 

When  thou  hast  told  these  honours  done  to  thee. 

Then  tell,  O  tell,  how  thou  didst  murder  me  I 

T.  Compiom 

S42.  Her  Autumn 

/'HEN  I  do  count  the  clock  that  tells  the  time. 
And  see  die  brave  day  sunk  in  hideous  nt^tt; 
When  I  behold  the  violet  past  prime. 
And  sable  cuils  all  silver'd  o'er  with  white; 
When  lofty  trees  I  see  barren  of  leaves, 
Which  erst  from  heat  did  canopy  the  herd. 
And  summer's  green,  aU  girded  up  in  sheaves. 
Borne  on  the  bier  with  white  and  brisriy  beard; 
Then  of  thy  heauty  do  I  question  make, 
That  thou  among  the  wastes  of  time  must  go. 
Since  sweets  and  beauties  do  themselves  forsake 
And  die  as  fast  as  they  see  others  grow; 
And  nothing  'gainst  Time's  scythe  can  make  defence 
Save  breed,  to  brave  him  when  he  takes  thee  hence. 
fF.  Shalusptm 

$43.     Like  As  the  Ctdver,  on  ike  Barid 
Bough 

T    IKE  as  Ae  CuWer,  on  the  bartd  bough, 
-'-''  Stts  mourning  for  the  absence  of  her  mate; 
And,  in  her  songs,  sends  many  a  wishful  vow 
For  his  return  that  seems  to  linger  late: 
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So  I  ak»ie,  now  left  disconsolate, 
Mourn  to  myself  the  absence  of  my  love; 
And,  wandering  here  and  there  all  desolate. 
Seek  with  my  plaints  to  match  that  mournful  dove 
Ne  joy  of  aught  that  under  heavert  doth  hove. 
Can  comfort  me,  but  her  own  joyous  sight 
Whose  sweet  aspect  both  Gad  and  man  can  move. 
In  her  unspotted  pleasance  to  delight. 
Dark  is  my  day,  whiles  her  fair  light  I  miss. 
And  dead  my  life  that  wants  such  lively  bliss.  - 

E.  SpinstT 


$44.     To  Me,  Fair  Friend,  You  Never 
Can  Be  Old 

'  I  K)  me,  fair  friend,  you  never  can  be  old; 
■^     For  as  you  were  when  first  your  eye.  I  eyed. 
Such  seems  your  beauty  still.      Three  winters  cold 
Have  from  the  forests  shook  three  summers'  pride; 
Three  beauteous  springs  to  yellow  autumn  cum'd 
In  process  of  the  seasons  have  I  seen, 
Three  April  perfumes  in  three  hot  Junes  bum'd. 
Since  first  I  saw  you  fresh,  which  yet  are  green. 
Ah  I    yet  doth  beauty,  like  a  dial-hand. 
Steal  from  his  figure,  and  no  pace  perceived; 
So  your  sweet  hue,  which  methinks  still  doth  stand. 
Hath  motion,  and  mine  eye  may  be  deceived. 
For  fear  of  which,  hear  this,  thou  age  uiibred: 
Ere  you  were  bom  was  beaut's  summer  d^d. 

W.  SbahttpeoTt 
S6i 
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545.  BrigfU  Soul  oj  the  Sad  Year  I 

"pAlR  summer  droops,  droop  men  and  beasts  therefore, 
■'■       So  fair  a  summer  look  for  never  more: 
All  good  things  vanish  less  than  in  a  day. 
Peace,  plenty,  pleasure  suddenly  decay. 

Go  not  yet  away,  bright  soul  of  the  sad  year, 
The  earth  b  hell  when  thou  leav'st  to  appear. 

What,  shall  those  flowers,  that  decked  thy  garland  erst, 
Upon  thy  grave  be  wastefuUy  dispersed  t 
O  trees,  consume  your  sap  in  sorrow's  source. 
Streams,  turn  to  tears  your  tributary  course. 

Go  not  yet  hence,  bright  soul  of  the  sad  year. 
Hie  earth  is  hell  when  thou  leav'st  to  appear. 
r.  Nasbi 

546.  Praise  of  Ceres 

'VXTVTH  fair  Ceres,  Queen  of  Grain, 

'  •      The  reaped  fields  we  roam. 
Each  country  peasant,  nymph  and  swaii^ 

Sing  their  harvest  home; 
Whilst  the  Queen  of  Plenty  hallows 
Growing  fields  as  well  as  fallows. 

Echo,  double  all  your  lays. 

Make  the  champians  sound 
To  the  Queen  of  Harvest's  praise. 

That  sows  and  reaps  our  ground: 
Ceres,  Queen  of  Plenty,  hallows 
Growing  fields  as  well  as  fallows. 

T.  HeyiMoi 
56> 
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Winter 

"l^rHEN  icicles  hang  by  the  wall, 

'  *        And  Dick  ihe  shepherd  blows  his  naJI, 
And  Tom  bears  logs  into  the  hall. 

And  milk  comes  frozen  home  in  pail. 
When  blood  is  nipped,  and  ways  be  foul, 
Then  nightly  sings  the  staring  owl, 

Tu-whol  —  a  meny  note. 

While  greasy  Joan  doth  keel  the  pot. 

When  all  around  the  wind  doih  blow. 
And  coughing  drowns  the  parson's  saw. 

And  birds  sit  brooding  in  the  snow, 
And  Marian's  nose  looks  led  and  raw. 

When  roasted  ciabs  hiss  in  the  bowl. 

Then  nightly  sings  the  staring  owl 
Tu-whit  I 

Tu-whol — a  merty  note. 

While  grea^  Joan  doth  keel  the  pot. 

F.  Shakeiptart 

Now  Winter  Nights  Enlarge 

"^OW  winter  nights  enlai^ 
^  '     The  number  of  their  hours. 
And  clouds  their  storms  discharge 

Upon  the  airy  towers. 
Let  now  the  chimneys  blaze. 

And  cups  o'erflow  with  wine; 
Let  well-tuned  words  amaze 

With  hannony  divine. 

563 
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Now  yellow  waxen  lights 
Shall  wait  on  honey  love. 
While  youthful  revels,  masques,  and  courtly  sights 
Sleep's  leaden  spells  remove. 


This  time  doth  well  dispense 

With  lovers'  long  discourse; 
Much  speech  hath  some  defence. 

Though  beauty  no  remorse. 
All  do  not  all  things  well; 

Some  measures  comely  tread. 
Some  knotted  riddles  tell. 

Some  poems  smoothly  read. 
The  summer  hath  his  joys 

And  winter  his  delights; 
Hiough  love  and  all  his  pleasures  are  but  toys. 

They  Morten  tedious  ni^ts. 

T.  Campm 


549-  A  Round 

CHAKE  o(F  your  heavy  tiancef 
*^  And  leap  into  a  dance 
Stich  ai  no  monal  use  to  tread; 

Fit  only  for  ApoUo 
To  play  to,  for  the  moon  to  lead. 

And  M  the  stats  to  folbw ! 

F.  Btawnoii 
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$So.  Come,  Sorrow,  Come 

/'~"OME,  Sorrow,  come,  sit  down  and  mourn  with  n 
^-'  Hang  down  thy  head  upon  thy  baleful  breast, 
That  Godand  man  and  all  the  world  may  see 
Our  heavy  hearts  do  live  in  quiet  rest: 
Enfold  thine  anns  and  wring  thy  wretched  hands 
To  shew  the  State  wherein  poor  Sorrow  stands. 

Cry  not  outright,  for  that  were  children's  guise. 
But  let  thy  tears  fall  trickling  down  thy  face. 
And  weep  so  long  until  thy  blubbered  eyes 
May  see  iii  sum  the  depth  of  thy  disgrace. 
Oh  shake  thy  head,  but  not  a  word  but  mum; 
The  heart  once  dead,  the  tongue  is  strokeii  dumb. 

And  lei  our  fare  be  dishes  of  despite 
To  break  out  hearts  and  not  our  fasts  withal; 
Then  let  us  sup  with  sorrow-sops  at  night. 
And  bitter  sauce  all  of  a  broken  gall: 
Thus  let  us  live  till  heavens  may  nie  to  see 
The  doleful  doom  ordained  for  thee  and  me. 


J5/.     Come,  Ye  Heavy  Stales  of  Night 

/""OME,  ye  heavy  states  of  night, 
^^  Do  my  father's  spirit  right; 
Soundings  baleful  let  me  borrow, 
Burthening  my  song  with  sorrow. 
Come,  Sorrow,  come  I    her  eyes  that  sings 
By  thee  are  turned  into  springs. 

S6S 
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Come,  you  virgins  of  the  n!^t, 
That  in  dirges  sad  delight, 
Choir  my  anthems:    1  do  borrow 
Gold  nor  pearl,  but  sounds  of  sorrow. 
Come,  Sorrow,  cornel    her  eyes  that  riii|s 
By  thee  are  turned  into  springs. 


2.  O,  SorrffW,  Sorrow 

O,  SORROW,  Sorrow,  say  where  dost  thou  dmO^ 
In  the  lowest  room  of  hell. 
Alt  thou  bom  of  human  race  i 
No,  no,  I  have  a  forier  face. 
Art  thou  in  city,  town,  or  court  f 
I  to  every  place  resort. 
O,  why  into  the  world  is  Sorrow  sent? 
Men  afflicted  best  repent. 
What  dost  thou  feed  on? 

Broken  sleep. 
What  takest  thou  pleasure  in? 
To  weep, 
To  sigh,  to  sob,  to  pitte,  to  groan, 
To  wring  my  hands,  to  sit  alone. 
O  when,  O  when  shall  Sorrow  quiet  have? 
Never,  never,  never,  never, 
Never  till  she  Ends  a  grave. 

T.Diihr 
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553-  Urns  and  Odours  Bring  Away 

T  TRNS  and  odours  bring  away  I 
^^     Vapours,  sighs,  darken  the  day  I 

Our  dole  more  deadly  looks  than  dying; 
Balms  and  gums  and  heavy  cheers. 
Sacred  vials  fill'd  with  tears, 

And  clamours  through  the  wild  air  flying  1 

Come,  all  sad  and  solemn  shows. 
That  are  quick-eyed  Pleasure's  foes  I 
We  convent  naught  else  but  woes. 

Shakespeare  or  Flitcber 

554-  Mdancholy 

TJENCE,  all  you  vain  delights, 
■*  ■'■  As  short  as  are  the  nights 

Wherein  you  spend  your  folly  I 
There's  naught  in  this  life  sweet. 
If  man  were  wise  to  see't. 

But  only  melancholy, 

O  sweetest  melancholy  I 

Welcome  folded  arms  and  dxed  eyes, 
A  sigh  that  piereing  mortifies, 
A  look  that's  fasten'd  to  the  ground, 
A  tongue  chain'd  up  without  a  sound  1 

Fountain-heads,  and  pathless  groves. 
Places  which  pale  passion  loves  I 
Moonlight  walks,  when  all  the  fowls 
Are  wannly  housed,  save  bats  and  owtsi 
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A  midnight  bell,  a  parting  gtoan— 
These  are  the  sounds  we  feed  upon, 

Then  stretch  our  bones  in  a  still  gloomy  valley; 

Nothing's  so  dain^  sweet  as  lovely  melancholy, 
y.  Fltubif 


S5S-  Disconsolate 

npHE  gentle  seasOD  of  the  year 
'''    Hath  made  my  blooming  branch  appear. 

And  beautified  the  land  with  flowers; 
The  air  doth  savour  with  delight. 
The  heavens  do  smile  to  see  the  sight, 

And  yet  mine  eyes  augments  their  lowers. 

The  meads  are  mantled  all  with  green, 
The  trembling  leaves  have  clothed  the  treoi, 

The  birds  with  feathers  new  do  sing; 
But  I,  poor  soul!    when  wrong  doth  wrack, 
Attire  myself  in  mourning  black, 

Whose  leaf  doth  fall  amid  his  spring! 

And,  as  you  see  the  scarlet  rose 

In  his  sweet  prime  his  buds  disclose. 

Whose  hue  is  with  the  sun  revived; 
So,  in  the  April  of  mine  age. 
My  lively  colours  do  assuage. 

Because  my  sunshine  b  deprived. 
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My  heart,  that  "wonted  was  of  yore 
Light  as  the  winds  abroad  to  soar,  ., 

Amongst  the  buds,  when  beau^  spring^t 
Now  ohly  hovers  over  you; 
As  doth  the  bird  that's  taken  ne# 

And  mourns  when  all  her  neighbours  sings. 


^Vhen  every  man  is  bent  to  sport, 
Then  pensive  I  atone  resort 

Into  some  solitary  walli; 
As  doth  the  doleful  tuttle-dove. 
Who,  having  tost  her  faithliil  love. 

Sits  mourning  on  some  withered  stalL 


There  to  myself  I  do  rccoont 
How  far  my  woes  my  joys  s 

How  Love  requiteth  me  with  hate; 
How  all  my  pleasures  end  in  pain. 
How  hate  doth  say  my  hop*  is  vain,' 

How  fortune  ftowns  upon  my  state. 


And  in  this  rdoai,  charged  with  despair. 
With  vapoured  sighs  I  dim  the  air, 

And  to  ther  gods  niake  this  request : -> 
That,  by  the  ending  of  my  life, 
I  may  have  truee  with  this  strai^  stiife. 

And  bring  my  soul  to:l>etter.  resL 
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SS'^-  Of  Misery 

/^ORPSE,  clad  with  carefulness; 

^^  Heart,  heaped  with  heaviness; 

Parse,  poor  and  penniless; 

Back  bare  in  bitterness; 

O  get  my  grave  in  readiness; 

Fain  would  I  die  to  end  this  stress. 

T.HawS 

557.  The  Weeper 

'  I  'HE  dew  no  more  will  weep 
-^      The  primioee's  pale  cheek  to  deck: 
The  dew  no  more  will  sleep 
Nuzzled  in  the  lily's  neck: 
Much  rather  would  it  tremble  here 
And  leave  them  both  to  be  thy  tear. 

Not  the  soft  gold  vihkh 

Steals  from  the  amber-weeping  tree, 
Makes  Sorrow  half  so  rich 

As  the  drops  distill'd  from  thee: 
Sorrow's  best  jewels  lie  in  these 
Caskets  of  which  Heaven  keeps  the  keys. 

When  Sorrow  would  be  seen 

In  her  brf^test  majcsc^^ 
■^  For  die  is  a  Queen  — 

Then  is  she  drest  by  none  but  tfaeC; 
Then,  and  only  then,  she  wears 
Her  richest  pearls  —  I  mean  thy  tears. 
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Not  in  die  evening's  eyes. 
When  they  red  with  weeping  are 

For  the  sun  that  dies. 
Sin  Sorrov  with  a  face  so  fair: 

Nowhere  but  here  did  ever  meet 

Sweetness  so  sad,  sadness  so  sweet 

When  some  hew  bright  guest 

Takes  up  among  the  stars  a  room, 

And  Heaven  will  make  a  feast. 
Angels  with  their  bottles  come, 

And  draw  from  these  full  eyes  of  thine 

Their  Master's  water,  their  own  wine. 

Does  the  night  arise  t 

Still  thy  tears  do  fall  and  fall. 
Does  night  lose  her  eyes  ? 

Still  the  fountain  weeps  for  all. 
Let  nighi  or  day  do  what  they  will, 
Thou  hast  thy  task,  thou  weepest  still. 

R.  Craibmo 


Idle  Tears 

AXTEEP  no  more,  nor  sigh,  nor  groan, 
^  *       Sorrow  calls  no  time  that's  gone: 
Violets  pluck'd,  the  sweetest '  rain 
Makes  not  fresh  nor  grow  again. 
Trim  thy  locks,  look  cheerfully; 
Fate's  hid  ends  eyes  cannot  see; 

S7' 
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Joys  as  winged  dreams  fly  fast, 
Why  dionld  sadness  longei  last  7 
Grief  is  but  a  wound  to  woe; 
Gentlest  fair,  moum,  rnoum  do  moc 

J.  TltUhf 


SS9-  I  Saw  My  Lady  Weep 

T    SAW  my  Lady  weep, 

*■  And  Sorrow  proud  to  be  advanced  so 

In  those  fair  eyes  where  all  perfections  keep. 

Her  face  was  fu|l  of  woe: 
But  such  a  woe,  believe  me,  as  wins  more  hearts 
Than  Mirth  can  do  with  her  enticing  parts. 

Sorrow  was  there  made  fair. 
And  Passion  wise;   Tears  a  delightful  diing; 
Silence  beyond  all  sj>eech,  a  wisdom  rare; 

She  made  her  sighs  to  sing. 
And  all  things  with  so  sweet  a  sadness  move 
As  made  my  heart  at  once  both  grieve  and  bve> 

O  fairer  than  aught  else 
The  worid  can  show,  leave  off  in  time  to  gnerel 
Enough,  enough:  your  joyful  look  excels; 

Tears  kill  the  heart,  believe. 
O  strive  not  to  be  excellent  in  woe. 
Which  only  breeds  your  beaut's  overthrow. 


Jnim. 
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560.  Weep  You  No  More,  Sad  Fountains 

"VXTEEP  you  no  more,  sad  fountains; 

'"      What  need  you  flow  so  fast? 
Look  bow  the  snowy  mountains 

Heaven's  sun  doth  gently  waste  1 
Bui  my  Sun's  heavenly  eyes 
View  not  your  weeping. 
That  now  lies  sleepmg 
Softly,  now  softly  lies 
Sleeping. 

Sleep  is  a  reconciling, 

A  rest  that  peace  begets; 

Doth  not  the  sun  rise  smiling 

When  fair  at  even  he  sets? 

Rest  you,  then,  rest,  sad  eyesi 

Melt  not  in  weeping. 

While  she  lies  sleeping 

Softly,  now  softly  lies 

Sleeping.  Anon, 

561.    To  Daisies,  Not  to  Shut  So  Soon 

CHUT  not  so  soon;  the  dull-eyed  night 
^    Has  not  as  yet  begun 
To  make  a  seizure  on  the  light. 
Or  to  seal  up  the  sun. 

No  marigolds  yet  closed  are, — 

No  shadows  gfeat  appear; 
Nor  doth  the  early  shepherd's  star 

Shine  like  a  tpangle  here. 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


THE   BOOK  OF 

St»y  but  till  my  Julia  dose 

Her  Ijfe-begeiting  eye. 
And  let  the  whole  world  then  dispow 

Itself  to  live  or  die. 

R.Hmuk 

562.  The  Evening  Knetl 

CHEPHERDS  all,  and  maidens  fab, 
^~-'  Fold  your  Rocks  up,  for  the  air 
'Gins  to  thicken,  and  the  sun 
Already  his  great  course  hath  run. 
See  the  dew-drops  how  ihey  kiss 
Every  little  Bower  that  is. 
Hanging  on  their  velvet  heads. 
Like  a  rope  of  crystal  beads: 
See  the  heavy  clouds  low  falling, 
And  bright  Hesperus  down  calling 
The  dead  Night  from  under  ground; 
At  whose  rising  mists  unsound, 
Damps  and  vapours  fly  apace 
Hovering  o'er  the  wanton  face 
Of  these  pastures,  where  they  come, 
Striking  dead  both  bud  and  bloooi: 
Therefore,  from  such  danger  lock 
Eveiy  one  his  loved  Bock; 
And  let  your  dogs  lie  loose  without. 
Lest  the  wolf  come  as  a  scout 
From  the  mountain,  and  ere  day. 
Bear  a  lamb  or  kid  away; 
Or  the  crafty  thievish  fox 
Break  upon  your  timple  Bocks. 
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To  secure  yourself  from  these. 
Be  not  too  secure  in  ease; 
Let  one  eye  his  watches  keep, 
Whilst  the  t'other  eye  doth  sleep; 
So  you  shall  good  ^epherds  prove,. ' 
And  forever  hold  the  love 
Of  our  great  god.      Sweetest  slumbers, 
And  soft  silence,  fall  in  numbers 
On  your  eye-lids  I      So,  farewell  I 
Thus  I  end  my  evening's  luiell  I 

J.  Flitcbef 


Pan's  Sentinel 

'M'OW,  whilst  the  moon  doth  rule  the  sky 

■^  "     And  the  stars  WTiose  feeble  light 

Give  a  pale  shadow  to  the  night. 

Are  up,  great  Pah  commanded  me 

To  walk  this  grove  about,  whilst  he 

In  a  comer  of  the  wood. 

Where  never  mortal  foot  hath  stodd, ' 

Keeps  dancing,  music,  Mid  a  feast, 

To  entertain  a  lovely  gtiest: 

Where  he  gives  her  many  a  rose. 

Sweeter  than  the  breath  that  blows 

The  leaves,  grape^  berries  of  the  best; 

I  never  saw  so  great  a  feast. 

But,  to  my  charge.    Here  must  I  s(ay. 

To  see  what  mortals  lose  their  way,  ' 

And  by  a  false  (ire,  seenudg  bright,-    : 

Train  them  in  and  leave  thenv  rfght.    ; 
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Then  must  I  watch  if  any  be 
Forcing  of  a  chastity; 
If  I  find  it,  then  in  haste 
Give  my  wreathed  horn  a  blast 
And  the  fairies  all  will  ran, 
Wildly  dancing  t^  the  moon, 
And  will  |Mnch  him  to  the  bone. 
Till  his  lustful  thoughts  be  gone. 

Back  again  about  this  ground; 

Sure  I  hear  a  mortal  sound.  — 

I  bind  thee  by  this  powerful  spdl. 

By  the  waters  of  this  well. 

By  the  glimmering  moon-beams  bright. 

Speak  again,  thou  mortal  wight  I 

Heie  the  foolish  mortal  lies. 

Sleeping  on  the  ground.      Ansel 

The  poor  wight  is  almost  dead; 

On  the  ground  his  wounds  have  bled. 

And  his  clothes  fouled  with  his  Uood: 

To  niy  goddess  in  the  wood 

Will  I  lead  hiiD,  whose  hands  pure 

Will  help  thif  monal  wight  to  cure. 

J,  rittcbgr 


564.  Song  of  Woe 

OARDCHtT,  goddess  of  the  hight, 
■'■     Those  that  slew  thy  vi^in  knight; 
For  the  which,  with  songs  of  woe, 
Round  about  hec  tomb  they  go. 
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Midnight,  assist  our  moan; 
Help  us  to  sigh  and  groan, 

Heavityj  heavily ;    . 
Giaves,  yawn  and  yield  your  dead, 
Tin  death  be  iitt^Kd  ' 

Haivily,  heavilyi    ■ 


CpwtUry  Nights 


""PHE  damask  meadows  and  the  crawling  streams 
'*'      Sweeten  and  make  soft  thy  dreams: 
The  purling  springs,  groves,  birds,  and  well-weaved 

With  fields  enamefted  with  flowers, 
Pruent  thee  shapes, :  while  phamaiy' dltdaset  i 

Milboni  of.  Kliei  mixt  T'ith  toAes,        - 
TfaeB  dreaimtliDu  hearcst  ^e  lamb  with  many  «  bleat 

Wooed  to  ^coiae  tuck  the  miH:y  teat; 
Whilst  Faunus  in  the  vision  vows  to  keep 

From  nvcnout'wol£^the  ■mxJly  shtep;  ' 

With  thousand  such  enchanting  dreams,  which  m^ 

To  male  sleep  not'  so  sound  as  -sweet.  ^ 

Nor  can  these  figures  «>  thy  r«sf  ebde»t 

As  aat  to  op  when  chanticleer 
Speaks  the  last  watch,  but  with  the  dawn  dost  rise 

To  work,  but  first  to  sacrifice: 
Making  thy  peace  with  heaven  for  some  late  fault. 

With  holy  meat  aad  crackling  salt. 

k.  Hmkk 

■    ■'■    -  5„  , 
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566.  Sweet  Sujfolk  Owl  . 

SWEET  Suffolk  owl,  M  tnisly  dight 
With  feathers,  like  a  Udy  bfi^t, 
T%OD  sing'tt  alone,  sitting  by  night, 

Te  whit,  te  whoo! 
Thy  note  that  forth  so  freely  rolls. 
With  shrill  command  the  mouse  controls^ 
And  sings  a  dii^  for  dying  souls, 
Te  whit,  te  whoo  I 

7:  Vautor 

$6^.  Lave  Hath  Eyes  by  Night 

\  NIGHT,  O  jtalous  Ni^t,  tcpi^ant  to  my  msMsant: 
O  Night  so  long  dented,  yet  cioss  to'  n^  ccntoMl 
There'd  ticHie-biiH  olily  thou  that  aan  perfoniL'my  plbasnrel, 
Yet  none  but  oidy  thou  that  hindcredi  my  intent. 

Thy  beai^s,  thy  spit^ul  beami,  thy  lamps  liiat  bom  too 
brightly. 

Discover  all  my  Uoim  and  naked:  lay  my  dr3t% 
That  night  by  ni|^t,I  hope,  y<et  £atl  my  pucpose;  n^htly^ 

Thy  envious  glaring  gleam  defeateth  soiny  ahifts. 

Sweet  Night,  withhold  thy  beams,  withhold  them  t3t  to- 
morrow! 
Whose  joy's  in  lack  so  long  a  hell  of  torment  breeds. 
Sweet  Night,  sweGt  gentle  Night,  do  not  prolong  my  sorrowi 
Desire  is  guide  to  me,  and  Love  no  lodestar  needs. 
57!   ■ 
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Let  sailors  gaze  on  Starci,  and  Mooa  so  frnhly  ihining; 

Let  them  tbaciiUs»  the  nay  be  guided  by  the  light; 
I  know  my  Lady's  bower,  there  needs  no  moire  divinmg; 

Affection  sees  in  darlfi,  and:  Love  hath  eyet  by  night. 

Dame  Cynthia,  couch  awhile  I  hold  in  thy  homs  for  shin- 
ing. 

And  glad  not  loVring  Night  vith  thy  ttio  ^orious  rays; 
But  be  she  dim  and  dajki  teffl|iestuotl9  and  repining. 

That  in  her  spite  my  sport  naay  wofk^thy  ^dless  praise. 

And  when  my  will  is  wrought,  then,  Cynthia,  shine,  good 
lady. 

All  other  nights  and  days  in  honour  of  that  night. 
That  happy,  heavenly  night,  tKat  night  so  dark  and  shady. 

Wherein  my  Love  had  eyes  that  lighted  my  delight) 

S68.         The  Nigkt^Piecei  To  JiOuf^ 

"LTElt  eyes  the  gjow-worm  lend  thee, 
■*■  ■*■  The  shooting  stars  attend  th^e; 

And  (htf  elves  also,'    ' 

Whose  little  eyes  glow 
Like  the  sparks  of  fire,  b^riend  thee. 

No  Will-o'th'-wisp  mislight  thee, 
Nof  snake  at  slow-worm  biee  theej  ' 
k  But  OD^  on  thy  -way 

Not  making  a  stay;  . 
Since.gfaost  thoie's  tionc  ;in>iJi{pht  ihee. 
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I^i-itM^thfr  dftdc  tUoc  cnmber^ 
'What  thou|^  the  nloon. does  iJ■(lnber^ 
.     Tht  atsui  ot  the  night 
.    WiU  lend  thee  then  .U^ 
Lie  tapers  cleat  without  number. 

Then,  Julia,  let  me  woo  thee, 

r  Thd>,'dtu>  to  come  unto  nie; 

■■■'    lAnd  when  I  (hall  mt«t 

Thy  siltt'y  (e«  ■ 
My  Bod  rU  pQui  into  thee. 


5tfp. ,'  '  Nox  NocH  Indical  Sdentiom 

WHEN  !  survey  the  bright 
Celestial  sphere; 
Soirich  with  jewelt  hting,  that  iVi^ 
Doth  like  an  Ethiop  biide  appe^: 

My  soul  her  wings  doth  (pce^d 
And  heavenward  flies,       .' 
Th'  Almighty's  mysteries  to  read       ^ 
In  the  large  volutiie  of  the  skies. 

For  d)e  bright  ftrmament 

Shoots  forth  no  fame     ■  ■■ 
So  dlent,  but  is  doquent       ■  ' 
/jn  ^eaki^  ihe^Creatocfs-naipe. 
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.    No  unregarded  star  .1 

Contracts  lis  li^t 
Into,  to  small  a  character,  -    '4 

'Removed  far.fiotn  otu  huiliBft  sight, 

But  if  we  steadfast  look 
We  shall  discern 
In  it,  as  in  soine  hcJy  book, 
How  map  may  heavenly  koon)edge  learn. 

-    It  tells  (Ik  conijuetor  ""    ■ 

That  far-stfctch'd  power,'  .' 
Which,  bis  pto^d  ^ngera  traffic  for, 
Is  but  the  triumf4>.oE<an.  h«ur:! 

That  from  the  Farthest  Northi 
Some'nation  may. 
Yet  undlscover'd,  issue  forth,     ' 
And  o'er  his  liew^got  conqueiit  sWay: 

Some  nation  yet,  sJhk  jtt.      -  -    T 
With  hills  of  ice 
May  fie. let. out ;K(  scourge  his  luii 
.Till  thpy  shall  es"^'  hijn  juj  wee. 

And  t^eri  they  likewise  s^i all  ,'   " 

'  T^eir  riilrJ  havej'   "  '  "  '   ,, 

For  asyourselves  -ybul  eiripire^  tall, 

And  eveiy  kingdom  hath  a  grave. 

:  T^Thu^  those  Wosdal  Srei,    -    ' 

•  Th9<^h,8eeniing  ntvtt,  ;     r  1 
-  The  frflw^*  of  olurirfosiiM.     !v  V,' 

And  alLlhb  pKdr  ^fllTe  Etm&itd: — 

0f 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


.  ,  THE  iOOK  OF 

For  they  han-rtUch'd  since  first 
The-Wb'rUl  had  birth: 
And  found  tin  ia  itself  accunt. 
And  notbiog  pennanent  on  Earth. 

W.  HMnpaa 

570-  Song 

Tf^ffO  (V  it  that,  this  iark  night, 
'^"     Underneath  my  winJow  piaineibf 

It  is  one  who  froffl  Ay  wght 
Beii^,'  ah  t   exiled,  disdatneth 

Evvry  other  vn^r  light. 

Why,  alas,  and  are  you  bef 
Be  not  yet  those  fancies,  (hangidt 
•  ...    PeaT)  when  you  find  change  in  me. 
Though  from  me  you  be  estranged, 

Let  my  iftiahge  tb  ruin  be. 

WeU,  in  absence  this  will  die: 
■     Leave  to  see,  and  leave  to  wonder. 
Absence  sure  will  help,  if  I 

Can  learn  how  myself  to  sunder 
From  what  in  my  heart  doth  lie. 

But  time  viill  these  thoughts  remove; 

Time  Jolb  iuoHt  what  no  man  itnolMtb. 
Time  d«h  as  the  subject  prove, 

With  time  «HI  Ae  'affection  growedi 
-    In  dtB  faithful  turtle  dote. 
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fFbat  If  yoK  nevi  beauties  tee?  .' 
mil  not  they  ttir  new  ajfectionf 

I  will  think  they  pictures  be  '       ' 

(Image-like,  of  saints'  peifectioi>) 

Poorly  counterfeiting  thee. 

But  youT  reason's,  purest  light 

Bids  you  leave  inch  minds  to  nourish, 

•I)^Uy  do  reason  no  such  spice ! 
Never  doth  thy  beauty  flourish   "; 

More  than  in  my  rsastyn's  dghh 

'But  the  wrongs  love  bears,  will  makf 
Lave  at  length  have  undertaking.' 

No,  die  more  fools  it  do  shake    ■ 
In  a  ground  of  so  firm  making,'' 

Deeper  still  they  drive  the  stake. 

Peace!.  I  think  that  some  give  tarP' 
Came  no  more!'  lesp.  I  get  anger.' 

Bliss!  I  will  my  bliss  forbeiar^  i 
Fearing,  Sweet,  you  to  end»^rh 

3iK  n^  soul  shall  harbour  there. 

Well  begone,  begone  I  say!     •■ 

Lest  that  Argus'  eyes  perceive  you. 

O  unjust  Fortune's  sway,  .-^ 

Which  can  make  me  thus  to  leav*  JWi:  "^ 

.And  from  louts  to  rm  away.  'f    * 

Sir  P:  Sidriey 
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57/.        Now.  the  Hungry  Lion  Roars 

Puce  tings: 

"^OW  rfie  hungry  lion  roars, 

■^  *     And  the  wolf  behowls  the  moon; 

Whilst  the  heavy  ploughman  snores, 

All  with  weaiy  task  fordone 
Now  the  wasted  brands  do  glow, 

WhHst  the  screech-owl,  screeching  loud. 
Puts  (he  wretch  that  lies  in  woe 

In  remembrance  of  a  ^roud. 
Now  it  is  the  time  of  night. 

That  the  graves,  all  gaping  wid<v 
Every  one  lets  forth  his  sprite,    ■ 

In  the  churchway  paths  to  glide: 
And  we  fairies,  that  do  tun 

By  the  triple  Hecate's  team. 
From  the  presence  of  the  sun, 

Following  darkness  like  a  dream. 
Now  are  frblit^    n6t  a  mouse 
ShaH  disturb  this  hallowed  house: 
I  am  sent  with  broom  before 
To  sweep  the  dust  behind  the  door. 

W.  Shahiptm 

$72'  To  a  Nightingale 

CWEET  bird,  that  cuig'st  away  the-  early  hours, 
*-^  Of  winters  past  or  coming  void  of  care. 
Well  pleased  widi  delists  which  preseht  are. 
Fair  seasons^  budding  sprays,  sweet-smelling  flowen; 
584 
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To  rocks,  to  spring!,,  lo  rills,  from  leafy  bowen 

Thou  thy  Creator's  goodness  dost  declare, 

And  what  dear  giftB  on  thee  He  did  not  Spare,     -^  ~^?. 

A  stain  tp  human  sense  in  sin. that  lavets,.  -^ 

What  soul  can  be  so  $ick  which  hy  thy  songf. 

Attired  in  sweetness,  sweetly  i^  not  driven 

Quite  to  forget  earth's  turmoils,  spitesj  atid^  Wtongt, 

And  lift  a   reverent  eye  and  thought  to  heaven  I 

Sweet  artless  songster,  thou  my  mind  do^t  raise 

To  airs  of  spheres,  yes,  and  to  angels'  lays. 

W.  DrtfmmotiJ 


573.  To  the  NigMhtgale 

T~\EAR  chorister,  who  from  those  shadows  sends, 
■*— ^    Ere  that  the  blushing  morn  dare  shew  her  light. 
Such  sad  lamenting  strains,  that  night  attehds  — 
Become  all  ear  —  stars  stay  to  hear  thy  plight; 
If  one  whose  grief  even  reach  of  thought  tiranscends. 
Who  ne'er — not  in  a  dream  —  did  taste  delight. 
May  thee  importune  who  like  case  pretends, 
And  seems  to  joy  in  woe,  in  woe's  despite; 
Tell  me,  —  so  may  thou  fortune  milder  tiy 
And  long,  long  sing -^-^  for '^h^'.thou  thus  complaip^ - 
Sith  winter's  gone  and  sun  in  dappled  sky 
Enamoured  smiles  on  ^oods  and  flowery  plains  t 
The -bird,  as  ifmv  questions  did  her  move. 
With  trembling  wings,  sighed  forth,  '1  loVe,  I  lovel' 
fF.  DrummonJ 
S8S 
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J7^.  Hymn  to  Diana 

QUEEN  and  Huntress,  chaste  and  fair, 
Now  the  sua  is  laid  Co  sleep, 
Seated  in  thy  sitvei  chajr, 
State  in  wonted  manner  keep: 
Hesperus  entreats  thy  light, 
Goddess  excellently. bright. 

Earth,  let  not  thy  envious  shade 

Dare  iiseir  to  interpose; 
Cynthia's  shining  orb  was  made 

Heaven  to  clear  when  day  did  close. 
Bless  us  then  with  wished'  sight 
Goddess  excellently  bright. 

Lay  thy  bow  of  pearl  apart. 

And  thy  ciystal-shiiung  quiver.; 
Give  unto  the  flying  hart 

Space  to  breathe,  how  shdrt  soever: 
Thou  that  mak'st  a  day  of  night. 
Goddess  excellently  bright. 

B.  Joiuim 

y/j.  ■  To  Cyntkia 

/^YNTHIA,  because  your  horns  look  divers  way* 
^"'  Now  darkened  to  the  east,  now  to  the  west, . 
TTieo  at  full  glory  once  in  thirty  daySj 

Sense  doth  believe  that  change  is  nature's  rest 
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Poor  earth,  that  dare- pieaume  to  judge  ^t  Ayi:  • 
CyaAxa  is  eves  round,  and  never  vines; 

ShadowB^Bni]  dietance  do  abuse  the  eye, 
And  in  abttied  udbc  truth  oft  miscarnes:       .  .,  , 

Yet  who  this  language  to  the  people  (peaks, 

Opinioo's  enipite' seine's  idol  breaks; 

f;  GreviUe,  ]^  Br.ooki 

5/(5.  The  Moon 

\\TnH  how  sad  steps,  O  Moon,  thou  climb'st  the  skies  I 
"  ■     How  silently,  and  with  how  wan  a  face  I 
Whatt    may  it  be  chat  even  in  heavenly  place 
That  busy  archer  his  sharp  arrows  tries  I 
Sure,  if  that  long-with-jove-af^qiiainted  eyes 
Can  judge  of  love,  thou  feel'st  a  lover's  case:         .. 
I  read  it  in  thy  looks;    thy  languish  d  grace 
To  me,  that  feel  the  like,  thy  state  descries. 
Then,   even  of  fellowship,  O  Moon,  tell  me. 
Is  constant  love  deem'd  there  but  want  of  wit? 
Are  beauties  there  as  proud  as  here  they  be? 
Do  they  above  love  to  be  loved,' and  yet 
Those  lovers  scorn  whoni  that  love,  doth  possess?    . 
Do  they  call  '  virtue  '  there —^  ungratefulness  ? 

Sir  P.  Sidney 

577.  To  Cyntkia     .  -, 

/^YNTHIAf  whose  glories  are  at  full  fmfret.      ■ 
^-'    Whose -beauties  draw  forth  tears,  and' kindle  iiires. 
Fires,  vhich  kindled  once  are  quenched  never: 
So  beyond  hope  your  worth  bears  up  desires. 
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Why  cast  joit  clouds  oa  3rain"  sfreit-kwking  efesi 
Are  you  afraid,  they  show  irieeoo  muob  pleMoreP 
Strong  Nature  detka  die  grave  wherein  if  ties< 
Excellence  can  nerer  be  expreusd  in  meaiuie.' 
Are  you.afcaid  because  my  heart: adores  yftu, 
The  world  will  thlnt  I  hiHd  Endymion's  place  I 
Hippolytiu,!  sweet  Cynthia,  kneeled  before  you; 
Yet  did  you  not  come  down  to  kiss  his  face. 

Angels  enjoy  the  Heaven's  inward  choirs; 

Stai-gazers  only  multiply  desires. 

F^Grevilh,  Lord  BtmIu 


578.  .  The  Mom 

T   00k  how  the  pale  q^ueen  of  the  silent  night 
■*— '  DotK  cause  the  ocean  to  attend  upon  her. 
And  he,*as  long  as  she  is  in  his  s^ht, 
With  his'  hill  tide  is  ready  her  to  honour; 
But  when  the  silver  waggon  of  the  Moon 
Is  mounted  up  so  high  he  cannot  follow,  . 
The  sea  calls  home  his  crystal  waves  to  moan. 
And  with  low.  ebb  doth  manifest  his  sorrow. 
So  yo\i,  that  are  the  sovereign  of  my  heart. 
Have  all  my  joys  attending  on  your  vrill, 
My  joys  low-ebbing  when  you. do  depart  — 
When  you  return,  theii'  tide  my  heart  doth  fill 
So  a^^  youcbme,  and  ae/yoii  Ao  depaA, 
Jay«,  thk  lid  flow  widiin  ir^  tt»deE^iiutt> 

C.  Bat 
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.  LuUahy 

GOLDEN  tlumbsrs  kiss  your  <yes 
iSmilu  awake  you  when  you  rise. 
'.    Sleep,'  pEeoy  wantont,.  do  not  ciy, 

Aod  I  wHl  sing^a  lullaby;      •    ■ 
I. 'Rock  them, -rock  tfaem, 'lullaby.  i 

Care  is  heavy,  therefore  sleep  you;  '- 
Yoil  are,  care^  airdcare  must'  keep  you. 
Sleepi  pretty  wantons,  do  not  Ciy, 
And  I  wilt  sing  a  lullaby: 
Rock  them,  rock  them,  lullaby. 


f .  Dtkktr 


S8q.  Come,  Sleep 


C^iAE,  Sleep,'  aad  with  thy  sweet  decemng 
V^    Lock  IBB  in  del^t  a.while; 

.Le*  some  pleading  dreams  begliile 
'    AUmy  fancies;   that  from  tbetic* 
I  <Biiy  feel  an  inHoence, 
AU  R^  poncm  of  carettcTearingl     : 

Though  but  a  shadow,  hut  a  diding     " 
; .      Lee  me-  know  aeme  litde  joy  I  '  '    -■ 
V(e.Aat  mifftr  long  anngy 
Are  conteoted  with  a  thought:  ;        .       ' 
.    Through  an  idle  fancy  wtoug^: 
O  .let  my  joys  hare  tome  abiding  I 

J.  Flttchir  {?) 
5S9 
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S8i.  Invocation  to  Sleep 

^ARE-CHARMING  Sleep,  thou  easer  of  all  woei, 
^^  Biothtr  »  Death,  aweedy  thyself  diipose 
On  tbia  aSkied  prince;    faU  like  aclond 
In  gentle  showers;  give  notking  that  is  loud 
Or  painful  to  his  slumbers;    eaiff,  l^ht,   . 
And  as  a  purling  stccai^  thou  aoit  of>N^t 
Pass  by  his  troubled  senses;    sing  his  pain 
Like  hoJlow  mulmuriilg  wind  or  lilver  rain; 
In  to  this  prince  gen^,  O  gentl)',  slide, 
And  kiss  him  into  sluinbets  like- a  bride. 

7.  FltubtT 

$82.  Care-Charmer  Sleep,  Son  0}  the  Sable 
Nigki 

/""ARE-CHARMER  Sleep,  son  of  the  sable  night, 
^-'  Brotber  10  Death,  in  silent  darkness  bom: 
Relieve  my  languish  and  tcKore  the  light; 
With  dark  forgetting  of  my  care,  mum. 
And  lee  the'  day  be  time '  enough  to  moum 
The  shipwrack  of  my  ill-adventured  youth: 
Let  waking  eyes  sulEcc  to  Via'd  dieir  Kom 
Without  the  torment  of  the  night's  untruth. 
Cease  dreams^  the  images  of  day  desiresi 
To  model  ferth  the  passions  of  the  mohtm; 
Never  let  rising  sun  approve  yon  fiats. 
To  add  mo^e  gsief  to  aggravate  my  sorrow. 
Still  let  me  deep,  'embracing  clouds  in  vain, 
And  never  wiilce  to  fed  the  day'i  <&dain. 

.  ■:  S.  DoniW 

590 
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S8S'  ,        .^Hark,  AU  You  Ladies  : 

[ARK;  ill  you  ladies  diaf  db  sleep!  - 
ThrC' faiiy-queen  Proserpina  -  ■ 

-Bida  yOu  awate  and  pity  them  that  weep: 
You  Tnay  do  in  the  dark 

What  the  day  doth  ibrbid;    ■  ■ 
Fear  not  the  dogs  diat  bark. 
Night  will  have  all  hid. 

But  if  you  let  your  lovers  moan, 

Tliel  fairy-queen  Proserpina 
Will  Knd  abroad  her  fairies  eVeiy  oiie. 
That  ahaU  jMnch  black  vxA  blue 

Your  white  hands  and  fair  arms 
Tbat  did  aot  kindly  rue 

Y<Mii  paramoun'  harms. 


In  myrtle  arbours  on  the  downs 
The  fairy-queen  Proserpina, 
This  night  by  moonshine  leading  merry  rounds, 
Holds  a  watch  with  sweet  love, ' 
.  Down  the  dale,  up  the  hill; 
No  plaints  or  groans  may  move  . 

Their  holy  vigil.  7.  Campion 

584.    ''    Sleep,  Angry  Beauty,  Sleep 

^LEEP,  angry  beauty,  sleep,  and  fear  not  me  I 
*^     For  who  a  sleeping  lion  dares  provoke? 
It  'Slull  Suffice  me  here  to  sit; and  see  ■  ^  ■ 

TltMe  lips  ihut  np  thai  nerec  kindly  spoke: 
What  «ight'can  more  content  a  lover's  mind  ■ 
Than  beauty  secining  harmless,  if  not  kind? 
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My  words  havie  dutmeil  her,  for  sectire  (he  deqH^     . 

Thou^:^il^  much' of  wrong  doD^  to  nijr  ioft; 
And  in  her  tlumbcc,  see  I    she  dose-eyed  T^^* 

Dreams  often  more  than  waking  passioDs  latn- 
Plead,  Sleep,  my  cause,  and  make  her  soft  Hkediee, 
That  she  in  pea^c  tpay  wake  and.  pit;  me. 

....  T.  Campion 

585.  To  Sleep 

/~*OME,  Sleep;  O  ^eepl   the  certain  knot  of  peace, 
^*^  The  baitinpplace  of  wit,  the  balm  of  wm^ 
The  poor  man's  weahb,  tWe  pmoner's  release, 
Th'  indffietant  judge  between  the  high  and  low; 
With  shield  of  proof,  shield  me  fram  ovK  the  preate 
Of  those  fierce  dam  Despair  at  me  dedi  throw: 

0  make  in  me  those  civil  wars  to  cease;. 

1  will  good  tribute  pay,  if  thou  do  so. 

Take  thou  of  me  smooth  pillows,  sweetest  bed, 
A  chamber  deaf  to, noise  and  blind  to  li^^. 
A  rosy  garland  and  a  weary  head: 
And  if  these  things,  as  being  thine  by  right. 
Move  not  thy  heavy  grace,  .thou  shalt  in  me, 
Ltveliet  than  elsewhere,  Stella's  image  see. 

Sirf.  Stint) 

586.  ■         .  Sleep        "  ,.        " 

r)Y  him  lay  heavy  Sleep,  the  cousin  of  I>e«h, 
■*-'  Flat  on  Ac  gioundi  and  still  «s  any  MMti 
A  very  i»(p«c,  sdve  yielding  fonh  .»  J>«lMh: 
Small  keep  took  h»,  liihom  Fottune  frownid  pn. 
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Or  vihcia  she  lifted  up  into  the  thrbiw 
Of  hi^  reoDHii:  but  as  a  living  dcMh, 
So,  dead  lire,  of  life  he  drew  the  breath. 

The  body's  rest,  the  quiet  of  the  heart, 
The  travail's  ease,  the  still  night's  feat  was  h<^ 
And  of  our  life  on  earth  the  better  part: 
Reaver  of  sight,  and  yet  in  whom  we  see 
Things  oft  that  tide,  and  oft  that  nev<#  be: 
Without  respect,  esteeming  equally 
King  Crcesus'  pomp,  and  Irus'  poverty. 

f .  Sackville,  Lord  Buc^hurit 

587.  Tm  Carols 

I. 
Bringing  in  the  Boar's  Head  ■-■'■ 

Caput  Apri  Defero,    . 
RedJens  Laudes  Domino! 

'T'HE  Boar's  Head  in  hand  bring  I, 
"*-  With  garlands  gay  and  rocemaiyl 
I  pray  you  all,  sing  merrily. 

The  Boar's  Head,  I  understand. 

Is  th^  chief  Service  in  this  land  I  -  ,- 

Look,  wherever  it  be  foundt  '  ' 

SiTvite  cum  tantitol  ■  \': 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


THE  BOOK  OF 

Be  glad,  hotdes,  botb  more  and  less  I 
For  this  haih  «rdained  our  Stewaid, 

To  cheet  you  all  this  Christmas, 
The  Boar's  Head  with  mustard  I 

II. 

588.  In  Die  NaHvttatis 

NcwtU!   Nowell!    Notuell/   NwteUt 
Tidingi  good  I  think  to  tellf 

'T'HE  Boar's  Head,  that  we  bring  here, 

*•    Betokeneth  a  Prince  without  peer 
Is  bom  this  day,  to  buy  us  dear  I 

Nou/dtf    Nowill!    Nowellt    Nowdll  ac. 

A  Boar  is  a  sovereign  beast, 
And  acceptable  in  every  feast; 
So  mote  this  Lord  be  to  most  and  least  t 
NoweUI   Nowtll!   Nowtll!  Novidl!  fte. 

Tliis  Boat's  head  we  bring  with  song. 
In  worship  of  Him  that  thus  sprang 
Of.  a  Virgin,  to  redress  all  wrong. 

NotuAl!    Nowdir   Nowdir   Notudl!  etc. 

Anon. 

S8g.  A  Christmas  Carol 


W' 


reeter  music  can  w6  bring 
i  carol  for  to  sing 
The  birth  of  this  our  Heavenly  KingP 
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Awake  the  voice  I  awake  the  string  1 
Heart,  ear,  and  eye,  and  eveiything 
Awake  I  the  while  the  active  &agu 
Runs  division  with  the  singer. 

From  tbi  Flourish  they  came  to  the  Song 

1.  Dark  and  dull  night  fly  hence  awayl 
And  give  the  honour  to  this  day 
That  sees  December  tum'd  to  May.    ' 

2.  If  we  may  ask  the  reason,  say  , , 
The  why  and  wherefore  all  things  hlWC 
Seem  like  the  springtime  of  the  year, 

3.  Why  does  the  chilling  winter's  mom 
Smile  likea  field  beset  with  com? 
Or  smell  like  to  a  mead  new  shorn, 
Thus  on  a  suddenf 

4.  Come  and  see 

The  cause  why  things  thus  fragrant  be: 
Tis  He  is  born,  whose  quickening  birth 
Gives  life  and  lustre,  public'  nitnh. 
To  heaven  and  the  under-eanh> 


We  see  Him  come,  and  know  Him  ours. 
Who  with  his  sunshine  and  his  showers 
Tunis  alt.  the  patient  ground  to  flowers. 
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t.  The  darling  of  the  worid  is  come, 
And  £c  k  is  we  find  a  room 
To  welatme  Him. 


I.  The  nobtei  part 

Of  all  the  house  here  is  the  heait. 


Chorus 

Which  we  will  give  Him;   and  bequeath 
This  hotly  and  this  ivy  wreath 
To  do  Him  honour,  who's  our  King 
And  Lord  of  all  riiis  revelling. 

R.  Herrici 


Ceremonies  for  Christmas 

^^OME,  bring  with  a  noice, 
^^     My  merry,  merry  boys. 
The  Christinas  hag  to  the  firing 
■        While  my  good  dame^  ^e 

Bids  ye  all  be  free 
And  drink  to  your  heart's  de^io^ 

With  the  last  year's  brand 
Light  the  new  block,  and 

For  good  success  in  his  spending 
.'On  your  psaltries  play. 
That  sweet  luck  may 

Coiiie  while  the  log  is  a-ctending. 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


ELIZABFTHAN  VERSE 

Diink  now  vtm  strong  beer, 

Cut  the  white  kiaf  here; 
The  t^ile  the  meat  is  a-shredding 

For  the  rare  mince-pie, 

And  the  plums  stand  by . 
To  fill,  ifaie  paste  that's  a-kneading. 

R.  Htrrick 


Our  Blessed  Lady's  LvUdby 

T  TPON  rtiy  lap,  hiy  Sovereign  sits, 
^^     And  iucts  upon  my  breast; 
Aleaiiwhile  hia  love  sustains  my  Uie,  -  i 
And  gives  my  body  rest. 
Sing,  lulUby,'  my  little  boy. 
Sing,  lullaby,  tny  lives  joy.  .  ..'-  i 


When  thou  hast  taken  thyrepast, 

I^eposey  my  babe,  on  me.    .  ■ 
So  may.  thy  mother  ^nd.  thy  juint, . 
Thy  ci^dle  also.  be. 

Sing,  lullaby,  .niy;  little  :boy. 
Sing,  hdlaby,  my  livSs  joy. 

I  gri«ye;th>l  dilty  doth' not  wotk 

All  that  xKf  wishing  would,        '> 
Because  I^wfhild  not  be  to  thee 
But  in  the  best  I  shoutd> 
Sing,  lullaby,  my  little  boy,    -. 
Sing,  lullabyt  my  lives,  joy,     i  - 
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Yet  as  I  m  and  as  I  Aaj, 
1  must  aod  wilt  be  thine, 
theu^  a»  too  little  for  Aysdt 
Vouchsafiiig  to  be  roine. 
Sing,  lullaby,  my  Httle  boy,' 
Sibg,  lullaby,  my  lives  joy. 
My  wits,  my  words,  my  deeds,  my  thoti^i4 

And  else  what  is  in  me, 
I  rather  will  not  nidi  to  use. 
If  not  in  serving  thee. 
Sing,  lull^y,  my  little  boy,  - 
Sing,  lullaby,  my  lives  joy. 
My  babe,  my  bliss,  my  child^  my  choke, 

My  fruit,  my  flower,  aiid  bud, 
My  Jesus,  and  my  only  joy, 
The  sum  of  all  my  good. 
Sing,  lullaby,  my  little  boy. 
Sing,  lullaby,  my  lives  joy. 

My  sweetness,  and  die  sweetest  most 

That  heaven  colild  earth  delrver. 

Soul  of  my  love,  spirit  of  my  life. 

Abide  with  me  for  ev«r. 

Sing,  lullaby,  my  little  ^y. 

Sing,  lullaby,  my  lives  joy. 

Live  still  with  me,  and  be  »y  ]an, 

And  death  wilt  mi  refrain. 
Unless  thou  lot  me  die  with  thee. 
To  live  with'  thee  again. 
Sing,  Idlaby,  my  little  boy. 
Sing,  lidlabyi  ray  lives  jt^.- 
S» 
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Leave  now  to  wail,  thou  Juckless  niglit' 

That  wro(ight'«t  thy  race's  mxy- 
Redress  is  found,  and  foiled  is 
Thy  fruit-alluring  foe. 

Sing,  lullaby,  my  little  boy, 
Sing,  lullaby,  my  lives  joy. 

The  fruit  of  death  from  Paiadise 

Made  the  exiled  moum; 
My  fruit  of  life  to  Paradise 
Makes  joyful  thy  return. 
Sing,  lullaby,  my  little  bi^. 
Sing,  lullaby,  my  lives  joy. 
Grow  up,  good  fruit  be  nourished  by 

These  fountains  two  of  me. 

That  only  flow  with  maiden's  milk, 

The  only  meat  for  thee. 

Sing,  lullaby,  my  little  boy. 

Sing,  liillaby,  my  lives  joy. 

.The  earth  has  now  a  hearen  become, 

And  this  base  bower  of  mine, 

A  princely  palace  unto  me. 

My  son  doth  make  to  shine.    ' 

Sing,  lullaby,  my  little  boy, 

Sing,  lullaby,  my  lives  joy. 

His  sight  gives  cleBtness  to  my  w^t,  ■  ' 

When  waking  I  him  see,  ' 
And  steepingy  his  mild  countenance 
Gives  favour. unto  me.    . 
Sing,  tullaby,  my  little  bt^. 
Sing,  lullabyi  my  lives  jo^. 
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Wfaieii  I  hka  in  mkic  anns  embrace, 

I  fod  my  heart  embraced, 
Even  by  the  {nwafd  grace  df  tiiS;  ■ 
Which  he  in  me  harii  placed.        - 
Sing,  l^illabyi  my  little  boy, 
Sing,  lullaby,  my  lives  joy. 

And  nheh  I'kiss  hU  bving'Iips, 
Then  his  sweet-BRidling  breath 
Doth  yield  a  savour  to  my  soul, 
That  feeds  love,  hope,  and  fiith. 
Sing,  lullaby,  my  little  boy,    ' 
Sing,  luUabyj  my  lives  joy. 
The  shepherds  left  their  keeping  sheep,- 

For  joy  ft>  see  my  lamb; 
How  may  I  more  rejoice  to  see 
Myself  to  be  the  dam. 
Sing^  lullaby,  my  litdc'  boy. 
Sing,  Iiillaby,  my  hvit  ]try. 
Three  kings  their  treasures  hither  bitiught 

Of  incense,  n^rrh,  andgold^  ' 

The  heaven's  treasure,  and  die  king 

That  heiwiihey  might  b^old. 

Sing,  lullaby,  my  little  boy,' 

Sing,  luHal^,  my  lives  joy. 

One  »ort  an  angd  did  direct,  ^   '    - 

A  star  did  guide  the  other. 
And  all  the  fairest  son  ta  xe- 
That  ever  had  a  mother. 
Sing, -lullaby,  mylittle  b^,-. 
Sing,  hill^y,' my  lives  joy. 
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This  Bight  ;I  see,  thU  child  I  ti>ve» 

This  infant.  I  embrace, 
Oieadki^  ccHPfcHt  of  die  eaith,.-       .  , 
And  heaven's  eternal,  gfacsi, . 
Sin^ .lullkby,  my  little  boy^.,  - 
Singt  biU^^f,  my  lives  joy, 

Thw  sanctity  herself  doth  serve. 

Thee  goodness  doth  attend, 

Thee  blessedness  doth  wait  upon. 

And  virtues  all  coralnend.  - 

Sing,  lullaby,  my  little  boy. 

Sing,  lullaby,  my  lives  joy. 

-Great  ktngs  and  ^phets  wished  hava 

To  see  th'^t  I  possess, 
Yet  *isli  I  never  thee  to  «e,     ' 
If  not  in  thankfulness. 
■     Sing,  lullaby,  my  little  boy,  ' 

Sing,  liillaby,  my  Kve*  joy. 
Let  heaven  and  earth,  and  saints  and  m 

Assistance  give  to  me, 

That  all  their  most  concurring  aid 

Augment  my  thanks  to  thee. 

Sing,  lullaby,  my  little  boy. 

Sing,  lullaby,  my  lives  joy. 

And  let  die  ensuing  Messed  lace^ 

Thou  wdt  succeeding  raise, 
Join  all  their  praises  unto.  mine,.  . 
To  multiply  thy  praise^ 
Sing,  lidlaby,  my  litde  bc^. 
Sing,  lullaby,  my  lives  joy. 
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And  take  mf  Krvice  well  in  worth, 

And  Joseph's  here  with  me. 
Who  of  my  husband  bears  the  nHHe, 
Thy  servant  for  to  be. 
Sii^  lullaby,  my  little  boy. 
Sing)  lullaby,  my  lives  joy. 

R.  RovJanJt 


5^2.    To  His  Saviour,  a  Child :  A  Pres&it 
[  By  a  Child 

/~*0,  pretty  child,  and  bear  this  flower 
^-^  Unto  thy  little  Saviour; 
And  tell  Him,  by  that  bad  now  blown, 
He  is  the  Rose  of  Sharon  known. 
When  thou;  h^tt  said  so,  stidc  it  there 
Upon  His  bib  or  stomacher;: 
And  tell  Kim  for  good  handsel,  too,    . 
That  thou  hast  broi^ht  a  whistle  new. 
Made  of  a  clean  straight  oaten  reed,    . 
To  charm  His  cries  at  time  of  need. 
Tell  Him,  for  coral,  thou  hast  none, 
But  if  thou  hadst,  He  shoult]  have  one; 
But  poor  thou  art,  and  known  to  be  . 
Even  at  mone^ess  as  He. 
Lastly,  if  thou  canst  win  a  kiss 
From  thosa  mellifluous  lips  of  His; 
Then  never  take  a  second  oitC, 
To  spoil  the  first  impressioiL 

...  ,R.  Himci 
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The  Burning  Babe 

A  S  1  in  hoary  winter's  night 
■^^  ,  Stood  shivering  in  the  snow 
Surprised  was  I  with  sudden  heat 

Which  made  my  heart  to  glow; 
And  hfting  up  a  fearful  eye 
:    To  view  what  fire  was  near, 
A  pretty  babe  all  burning  bright 

Did  in  the  air  ajtpear; 
Who,  scoFched  with  excessive  heat, 

Su^h  fioodfl  of' tears  did  shed 
As  thou^  His  floods  should  quench  His  flat 

WKJch  with  His  tears  were  fed:      - 
'  Alas  1 'quoth  He,  'but  newty  bom 

In  fiery  heats  I  fry, 
Yet  iv>ne  approach  to  wann  their  hearts 

Or  feel  my  fire  but  I! 

*  My  faultless  "breast  the  furnace  is;      ,     " 

The  fuel,  wt>und!ng  thoriis; 
Loye  is  the  Gr>e,  and  sighs  die  snioke:      . 

The  ashes,  shames  and  scorns; 
The  fuel  Justice  layeth  oa, 

Md  MeKy  blows  the  cods. 
The  metal  'uk  this  furnace  wrot^t 

Are-mon's  defiled  sbuls:  - 
For  which,  as  now  on  ftre  I  inn 
■    To-Work  them  to  their  good,  I   ■     ■ 

So  wjU'I  melt  ii1&  a.batfa. 

To  wash  them  in  my  blood.' 
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With  this  He  vanish'd  out  of  sight 
And  GWJft^  dirunk  anay; ' 

And  straight  I  called  unto  mind 
That  it  wasChristmas  pay. 


SP4.      Verses  from  the  Shepherds'  Hymn 


W 


TE  saw  thee  in  Thy  balmy  nest, 
Voung  dawn  of  our  etenal  d^; 
We  saw  Thine  eyes  bteak  from- the' {^ast, 
''    Abi  okase  the  trerablin|  shades  away;' 
We  saw  Thees  and  we  blest  ithe  sight,. 
We  saw  Theettjr  .Thin«  own  sweet  l^ht 

Pool  woild,  said  I,  what  wilt  thoii  do 
To  entertain  this  starry  stranger  ? 

Is  this  the  best  tbou  canst  ,bestqw  — 
A  cold  and  not  too  cleanly  manger?'. 

Contend,  the'  powers  of  heaven  and  eaith, 

To  fit  a  bed  for  this  huge  bictH.  ', 


Proud  world,  said  I,  ceas«  your  eontett, 
And  let  «he  mi^ty  babe  alon^. 

The  phoenix  buitdi  Aeiphcenix' titn, 
Love's  an^hiiecture  h  Hi*  own. 

The  babe,  who»e  iitdj  «mbTa*es  this  moin, 

Made  His  own  bed  eR  He  waB'boik       '■ 

6Ma 
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I  saw  the  curl'd  inft,  nit  and  slow, 
Onne  hoTciing  o'er  the  place's  head^ 

Off'Rng  their  whk«st  sheets  of  snow. 
To  furnish  the  fair  infant's  bed. 

Forbear,  said  I,  be  not  too  bold. 

Tout  fleec«  is  whi^e,  but  'tb  too  cold. 

I  saw  th' obaeiiuious  stiaphim 
Their  rosy  fleece  of  fire  bestow. 

For  well  ihty  now  can  spare  their  .wiiig^  T 
Since  Heaven  itself  lies  here  beUw.. 

Well  done,  said  1;    but  are  you  sure 

Your  down,  so  warm,  will  past  for  piKe' .. 

No,  no,  your  King' t  not  yet  to  se<k  ;.!  , 
Where  to  repose  His  royal  head;;  .,,r.[ 

See,  sec  how.soon  His  ncw-bloom'di  cbtdk  .' 
Twiu  mottjer's  hreasts  is  gpne  to  twdi.  ': 
.  'Sweet  ^hoice,  said  we,  no  way  but  so. 

Not  to  lie  cold,  but  sleep  in  snow! 

She  sings^'^y  ro^isleep,  and  'd^s 
Her  kisses  in  Thy  weeping  eye; 

She  aiieads'  the  red  leaves  of  Thy  I!pc|, 
That  in  their  budq  yet  blushing,  lie.  ' 

She  'gainst'  ^last  mothef  diamonds  tiittt 

The  points  of  her  young  eagle's  eyek    ' 


Welconile -ii  tho'  not  tb  those  gay  iflies,  ' 
Oildid  i'  th'  beams  of  earthly  kings. 
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Slippeiy  totAt  in  imilk^  eyei  — 

Buf  to  poot  shephcrdi,  bomecpun  dnngs, 
Whose  wealth'i  their  flocks,  whose  wit's  tt>  be 
Wdl  read  in  their  simplicity. 

Yet,  when  young  April's  huahaiid  show'rs 
Shall  bless  the  fruitful  Maia's  bed, 

Well  bring  tha  fint-bom  of  her  flowen. 
To  kiss  Thy  feet  and  crown  Thy  head. 

ToThtt,  dread  Lamb  I   whose  love  must  keep 

The  shei^rds  while  they  feed  their  sheep. 

To  Thee,  meek  Majesty,  soft  King 
Of  simple  graces  and  sweet  loresl 

Each  of  us  his  lamb'  will  faring. 
Each  his  pair'of  silrer  dovesi 

At  iMt,  ih  fire  of  Thy  fair  eyes, 

OumtreS' become  oilr  own  best  sacrifice! 

R.  Cratbaw 


The  New  Year's  Gift 

T    ET  others  look  for  peari  and  gold, 
■*-^  Tissues  and  tabbies  manifold : 
One  only  lock  of  that  sweet  hay 
Whereon  the  blessed  baby  lay. 
Or  one  poor  swaddling-clout,  shall  be 
The  Bchest  New  Year's  gift  to  n^ 

R.  Hmick 
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596.  Saint  John  BapHst 

•"pHE  last  and  greatest  Herald  of  Heavra'a  King 
-*-     Girt  with  rough  skins,  hies  to  the  desens  wild. 
Among  that  savage  brood  the  woods  forth  .brin^ 
Which  he  than  man  more  harmless  found,  and  mild. 
His  food  was  locusts,  and  what  there  doth  sprii^ 
With  honey  that  from  virgin  hives  dislill'd; 
Parch'd  body,  hollow  eyes,  some  uncouth  thingt 
Made  him  appear,  long  since  from  earth  exiledi:  ' 
There  burst  he.  forth:  '  All  ye  whose  hopes  tdf 
On  God,  with  me  amidst  these  deserts  mourn; 
Repent,  repent,  and  from  old  errors  turn  I ' 
—  Who  listen'd  to  his  voice,  obey'd  his  cry? 
Only  the  echoes,  which  he  made  relent. 
Rung  from  their  flinty  caves,  '  Repent  I  Rtperil  I ' 


597-     Upon  the  Book  and  Picture  o^  the 
Seraphical  Saint  Teresa 

T    IVE  in  these  conquering  leaves:   live  all  the  same; 
^~^  And  walk  through  all  tongues  one  triumphant  flame; 
Live  here,  great  heart;    and  love,  and  die,  and  kill; 
And  bleed,  and  noulid,  and  yield,  and  conquer  still. 
Let  this  immortal  life  where'er  it  comes 
Walk  in  a  crowd,  of  loves  and  martyrdoms. 
Let  tnymx  deaths  wait  on't;    and  wise  sOul*  be 
The  love-slain  nlitnessQs  .of  this  life  of  thee. 
0  sweet  inceiidiatyl   show  here  thy  art,        ,■ 
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Upon  this  carcase  of  a  hard  cold  heart; 

Let  all  thy  scatter'd  shafts  of  fight,  that  play 

Among  the  leaves  of  thy  large  books  of  day, 

Combin'd  bgattist  this  breast  at  once  break  in, 

And  take  -away  from  me  myself  and  sin; 

This  gracious  robbery  shall  thy  bounty  be  ~ 

And  iny  best  fortunes  such  fair  spoils  of  me, 

O  thoU  Undaunted  daughter  of  desires! 

By  all  thy  dawer  of  lights  and  fires; 

By  all  th«  eagle  in  thee,  all  the  dove; 

By  ail  (hy  Kves  and  deaths  of  love; 

By  thy  lar^  draughts  of  inteHectnal  day. 

And  by  thy  thirsts  of  love  more  large  than  they; 

By  all  thy  brim-filled  bowls  of  fierce  desire, 

By  thy  last*  mommg's  draught  of  liquid  fire; 

By  die  full  kingdom  of  that  final  kiss 

That  seized  thy  parting  soul,  and  sealed  thee  His; 

By  all  the  Heav'n  thou  hast  in  Him 

(Fair  sister  of  the  seraphim  I); 

By  all  of  Him  we  have  in  thee; 

Leave  no^mg'of  myself  in  me. 

Let  me  so  read  thy  life,  that  I 

Unto  all  life  of  mine  may  die  I 

R.  Crasbaw 


Sg8.  To  Saint  Kathenne 

OECAUSE  Aoa  wast  the  daughter  of  a  king, 
'-^  Whose  beauty  did  all  Nature's  works  exceed, 
And  wisdom  wonder  to  the  worid  -did  breed, 
A  muse  might  ioum  itself  on  Cu[Hd*s  wing; 
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Bu^.tidi  the  giacea  which  from  Jiiture  >priifg       . 
Were  paced  by  thoM  which  froin  ^lace  iH  pioceed* 
And  glory  have  deserved,  my  Muse  doth  need 
An  angel's  feathera  when  dty  ftraSw  1  ring.'     j 
fat  all  in  thee  beCime  Mgeticah 
An  angel's  face  had  angcH'  [jurity. 
And  thou  an  angel's  toEJgde  didst  speak  whh»l; 
L<jl   why  thy  soul,  set  free  from  martyrdom, 
Was  crowned  by  God  in  anils'  com^ny, 
And  angeb'  hands'ihy  body  did  entcimb. 

■    J  fl.  Cotiitablt 


Sgg.  FW'tke  MogdaUtte 

'  'T'HESE  eyes,  dear  Lord,  once  hrandons  of  desirci 
'''     Frail  scouts  betraying  what  they  had  to  keep. 
Which  theit  own  heart,  then  Qthers  set  on  firp, 
Their  trait'rous  black  before  thee  here  out-weepj  ..  , 
These  locki,  of  blushing,  deeds,  the  gilt  jittiffi 
Waves  curling -.wrackful  shelyes  to  aftadow  4eep>. 
Rings  wedding  souls  to  sin'jf  leth^^  *I^Pf     ,< 
To  touch  thy  sacred  feet  do  now.a^iire. 

In  Mas  of  care  behoJd  a  sinking  h^rk,     

By  winds  of  ^atp  remorsa  uoto  tbe«  diivi^t,  : 
O  let  me  not  b«  Rub's  aiin'd-at  mark  I 
My  faults  confessed,  I^rd*  say  they  are  foigiven.' 
Thus  sighed  to  Jcnis  ihft  Beth  an  iaii  fair,      ,,       . 
His  tear-wet  feet  still  df)!i|ig.Tith'h*rihair<; 
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600.  A  Hymn  to  the  Name  and  Honour 
0]  the  Admirable  Saint  Teresa 

T    OVE,  lh<Hj  art  ^solute,  sole. Lord 
■*— '     Of  life  and  death.     To  prove  the  wo^. 
We'll  now  appoal  to  none  of  all 
Those  thy  old  epldien,  great  and  tall,  . 
Ripe  men  of  [nar^ilom,  that  could  teach  ioym 
With  strong  anns  their  triumphant  crown 
Such  as  could  with  lusty  br^th 
Spea^  loud,  unto  the  face  of  death. 
Their  great  Lord's  glorious  name;   to  none 
Of  those  whose  spacious  bosoms  spread  a  throne 
For  love  at  large  to  (ill.     Spare  blood  and  sweat: 
Well  see  Him  take  a  private  sat,.. 
And, make  His  mansion  in  the  mild 
And  milky  soul  of  a  soft  child.  -  ■ 

Scarcehas  she  leanit  totisp  *  name   ' 

Of  niartyr,  yet  she  thinks  it  shame  ' 

Life  ^ould  So  long  play  with  that  bread) 

Which  speht  can  buy  so  brave  a  death. 

She  nevet'  utidertoblC  to  know' 

What  death  -wiTh  love  should  have  to  di>. 

Nor  has  she  e'er  yet  linderstood       '    " 

Why,  to  show  love,  she  should  Shed  bbdd; 

Yet,  though  she  cannot  tell  ymt  why," 

She  can  loye,  ^and  she  c4n  die.'    ■     - 

Scarce  has  she'bliMd  endugh'to  maVe  ' 

A  guilty  sword  Mush- for  hersake; 

Yet  has^a  fceart  dares  hope  to  prove 

How  much  less  strong  is  death  than  love.  >  r  • 
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Soice  'tis  not  to  be  had  at  bo.aw,    . 

Shell  travel  for  a-  manyrdotn. 

No  home  for  her,  confesses  she, 

But  where  she  may  a. martyr  be. 

Shell  to  the  Moots,  and  trade  with  than 

For  this  unvalued  diadem; 

She  offers  them  her  dearest  breath) 

With  Christ's  name  i|i  'i,  in  -change  for  des 

She'll  bargain  ^ith  them,  ^and  will  give 

Them  God,  a,nd  teach  them  how  to  live 

In  Him;   or,,  if  .ttiey  this  deny. 

For  Him  she'll  teach  thero-h^w  e>  <ii*^ 

So  shall  she  lei^ve  atnongst  them  sown. 

Her  Lord's  blood,  or  at  least,  her  own. 

Farewdl  then,  all  the  world,  adieu  1 

Teresa  is  no  more  for  you. 

Farewell  all  pleasures,,  spons,  and  joys. 

Never  till  now  esteemed  toys  I 

Farewell  whatever  dear  may  be — 

Mother's  arms,  or  father's  kneel 

Farewell  house,  and  farewell  home) 

She's  for  the  Moors  and  Marq^rdonu 

Sweet,  not  so  fast;   lol   thy  fair  spofiM,' 
Whom  thou  seek'st  with  so  swift  vows, 
Calls  thee  back,  and  bids  thee  come 
T*  embrace  a  milder  martyrdom.  .  •  >  :    . 

O  how  oft  ^kalt  thou  complun 
Of  a  sweet  and  subtlt  paint 
Of  intolerable  joysl 
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Of  a  dead),  in  Wltlc^  who  dies 

Loves  his  death,  andctiet  agairt, 

And  vould  for  eVcr  so  be  slain; 

And  lives  and  dvis,  and  knbws  not  #by 

Tq  live,  but  that'  he  iA\i  ma^  dief 

How  kindly  will  thy  gchtle  heart 

Kiss  the  sweetly-killing  dart  I 

And  close  in  his  ertibt^ces  keep 

Those  delicious  Wounds,  that  weep 

Balsam,  to  heal  tliemselves  with  thus; 

When  these  thy  deaths,  so  ti 

Shall  all  at  once  d]e  ir 

And  melt  thy  soiil's  sweet  r 

Like  a  soft  lump  oriiicense,  hasted 

By  too  hot  a  fire,  and  wasted 

Into  perfuming  clouds,'so  fart 

Shalt  thou  exhale  to  lieaven  at  last 

In  a  resolving  sigh,  and  then,  — - 

O  whatf     Ask  not  the  tongues  of  men, ' 


Angels  cannot  tell;    suffice. 
Thyself  shall  feel  thine  own  full  joys. 
And  hold  them  fast  for  ever  there. 
So  soon  as  thou  shatt  first  appear. 
The  moon  of  maiden  stars,  thy  white 
Mistress,  attended  by  such  bright 
Souls  as  thy  shining  self,  shall  come. 
And  in  hei  first  ranki  make  thee'raotn' 
Where,  'mongst  her  Atomy  So^y, 
Immortal  welcomes  wait  for  thee. 
6W" 
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O  ^at  delight,  when  she  shiU'sund  ' 

And  tea<^h  thy  h'ps  heaven,'  wkh  her  iiiiiiJ,'   -  '  ' 

On  which  thou  now  may'si  to  thy  'rriahei' 

Heap  up  thy  consecrated  ItisseS!  ■ 

What  joy 'shall  seize  thy  soul,  when  die,  ' 

Bending  her  blessed  eyes  on  diee. 

Those  secoini  smiles  of  heaven,  shall  dart 

Her  mild  rays  fhrdugh  ihy  melting  heart  t  - 

Angels,  tlqrold.rtiends,  there  shall  greet  Ate^  i 
Glad  at  theiTfOwn  hotna^ngw  to  meet  theei^'J/. 
All  thy  good  works  'trhichirdit  before^'  -  i.'-/-. 
And  waited. iforiliiee  at  dieidoer,  :  ,  :  !      ' 

Shall  own  theft  thera;:  and  all  in  one-  ■'■■'. 

Weave  a  constellation  i    ^  .  .■  !-.i. 

Of  crowBV  w»th  whkh  rirtKaife  thy  spoute,  ■  i 
Shall  bilild  up  thy  triumphant  brows.      . 
All  thy  dd^'woCB  -^all  now  smile  ob  tbeO)- 
And  thy  pains  sit  bright' upon  thee:  '' 

All  thy  saAoks  Iwre  shall  thine, 
And  dty  sufiisrthgs  b<i  dninel  i 
Tears  shall  itake  cvmfoit^  anffi  tain  giaat,  ■■    :>" 
And  wrongi  repent  tb'tdiadcfam.  .         -  V 

Even  thy  deaihe' shall  bvie,  and  hiw     ■  .! 
Dress  tbe  soul  which  late  they  slew. 
Thy  wounds  shall  blush  to  such  bright  scars 
As  keep  account  ■■<£  the  LaAiVs  wars. 

Those  rare  Dorics,  Ahere  thoif'sbalt  leave  ^it) 
Love's  lioble  hittoty^  with  wit       -  '    " 

Taught  thee  by  none  but  Him;  while  heni  '  ' 
They  feed  our  Souls,  shdll  clothe  ifcine  diefBl  •^■■ 
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Each  heav^y  word  by  whose  hid  Same  . 
Our  ^^4  heans  diall  strike  fire,  die  same 
Shall  flourish  on  thy  brows,  and  be 
Both  fire  to  us  Euid  flame  to  thee; 
Whose  light  shall  live  bright  tn  thy  face 
By  glory,  in  out  hearts  by  grace. 
Thou  d) all  look  round  about,  and  see 
Thousa^s  of  crown 'd  souls,  throng  to  be 
Themselves  thy  crown,  sons  of  thy  vows. 
Thy  vtrgin*birtha  whh  whuh  thy  Spouse 
Made  tvuitful  thy  fair  s»til;   go  now, 
And  with  them  all  about  thee  bow 
To  Him;   put  on,  He'lt  lay,  put  on. 
My  rosy  LavC'Chardiy  rich  zone. 
Sparkling  with  the  sacred  flames    - 
Of,  thousand  souls,  wbcoe  happy  names 
Heaven  keeps  upon  thy  score:  tl^  bti^C 
Life  htmiglu  them  fim  to  kiss  the  light 
That  kindled'  them  to;  stars;    and  to 
Thou  with  the  Lamb,  thy  Lord,  Asile  go> 
And,  wheresoe'er  He  cets  His  white 
Steps,  Molk  with  Him  those  ways  of  li^it. 
Which  who  in  death  would  live  to  see, 
Must  learn  in  li&  to  die  like  thee. 

R.  Craihm 

>T.  The  Taient 

/GRACIOUS,  Divine,  and  mota- Omnipotent t 
^-^  Receive  thy  servant's  talent  in  good  part,. 
Which  hid  knot,  but  wflling  did  convart 
It  to  best  use  hi4:a>uld,  when  it  was  lent: 
«I4 
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The  sum  —  though  slender,  yet  not  all  misspent  — 
Keceiva,  deariGkid  of  gtacfe,  ii«ni  icheirful  heaft 
Of  him  that  tnpws  how  merciful  thou  ait, .  ,    .  ,- 
And  with  what  grace  to  contrite  sinner^  befat. '   ' 
I  know  my  fault,  I  did  not  as  I  should;' 
My  sinful  flesh  against  my  soul  rehelled;,  ". 
But  since  I  did  endeavour  what  I  could,  |  '""'.., 
Let  not  my  little  nothing  be  withheld 
From  thy  rich  treasuries  of  endless 'grace; 
But,  for  thy  sake,  let  it  procure  a  place. 

■  <■■  ''    '■'■      ■■'"■■'       '"    ■      BjB'armi 


6o2.     :     Tc'His^  Ever-l-ovingGe^^     •    ■' 

/""■AN  I  not  come  to  Thee,  my  God,  for  these 

^-'     So  yety-maiy-meetiiig  hindrances,  ^      •  . 

That. slack  my.  pace,  but  yet  nojc  make  nve.ftay} 

Who  slo^dy.goe^,  rids,  .in  the  .end,,  his  way.         .     . 

Clear  Thou  my  paths,  or  shorteif  .Thou  my  xniies, 

Remove  the  bars,,  or  lift  me  g'er.  the  etiles;^    ,  ;  .. 

Since  rough  the  way  is,  help  me  when  J  call. 

And  ta^e  me  up;    or  else  prevent  the  fall. 

I  ken  my  home,  and  it  affords  some  ease 

To  see  far  off  the  smoking  villages. 

Fain  would  I.^st.-.jwtiSivet. not  toidie  ■.     ^, 

For  fear  of  future  biting  penury: 

Nb;tfo;»ry  Godi  — Thou  kaoVst'nty  wishdflii 

To  leave-tlnstlife  not:.lovitig  it,  but  Thei.  ' 

I'  ■>  ":-  ^.rn  .  ■.:'   r    i-i  ..  -■'■\-.-Bi  ftSrick 

.6»5 
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603.         A  Hymn  to  God  ike  Father 


W" 


7'ILT  Thou  forgive  that  sin,  where  I  begun, 

Wh'ch  was  my  sin,  though  it  were  done  btforei 
Wilt  Thou  forgive  that  sin  through  which  I  run, 

And  do  run  still,  thou^  stilt  I  do  deplore  P 
When  Thou  hast  done.  Thou  han  not  done: 
For  I  have  more. 

Wilt  T1k>u  forgive  that  sin  which  I  have  won  1 

Others  to  sin,  and  made  my  sins  their  door? 

Wilt  Thou  forgive  that  sin  which  I  did  shun  , 

A  year  or  two,  but  walbw'd  in  a  score  ?  ! 

When  Thou  han  4cn«,  Tboit  hastnof  done; 
For  I  have  more. 

I  bavt  a  sin  of*  Tear,  that  when  I've  spun 

My  last  thread,.  I  shall  perish  on  the  shore; 
But  swear  by  Thyself  that  at  my  death  Thy  Son 

Shall  shine  as  He  shines  how  and  heretofore; 
And  having  done  that.  Thou  hast  done; 
'     I,  fear  no  more. 

J.  Doniu 


604.  The  Sinil's  B(tvm 

"THIE  woiUly  |mnc«  doth  in  his  sceptre  hold 
'''    A  kind  of  heaven'  in  hi*  authorities; 
■.    iTht  Vealthy  miser  in  his  mass  of  gold 
Makes  to  his  soul  a  kind  of  Patadbe; 
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Tlie  epicure  that  eats  and  dr^Kc  all  dty,  ' 
Accounts  Df>  heaven  but  in  his  hdlisK  rMNt; 
And  she  whose  beauty  seems  a  sunny  day, 
Makes  up  hei  heav^  but  in  her,  ba^/s  dkiuts. 
But,  my.^eet  God,  I  se«t;  no  prince's  power. 
No  miser's  wealth,  nor  beauty's  fading  gjott. 
Which' pan^eE  sin,  whose  sweets  r^R-  iim^rd  sour. 
And  soriy  gain  that^bued  (he  spirit't  1«m;  : 
No,  my  dear  Lord,  let  ray  heaven  only  \iefJ 
In  my  love's  service,  but  to- live  to  thee. 

N.  Breton 

60^.  :  A  Litany- 

'TjROP,  drop,  slow  tears,  '    '-l 

^^^     And  bathe  those  beauteous  feqt 
Which  brought  from  Heaven 

The  news  and  Prince  of  Peace:  .„ 
Cease  not,  wet  eyes. 

His  mercy  to  entreat: 
To  cry  for  vengeance  '         ■   ■       ■■■     • 

Sin  doth  never  cease. 
In  your  deep  floods        '         ' 

Drown  all'my  fautti  and  fears; 
Nor  let  His  eye 

See  tin,  but  through  my  tears. 

P.  Fletchit 

606.  Sis  Pilgrimage 

^IVE  Me'  itiy  SCaltop-^ell  of  quiet,  '  - 
^^     My  staff  6f  faith  tio  walk  upon,  ' 


My  scrip  :6f  joy,  inim6tt»l  -dieti 
My  bot^  of  salvatioii. 


9h 
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Mygaftn.  of  ijloiyi  hopt's  mir  gage; 
Aad  t)nu  111  tike  my  pilgrimage. 

Btood  must'  be  thy  booty's  balmer; 
'     N<F  other  balm  will  there  lie  giv^n; 
-Whdst  niy  souli  like  quiet  palmer, 
-    '  -  Trtvefleth  towards  the  land'  of  hearen; 
Owr  the  silver  mountains, 
WheK'Sprlng  the  nectar  fountains. 

There  will  1  kiss 

The  bowl  of  bliss; 
And  drinic  mine  everlasting  fill 
Upon  every  milken  hill. 
My  soul  win  be  a-dry  befoie; 
But  after  it  will  thim  no  moie. 

Then  by  that  happy,  blissful  day. 

More  peaceful  pilgrims  1  shall,  see, 
That  have  cast  off  their  rags  of  clay. 

And  walk  apparelled  fresh  like  me. 

I'll  take  them  firist 

Tq.qiiench  thejr  thirst.  .    . 
And  taste  of  nectar  sucket^    , 

A(  (hose  clear  wells 
....  -    Where  sweetness  dwells, 

Drawn  up  by  saints  in  cryKal  buckets. 

And  when  our  bottles  and  all  we 
'  Are: fiUed.  with  immoticaUty,    ■,    ■■ 
Then  the  .^Uueld  paths  we'll  IraveV 
Strowed  with  rubieK  thick  as  gpavd; 
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Ceilings  of  diamonds,  sapphire  floors, 

High  iraUe  of  coral  and  peiirly  bowers. 

From  thence  to  heaven's  bribeless  hall^ 

Where  no  corrupted  voices  brawl; 

No  conscience  molten  into  gold. 

No  forged  accuser  bought  or  sold. 

No  cause  deferred,  no  Vain-spent  joumef. 

For  there  Christ  is  the  king's  A^om^, 

Who  pleads  for  all  without  degrees. 

And  he  hath  angels,  but  no  fees. 

And  when  the  grand  twelve-million  Jury 

Of  our  Gins,  with  direful  futy. 

Against  our  souls  bla(;k  verdicts  give, 

Christ  plead;  his  deqth,.  and  then  we  live. 

Be  thou  ray  speaker,  taintless  pli^ader, 

Unblotted  lawyer,  true  proceederl 

Thou  givest  salvation  even  for  vims; 

Not  with  a  bribed  lawyer's  pajmsi. 

And  this  is  mine,,  eternal  plea     .  , 

To  him  that  m^de  heaven,  earth,  mi  sea, 

That,  since  my  flesh  must  die  so  soon. 

And  want  a  hCfid  to  dine  next  npOHr   ', 

Just  at  die  stroke,  when  my  veins  start  and  spread. 

Set  on  my  soul  an  everlasting  head  I; 

Then  am  I  ready,  like  q.  palmer  ^C, 

To  tread  those  blest  paths  which  before  I  writ 

Of  death  an<)  judgment,  heavenaild  hell. 
Who  of(  doth  think,  most  needs  die.  well. 

Sh  IF.  Raltigh 
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6oj.         .  Litany  to  the  Holy  Spirit 

TN  the  hour  of  my  distress, 
^  When  temptations  me  oppress, 
And  when  I  my  sins  confess. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  met 

When  I  lie  within  my  bed, 
Sick  in  heart  and  sick  in  head,  . 

And  with  doubts  discomforted. 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort, mel 

When  the  house  doth  sigh  and  weep. 

And  the  world  is  drown'd  in  ^eep, 

Yet  mine  eyes  the  watch  do  keep, , 

Sweet  Spirit,  comfott^mef 

When  ttie  passing  hell  doth  toll,  ■ 
And  the  fuiies  in  a  shoal  ''' 
Come  to  flight  a  parting  soul, 
'-Swei;t  Spirit,  comfort  me!  ' 

Wh^ri  the- tajiers  lioW  bW  felue, 
,L.. ;■;'■■  .  'An  J  the  comforters  are'feW, 

And'  that  ntiniber  more  than  true, 
Sweet  spirit,  comfort  met 

When  the  priest  his  last  hath  pra/d, 
.tAiid  I  nod  to  what  is  said, 
.I'Cauw  my  speeci)  is  now-decay'^    - 
■'  .  ,'   ■'   .'..  Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  mcl 
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.     When;  pod  knows*  I'm  tosi'd^bpttt::'  . 
Ejth^c  with  desptit  QT  doabt;  .    i.  =: 
Yet  before  th (I  glass  t>«  oud 
[  ,       Sweet  S^it,  wni&rt'nMil 

>Vh^a,  the  ten)pter:i««.  punu'i£t     - 
.-■,1    With  the  ^ns  of  all  my  youth. 
And  half-damns  me  with  untradi, 
Sweet  Spirit,  comfort  me.! 

When  the  flames  and  heMish  cdes 
Fright  mine  ears  and  fright  mine  eyes, 

And  all  terrors  me  surprise,  , ,  . ;   . 

,  Sweet  Spirft,  comfort  mel 

When'  Ae  judgment  is  reveal'd. 
And  thai  open'd  which  was  seal'd. 
When  to  Thee  I  have  appeal'd, 
Sweet  Spfritj  c6it»forimcI 

R;  Hetrick 

So8.     Forsahe'Thysel},io  Hiavm  Turn 

'T'tJE  ^ar^,.  with  tliunder  torn,  with  fire  blasted, 

-        With  waters  drowned,  with  windy  palsy  shaken, 
Cannot  for  this  with  heaven  be  distasted. 

Since  thunder,  rain,  and  winds  from  earth  are  taken. 
Man,  torn  withlavs,  with  uiwatd.fuHes  Masted,- 

Drowned  witt^;  despair,  with  fleshly  lustings' shaken. 
Cannot  for  this  with,  heaven  be  distfts^'i '  ' ; 

Love,  fuiy,  lustings  m)t  of  man  urs'iajR^t. 

6*1    ■ 
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Then  man,  ondure  thj^sclf,  those  ctoadt  w3l  vanjdi. 

Life  is  a  top  which  whipping  Sorrow  diivcih. 
Wisdom  must  bear  what  our  flesh  cannot  banish. 

The  humble  lead,  the  stubborn  bootless  striveth: 
Or,  man,  forsake  thyself,  to  heaven  turn  thee, 
Her  flames  enKghtcn  nature,  never  burn  thee. 

F.  GrtviiU,  Lord  Bnoki 

6og.    To  Music  Bent  Is  My  Retired  Mind 

'  I  "O  music  bent  is  my  retired  mind 
'*'    And  fain  would  I  some  song  of  pleasuw  singi 
But  in  vain  joys  no  comfort  now  1  find; 
From  heavenly  thou^ts  all  true  delight  doth  spring: 
Thy  power,  O  God,  Thy  mercies  to  record,. 
Will  sweeten  every  note  and  every  word- 

AH  earthly  pomp  or  beauty  t9  txpiCM 
Is.  but  va  c^rve  in  snow,  in  waves  to  write; 
Celestial  things,  though  men  conceive  them  tesit 
Yet  full«Kt,.aTe  they  tii  themselves  of  It^: 
Such  beams  they  yield  as  knew  no  means  to  die, 
Such  heu  they  cast  as  lifts  the  spirit  high. 

r.  Comfim  > 

6io.  .    ■     4.  Dialogue 

Man.    CWEETEST  Saviour,  if  my'wul 
*^  Were"  but  worth  the  having. 
Quickly  should  I  then  control 
'Any  thought  of  waving. 
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But  when  all  my  c^r^  and  pains 
Cannot  give  the  name  of  gains 
To  Thy,  wretch  so  full  of  stains, 
What  (Might  or  hope  remains? 

-.  What,  ch.iM.  is  the  bal^nas'  thine. 

Thine  the  poise  and  measure  f 

If  I  say, ,'  Thou  s^alt  be.  Mine,* 

Finger  not  my  treasure. 
What  the  gains  in  iaving  thee 
Do  amount  to,  only  He 
Who  for  man  was  sold  can  see; 
That  transferred  th!  accounts  K>  Me. 


Afan.  But  as  I  can  see  rto  merit 

Leading  to  this  favour. 
So  the  way  to  fit  mfe  for  it 

Is  beyond  my  savour  I     • 
As  the  ta^wm,  thbi;  k  Xiaat, 
So  the  way.  is  none  of  mine;' 
I  disclaim  the  whobe  ilesign; 
Sin  disclaims  and''!  Rsigo. 

Saviour,  That  is  all :    if  that  I  could 

Get  without  repiniiig; 
And  My  clay.  My  cre'atur^  would 

Follow,  My  resigning; ,  ; 

That  as  1  did  freely  part 
With  My  gloiy  and  desert. 
Left  all  joys  to  fee!  all  smait-|r 

Man.  Ah,  no  mor&l    Thou iireafc'st  my  heart! 

:.:  i.;  -.  :■     G.  Herhirt 
4i* 
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Disci^ihs  ■■ 

T^HROW  «w^  Thy  rod, 
^     Thnm  away  Tby  wnth; 
O  my  God, 
Take  di«  gentle  pabt. 

For  my  hean's  desire 
Unpj  Thine  is  bent; 

'  I  aspire 
To  a  full  consent. 

Not  a  word  OT  look 
I  affect  to, own, 

But  by  bode, 
An4  Thy  Book  aUm& 

TIkii^  I  fail,  I  weep; 
Tboa^  I  bak  in  pacc^ 

'Yet  1  cfreep 
To  thethrone  <tf  gractL 

Then  let  wrath  remove; 
Love  wit)  do  the  deed; 

'For  with  love 
Stony  hearts  will  bleed. 

.  Lijve  is  Bwift  of  foot; 
I.ove'B  a  man  of  war. 

And  can  shoot,  <: 

And  can  hit  from  far. 
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Who  can-  '«<tape  :hi»-  bow  i  ;  -.  ■. 

That  which  wrought  qa  Thee,  .   ,  .    .  , 

Brought  Thee  low. 
Needs  must  wort  on  me. 

Throw  away  Thy  rod;  .i". 

Hmugb  mail  friiloeB  hath^  r  ^ . 

Thou  art  God : 
Throw  awiy  Thy  wrathl 

G.  HtrhtH 

6i2  An  Ecstasy 

'C'EN  like  two  little  bank-dividing  brooks,  1; . 

^   That.waahthe : pebbles^  with  thefrw*l)n»  stscams^ 
And  having  ranged  and  search'd  a  thousand  acfokt^' 
Men  both  kt  length  in  silver-breasted  Thames, 
Where  in  a  greater  current  ;hey.C9n)oin : 
So  I  my  Bett-belovid'S  am;   so  He  Is  mine. 

E'en  90  we  met;    and  after  long  pursuit,     i 
E'en  so  we  jomed;   we  both  became  entire; 

No  need  for  either  to  renew  a  suit. 
For  I  was  flax,  and  He  was  flames  of  fire: 
Our  (irtn-uttited  souls  did  more  than  twine; 

So  I  my  Best-beloved's  ani;   so  He  is  mine. 

If  all  those  glittering  Monardisi  that  conmulnd 

The  servile  quarters  of  tjm  caldily  ball. 
Should  tender  in  exchange  their  shares  of  latid, 
I  would  not  change' niy  fohunei  £)E  dieni  all: 
Their  wealth  iabst.a  onuiter  to  mjiiMin: 
The  world's  bat  tkdti-;   but  my  BelMred'a  itiine. 

F.  Qumht 
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613.  '■■  O :  Come  Quickly 

^TEVER  weather-beaten  svil  more  willing  bent  to  diore, 
^  ^  Never  tired  pilgrim's  tim^s  affected  dumber  more,     I 
Than  my  wearied  sprite  now  longs  to  fly  out  of  my  troubled  j 

O  come  quicklyv-nrtetuc'Lard,  xai  att  my  soul  to  rest' 

Ever  blooming  aiie  the  joyt  of  heaven's  high  Paradise, 
CoU  age-dcafs  not  there  our  ears  nor  vapour  dims  out 

Glory  there  the  sun  outshines;  whose  beams  the  Blessed 
only  see;  ■       ■'  '  '■■  '  '' 

O  Kama = <\xnMf,  0oiibui  Lord,  an4  raise  my:  tpiite  to 
Tbwt  ■     "    ■  ' 

■■-■■I         .  ■■■..  -     ■'.    T.  Camptou 

6/4.  'Z^''The_  W^ite  Island-  '■''' 

TN  .tliis  world,  the  Isle  of  Dreams, 
■^    While  We  sit  by  sorrow's  streams, 
Tears  and  terror. are  oui  themes 
B^citing: 

But  when  once  from  hence  .we  fly. 
More  and  more  approaching  nigh 
Unto  yoimg  Etenut^ 
J':-:    :':  iUniting:: 

iB-diat  4rlitKr . island,^  wbcK 
'^Tliingf  are:  ermiDoie  ituiccfet 
TiiCaiddM.'htraf'end 'lusneAeis'  : 

■■■.■■■-.:■"'    '  ■-.  Delighting'. 
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—  Theu'no  monstrouafanciei  shall' 
Out  of  Hell  an  horror'  call, 
To  cieate  (or  cause  at  all) 
Afff^dng. 

Then  in  cakn  and  eooSag  itcep 
We  our  eyes  shall  never  steep; 
But  eternal  watch  shall  keep 
Attending 

Pleasures  such  as  shall  pursue  i. 

Me  immortalised,  and  you; 
And  fresh  joys,  as  never  too 
Have  ending. 

R.,Htnick 

6i$.    If  I  Cduid  Shut  the  Gate  Against 
'My  Thoughts   :  ■ 

TF  I  could  shut  the  gate  against  my  thoughts 
And  ke^  out  aonow  from  this- rootn  within. 
Or  memoiy  could  cancel  all  the  notes    ' 

Of  my  misdcods,  and  I  sndtitafc  my  mh:  -    -I 
How  free,  hc^'  clear,  h<Kii  clean  my  soul  tfuiiild  lie, 
DtKh^^rged  «f  such  a  loathsome  company! 

Or  were  there  other  rooms  without  my  heart 
That  did  net  ia  my  cimscit^tv  J6iiv^  ne»,     ' 

Where  I  might  lodge  the  thoughts  of  lia  apaH 
Tliat  I  might  not  tlvtir- dtiiiri'rtHls  drying  heir';'''' 

What  peaix,  «thu  joy,  what  ease  sfiodld  I  pbsaess. 

Freed  from  thek  honors  thatmy  sAul  opi^ssT 
€rr 
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But,  O  iqy  ^yioUt  who  n^  refuge  an, 

Let  Thy  dear  mercies  nand.  'twixt  them  and  ok, 

And  be  the  wall  to  separate  my.  heart 
So  that  1  may  at  ]aiffh  tepose  me  free; 

That  peace,  and  joy,  and  rest  may  be  within, 

And  I  KRiain  ^vided  from  my  am. 

.  J.  Danii 

6/6.  Praise  and  Prayer 

"ORAISE  is  devotion  fit  for  migh^  minds, 
■*■       The  diff'rinB  world's  agreeing  sacrifice; 
Where  Heaven  divided^  faith^  united  finds: 
But  Prayer  in  various  discord  upward  flies. 

For  Prayer  the  ocean  is  where  diversely 
Men  st^r  (bjeir  comse^  each  to  a  -sevval  coast; 

Where  all  our  interests  so  discordant  be 

That  half  b^'winds  by  which  the  rest  are  lott. 

,Et)4  PeniteDCe  When  me  otnwIvM  fonate^ 

Tis  but-in.wiMidesigoon'pitmtis  HiiSven; 

In  Praise  w«  odUy  ||ivfe  what  Go4  may  take, 

,  ',^      And  ivt,  widvKit  a  beat's  hiailh,  (btgiven. 

■■,".■■■  ■      Sir   W.  Dawnmt 

617.    .',,,.    .The  Collar:     , 

T  STRUCK  ^  bwud  .md  cn<4  No  tnore; 
■*■  ;i:WiII<»bloaA 

Wl^at^fshall,  I  eret;  »<gh,ani:pti»:?'.  ,     ; 
My  %et  fin4  ^ife  are  fioe,  free  a*  .the,  a^ 
Look, w  ^thq.rmn^.ai  Itvge  aa  con.:    .     ■ 
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Shall  I  be  stiH  in  suiiF  "  . ' 

Have  I  no  harven  but  a  thorn  .   . 

To  let  me  bltJO^,  'inA  not  restore' 
WhaS'I  havt!  lost  ■with  cordial  fttilt?;  -^^       -  ' 

Sure'^hete  was'Wiiie  "  ■'  ■     "    "' 

BeforeihQ''Ji^said;diy  if;   thSrt.Was  cbrt  ■*'    ' 
Before  my  tears  did  dtowh  it.   '■ 
Is  the  year  only  los^to'  me?        '-■-■■ 
Have  I  no  hays  to  ctown  it^  ^ 

No  flowerf,.iio  garlands  ^ayf     AH  hlaitedlj 

^  An  wasted?,  ' 
Not  so,'niy  heai^;   but  there  is  fruit, 

.And  thou  hast  hands.  i     , 

Recover  all  thy  sigh-blown  age. 
On  double  pleasure:  .leave  thy  cold  dispute 
Of  what  is  fit  and  not;    forsake  thy  cage,  - 

Thy'  rope  of  sands 
Which  pet^.^pugbtB  h^e  io^d«y  anl'madejca  tkee 
Good  taJ*ie.to.eflJi)r&f  ai»d  draw.  ,.  i;. 

And  be  thy.law,  ;.  ,:  ■'.'. 

While  thou  didtl  ^jnk  .aiuj  wouldst  not  sea.      ^. 
Away:   talce  tieed^ 
I  will  abroad.  ;,;  -:■:'■ 

Call  in  thy  degt)^>h^ad  there  C  ,tie  up^tltyftan. 
He  that  forbears 

To  suit 'and  ^rrb  his  iieed  '   ''''  ' ,'    ] 
■" -"-''©eservfei'-his  load,      ""'"".■"',■'  '*''■'"'  '  ■' 
But  as  I  raved  anJ'^^ttiori!  (Am  ai^  feiM'  .'  .- 
■"■■'■'    AfcWfy^drd,  ■■  ■    ■■"■■'■■''■-  ^.-  ■■   ■ 
Methought  I  heard  We  eaIIIh^'*efc<W' 
And  I  replied  '  JH^  Ldrdf''        ,'  .  ■' 

D,<,i,;f<in.,.GoOglc 
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6i8.  The  Mmver 

"LJOW  freih,  O  Lord,  how  sweet  and  clean 

-'-  -^  Are  thy  returns  1     Ev'n  ai  the  floweis  in  Sptinfr 

To  which,  besides  their  9wn  demean. 

The  bte-past  frosts  tributes  of  pleasure  bring; 

Grief  melts  away 

Like  snow  in  May, 

At  if  there  were  no  such  cold  thing. 

Who  would  have  thou^t  my  shriveird  heart 
Could  have  lecover'd  greenness  ?.     It  was  gone 

Quite  under  ground;   as  flowers  depart 
To  see  their  mother-root,  when  they  have  blown, 
Where  they  together 
All  the  hard  weather. 
Dead  to  the  world,  keep  house  unknown. 

Thc«e  are  Thy  wonders,  Lord  of  power, 
Killing  and  quick'niltg,  bringing  down  to  Hell 

And  up  to  Heaven  in  an^hour; 
Making  a  chiming  of  a  passing  bell. '  - 
We  say  amiss 
This  or  that  is; 
Thy  woftJ  is  dl,  if  wt  could  spell. ' 

O  that  I  once  paft  changing  were,         ! 
Fast  in  thy  Paradise  n^ere  no  Bower  can  T"'''*'' 

Many  a  Spring  I  sbpot  up  fair, 
CMTring  at  Heaven,  growing  and  gipaaipg  thithei; 
Nor  doth  Riy  flower  .,    i  i: 

Want  a  Spring  shower,  - 

-   My  sins  and  I  joining  together. 
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But  while  I'lgfdw  in  a  straight  line,  7    ' .    ' 

Still  upwards  bent,  as.if  Hearen  were^mine  own, 

Thy  anger  comes,. ami  I  decline; 
What  frottto  thatf     What  pole  is  aot  thfcsobe 
■:.;■     'Vftere  all  things  bum, 

i  When  Thou  dosi  turn,     -       -    -.-.. 
And  the  least  frown  of  Thine  is  shown  7 

And'  now  in-  age  I  bud  again. 
After  BO  many  deaths  I  live  and  write;. 

I  once  ,mqre  smell' the  dew  and  rain,   \ 
And  relish  Versing:  O  piy  only'  Light!   . 

"■"—It  cannot  be  ^-^  ■■"■"   ■  . 

-■'      Thit  1  ain  he 
On  whom  Thy  tempests  fell  all  night. 

These  are  Thy  wonders,  \otd  of  love,. 
To  make  us  see  we  ^i^  kut  flowers  tlvit,gljde; 
Which  wh«w>  we  pjice  tan  find  an4,  ptove,  :  ' 
Thou  hast  a  .garden  for,  us,  where,  ;(o  bide^  ..     ■     ' 
,;Whoi  would, l>p  more,    . 
Swelling  through  store, 
Forfeit  their  Paradise  by  their  piide. 

■     r   ■■    ■■    ■  ■■    ■■       ■■-■       'G.-HUhrl 

6zg.  ■' '  Guests  '.    '  , 

^      Should  of  bis  mm,  iuxx>t4  : ' . 

Friendly,  himself  invftct  ,:■ 

■And,  say,  '  I'll  itg  your  guest  to-morrow  night,' 

How  should  we  stir  ourselves,  call  and  command 

All  hands  to  work  I     '  Let  no  man  idle  stand. 

«3.' 
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'  Set  me  fine,  Sfanitii  tables  in  the  hallf 

See  they  be  fined  all; 

Let  there  be  room  ta  eat. 
And  ordflr  taken  that  diere  want  no  mest. 
See  eveiy  sconce  and  candlestick  wktSe  biigh^ 
That  without  tapers  they  may  give  a  light. 

'  Look  to  the  presence :   are  the  carpets  spr<»it 

The  dazie  o'er  the  head, 

The  cushions  in  chc.  chairs, 
And  all  the  candles  lighted  pn  the  stairs.7 
Perfume  the  chambers,  ai\d  in  ar^y  case 
I^  each  man  give  attendance  in  his  placet' 

Thus,  if  the  king  were  coming,  would  we  do, 

And  'twere  good  reason  too; 

For 'tis  a  duteous  thing     ' 
To  show  all  honom  to  an  earthly  Iftig, 
And  after  all  our  travail  and  our  cost,' 
So  he  be  pleased,  to  think  no  labouf  lost. 

.  Bue  9t  ijie  coming  of  the  King  of  Heaven 

All's  set  at  six. and  seven: 

We  wallow  in  our  sin, 

Christ'cannat  find  a  «hamber  in'tl^'inn. 

We  entertain  Hirii  always  Iik6  a  stranger. 

And,  as  at  fim,  otil  lodge  Hiin- En  a  'itianger. 

(Ariti  Cbartb  iiS. 
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■  /«-  Time  of  PlagUe 

ADIEU  1  fareweU  earth's  bOiss, 
This  world  <. 


Fond  are  life's  lustful  joys. 
Death  provesthem  all  but  toys. 
None  from  his  darts  can  fly;  . 
I  am'sii:k,  I  must  die  — 
,   Lord  have  mer(y  on  uil 

Rich  men,  trust  not  in  wealth. 
Gold  cannot  buj  you  healdi; 
Physic  himself  must  fade; 
All  things  to  end  are  made;  ' 
The  plague  full  hnft  goes  hy% 
I  am  nek,  1  miist  die—  ■ 
iM-i'ha've  mercy  on  uti  - 

Beauty  is  but  a  flower 

Which  wrinkles  will  devour; 

Brightness  falls  from  the  air; 
^  Queers  have  difcdycM»t^iind,fal^( 

Dust  hath'clps6d  Helev'i  eye; 

I  am  sick,  I  must  die  — 
no   :     LatJ  hiMe  meriy  on-  itif    ■ 

'■  StKi^tfa' «toopi'  untV'tha  gnTC,^  f     . 

Wonng  feed'on  Hector  brave:,,' 
< 'SwprdS'inxf^nM  fi^t,  with  fat«t;    .i.i 
'  i£anh 'Stffi  H<»ldB>~t>p«'her.  gatbJ.^  ' 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


THE. BOOK  OF; 

Comet   eome!   ihe  bells  do  ay: 
I  am  sick,  I  mun  die  — 
Lari  ham-  tiMiry  oftvt 

Wit  with  his  wantonness     f 
Tasteth  death's  bitteme^: 
Hell's  executioner 
Hath  ho  ears  for  to  hear       -', 
What  vain  art  can  reply;        , 
I  am  sick,  I  must  die — ' 
Lord  have  mercy  an  uif 

Hji^ie  tjierelbre  each  d^ret    , 
To  wdcome  destiny^ 
Heaven  is  out  heritag)^: 
JEarth  but  a  player's  stage.    . 
Mount  we  unto  the  sky:     ,    ^ 
I  am  sick,  I  must  die  — 
LotJ  have  mercy  on  usi 


Most' Ghtims- Lord  of  Uf^;That 
-^   'WThis  Day  '-  -■ 


M° 


4'OST  ^ions  Loid  of  Lire,.that  on  this  itf 
^  Didst  make  Thy  triumph  over  death  mi  tin, 
And  having-jianov'd'hcStdid^  .being  away 
Captivity -^hewe  captlv«v>ui9  trt  toi: '7 
This  JDyois'day.ti^r  I^ord^.twith'jo^ begin. 
And  giaatcthatrJvrsij'fodtrhoftt  THou'-fliddest  die, 
.«S4 
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Being  with  Thy  dear  blood  d«an  washM  fro^n  sin. 

May  live  for  ev«  io  felicity; 

And  that  Thy  love  we  nejghit^  wotdiily,  . 

May  likewise  lovp  Thee  for  thesame  .ag4iFl; 

And  foi  Thy  sake,  that  all  like  dear  didst  buy, 

With  love  may  one  another  entertain. 

So  let  us  love,  dear  l-ove,  like  as  we  ought, 

—  Love  is  the  lesson  which  the. Lord  us  taught. 

'E.'Spensrr 

622.  Christ  Crucified 

fHY  restless  feet  now  cannot  go 
nd  our  eternal  good. 
As  they  were  ever  wont.     What  though 
They  swim,  alast   in  their  own  flood? 

Thy  hands  to. give  Thou  cann  not  lifc. 
Yet  will  Thy  hand  still  giving  be; 

It  gives,  but  O,  itselPs  the  gift  I 

It  givss  tho'  bound,  tho'  bound  'tis  free! 

R,.  Crashaw 

623.  Easier  Song 

T  GOT  mft  fluwers  to  strew  Thy  way, 
-'-     I-got  me  bot^hs  bfl  many  a  tree; 
But  Thou  Wast  tip  by  break  of  day, 
And  bnught^st  Thy  sweets  along  with  Thee. 

The  sun  aris^g-  In  the  East, 

Though  he  give  light  and  th'  East  perfume, 
If  Aey  should  oiTer  to  contest 

With  Thy  arimng,  they  prenune. 

«3s 
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Can  there  beasy  ^ay  tilt  thiii  ' 

Though  many  suns  t6  Aine'endeavouit    \ 
We  cduiit  ttiree  liuiidted,  but  we'itiiM:- 
^TTwM  ii'but  on*,  and  tiin  One  ever.  ■ 

■■    '■   G.fiititrt 

624.  Beyond 

O'  No,  Belov'dV  I  am  most  sure 
These  virtuous  habits  we  acquire 
As  being  with  the  soul  eMire 
Must  with  it  ever  mote  endure.         -.-  -> 

Else  should  our  s(>uls  in  vam  elect; 
.      And  vainer  yet  were  Heaven's  laws, 
When  to  an  everlasting'  cause 
lUey  gire  a  pecishing  effeot,  ' 

These  eyes  a^in  thine. eyea  shall  see, 

ThifK 'hknds' again  thine  hand  enfold, 
)  And  all  chaste  blessings  can  be  told 
Shall  with  us  everlasting  be. 

For  if  w>  use  oC  sense  lenfiiiar    '<:^   f 
When  bodiep  once  this  life  foruki,    ' 
OrtKey  cauld.  no  delight  paRab4>  ■■'-'■ 
...,]■  Why  should  thi^  evec  lise^  ^pw'  '    " 

And  If  ev'ry  'im^eilect.  tnind  '1     '::■. 
'.  Make  love .  the  ^d  of  Jcnoiffled^  htffi, 
How  perfect  will  our  love  be  wb«M   I 
All  im)>e);^cti^  IB  rcGi^l 
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So  whefi  ft«tn  h«ic«  W«  ^H  bsgonet 
And  be  IW  tiiore  n«  yon  itoHf;  ■■ 
As  (*«  Another's  mysftfC        .'  )  ;     V 

Each  shall'  b«  both,  yet'Mtb  |»Ht  oMe. 

Edward,  Lord  Herbert  of  Cberbury 

The  N€w.  Jerusalem.    ' , 

TjiERUSALEM,  my  happy  home,' 
■n.    When  shall  I  come  to  thee  f 
When  shall  my  sorrows  have  an  end? 
^sThy  jo;^  *h«)  dtall  I  s«?-  '■■       •  > 

O  hap)^  harbomr  of  die  Sainttt-    '■  ■;  j 
O  swe«  and  pleaeaiu  isoill    "       i 

In  thee  no  sorrow  may  be  found, 
Nff  gifief,  jiD  care,  no  toil.-     --       ,    (" 

There  lustand  lucre  cannot  dwell,,  ,;:' 
There  envy  bears  no  ijway;   ,  .  .  i 

There  is  no  hunger,  heat,  nor  cold. 
But  pleasure  every  .way. , 

Thy  watls'are  made  6f  pr^ipiis'/^tJii*^ 
Thy  *uiWal^ki  3iamonds  sqiiairc;  :;;'- 

Thy  gates  are  bf  right  orieilt  pead, ' 
Exceeding  rich  and  rare. 

Thy  tunbs.and  diy  pinnades- 
.iWith  catbunolea  da  shind;-  ' 

Thy  veiynreets  are  pav^  with  gcdd. 
Surpassing  cleai  and  fine. 

r^7 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


THE  BOOK  OF    . 

Ah,  my  pftet-home,  HieniuleiBi 

Would  fiod  I  w«re  jin  tWr. 
Wodd  God  my  woes  w«t«  at  att  end. 

Thy  gardens  and  diy  gallant  walks 

Conttnuslly  are  green; 
There  grows  such  sweet,  and  pleasaat  flowed 

As  nowhere  else  ate  seen. 

Quite  thniu^  the  streets,  wkh  sUver  aomd. 

The  flood  of  Life  doth  flow; 
Upon  Whose  banks  on  <veiy  side 

The  wottd  of  .LiEg  doth.  grow. 

There  trees  for  evermore  bear  friii^ 

And  evermore  do  spring; 
There  evermore  the  angels  sit; 

And  evermore  do  sing. 

Our  Lady  sings  Magnificat 

Widi  tones  surpassing  sweet; 
And  all  the  virgins  bear  their  part, 

Sitting  about  her  feet. 

Hierusalem,  my  happy  home. 

Would  God  I  were  ih  die*! 
Would  God  .my  woes  were  at  an  end. 

Thy  joys  that  I  might  sect 

■  «^ 
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626.  Epigram 

AyfY  soul,  sit  thttM  a  pErtient  I^Wlon; 
^^^  Judge  not  the  play  befei'e  th^  play  is  done: 
Her  plot'  hath  many  changes;  etery  day 
Speaks  a  new  scene;  the  'lat*  act  crowns  the  play. 
F.  Quarlei 

627.  What  Dcih  li  Serve  ta.  SeesSm's 

Bammg  Face  -^ 

Tit  THAT  doth  it  serve  to  see  Sun's  burning  face, 

*  *     And  skies  enamelled  wicl\'  both  Indies'  gold.J  - 
Or  moon  at  night  in  jetty  chariot  rotted, 
Andajl  the  glory  of  that  sthriy  'plaeiiE?  7 
What  doth  it  serve  etuth's  tK^iHy.to  bA4d, — 
The  mountains',  .prid^  the  Meadows' ,  Bow^ty  grace, 
The  stately  comeliness  of  fqre^  tlM,,  , 
The  sport  of  floods  which  would  themselves  embrace  I 
What  doth  it  se^  to  hear  the  ^Ivai^fi'  K>Pgs, 
The  wanton  merle,- the  nightingate'^sad' strains, 
Which  indark-,tliadesse«ot«def4pl4ni}!wlpngs?  — 
For  what  doth  serve  qU-  that  ti^f  .w6rl4<caAtains  t  — 
Sith  she  for  whom  those  once  to  me  were  dear 
Mo-paa  (rf  iiheiQr^caiiihaye  !WN.  v^  lUPiberel 

-■■  ;     .1  I,  .i,#t  Drummond 
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628.  AspaHa's  Song 

LAV  »  gMland  on  my  .hesuse 
,.  Qf  die  dismal  yew;  ' 

iAaUem,  willow  branches- t>ear; 
J  .       Say,  I  dt^d  tuie.    , 

My  love  was  false,  but  I  was  firm 

J^Tom  my  hour  of  biith. 
{Ji>on  tay  buried  bodyfe 

Ligh4y,  gentlq  c«iAI 

7-  Fltcbtr 

6zp.  ,  ,    Ophelia's  Song 

HOW  shaM  I  your  tnn  km  iatm 
F>om  artother  onef 
By  hts  cockie  hat  and  x^, 
And'his  «tadri  rfioon. 

He  isiieoA  and  gone,  hdy,- 
.'      '■  He  i*  dedd  and  gone; 
-  ^  '•■^-  'At  hi*  hew!  a  grM»-grt«(i  mii;  ■    ■ 
■  'At  bia  hed»  a  «one.      t  ^  ^ 

''Whte  Ilia  skraiid  u  A<  nKMiitaln  tnmr, 
■■■■'■■■  Larded  with  sweet  flowera, 

Which  bewept  to  the  giave  did  go 
With  true-love  ihowera. 

y.  Sbahufim 
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Vakdktian,  Forbidding  Mourning 

AS  virtuous  men  ppss  mildly  away. 
And  whisper  to  t)ieir  souls  to  go; 
While  some  of  their  sad  friends  do  say. 
Now  his  breath  goes,  and  some  say.  No; 

So  let  us  .melt,  an  J  make  no  noise. 
No  tear-floods,  nor  sigh-tempests  move; 

Twere  profanation  of  our  joys 
To  tell'  the  laity  BUr  love.-  ■ 

Movijig  ^  th'  eardi  ttrings^  harms  and  fears, 
Men  peckon'whn  it  did  and  meant; 

But  trepidations  of  the  spheres. 
Though  greater  far,  are  innocent. 

Dull  sublunary  lovers'  love, 
^Wose  soul  is  sense,  cannot  admit 

Absence;  for  that  it  doth  remove 
Those  things  which  elemented  it. 

But  we,  by  a  love  so  far  refined, 
That  ourselves  know  not  what  it  is, 

Inter-assured  of  the  mind. 
Careless,  eyes,  lips  and  hands  to  miss, 

—  Onr  tw6  'souls  dierefore,  which  are  one, 
Though  I  must  go,  endure  not  yet 

A  breach,  but. an  expansion. 
Like  gold  iKt  aiiy  thinfiess  beat. 

64E 
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If  they  be  two,  they  are  two  eo 
As  -^iS  twin  coinpuses  are  two; 

Thy  soul,  the  fin  foot,  makes  no  shon 
To  move,  but  doth  if  th'  other  do. 


And  though  it  in  the  centre  sit. 
Yet  when  the  other  far  doth  roam, 

It  leans  and  hearkens  after  it. 
And  grows  erect  as  that  comes  home. 

Such  wilt  thou  be  to  me,  ^o  must, 
Like  th'  other  foot,  obliquely  run; 

Thy>  firmness  makes  my  circles  jutt. 
And  makes-iQe  end  wkeie  I  begun. 

J.  Donne 

631.  Death's  Emissaries 

TT'ICTGRIOUS  men.  of  earth,  no  mttre 
*       Proclaim,  how  wide  jour  empires  Wftl 

Though  .you.  bind  on  eveiy  shore 
And  your  triumphs  re^ch  as  far 

As  .night  or  day. 
Yet  you,  pipud  monarcbs,  must  obey 

And  mingle  with-  forgotten  adies*  when 

Death  calls  ye  to  the  cr^iwd  of  common  men. 

Devouring  F»n.iiM,  Plague,  and  War, 
Each  able  to  undo  mankind,    - 

Death's  servile  emissaries  are;        .. 
Nor  to:  these  alooe  confined. 
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He  hwh  at  wiU" 
More  quairit  end  subtle  wirys  to  kill; 
A  smile  or  kiss,  as  he  will  use  ithe  an. 
Shall  baTc  the  ciHining  skill  tobreak.  a  heart. 
J.  Shirlty 


.,,^  Dmlh  the  LeveUer 

'T'HE  glories-of  ogr  Jilood  and  ^sfate^  ,-■- 
~      Are  shado^s,-not  substantial  tlirngt; 
There  is  iip  arnipui  against  Fate;  . '.  , 
Death  14y9  his  icy  hand  on  kings,:  .    , 
Sceptre  and  Crown 
Must  tuinble  down. 
And  in  the  dust  be  equal  made 
With  the,  poor  crooked  scythe  and  spade. 

SiKaej  men  f^.BWOtds  may  reap  the  field, 
,::  '.'And  pUnt  fresh  taurelswhfic  they- kill: 
':  Bw  their  stcpngiaervei  at  laA  must  yieldj 

Theytaai«  but  6ne  aaother  still: 
-:;.;    .  :.VEaily-.or  late 
i  .\"  -They  stoop  to  fate. 

And  must  give  up  their  murmuring  breath 
When  diey,  pale  captives,  creep  to  death. 

The  gailaftds  wither  on  yotir  brow; 
'  Thetf  Bo'ast.'no  more  your  mighty  deeds; 
Upon  De^lffi's  puTpIe  aRar  now  ' 

■^ee-vAfte  the  fictor-vietim  bleeds; 
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Your  headilmust  come     . 
To  the  cold  tomb: 
Only  tiie  actions  of  the,:juit 
.   Smel]  iwcet  and  blonom  in  theil  Afst. 

7.  Sbifitj 


633.  Death,  Be  Not  Proud 

T^EiATH)  be. not  proud,  though  spme  have^ called  thee 
,  *-^  Mighty  and  dreadful,  for  thou  art  not  so;, 
For  those  whom  thou  think'st  tfaoii  dost  overttirow 
Die  not,  poor  Death;    nor  yet  canst  ttiou  kill  me. 
From  rest  and  sleep,  which  but  thy  picture  be. 
Much  pleasure,  then  from  thee  much  more  must  flow: 
And  soonest  our  best  men  with  thee  do  go,     .. 
Rest  of  theii  bones,  and  souls'  delivery. 
Thou  art  slave  to  Fate,  chance,  kings,  and  desperate  men, 
And  dost  with  ^poison,  war^  dnd'ricknesB  il»\y. 
And  poppy  or  charms  can  inake  Us  cUep'  te  well. 
And  b«ttec  than  thy'  sttoke;  why  swell'st  thtwi,  then  ? 
One  short  sleep  past,  we  w»ke  eternally. 
And  Deadi  shall  be  no  more;   Death,  thou  shalt  die. 
.  J.  DoHttt 

634.  Echo's  Dirge  for  Narcissus 

CLOW,  slpw,  fre»h  fpwt,  )itep  timewitb  my  salt  tears; 
'-'     Yet  flower,  yet;  Q  faintly,  gentJe  ^ipgs) 
List  to  the  heavy  part  tie  m^sic  bears,'!   ,-. 
Woe  weeps  o^f  her  divisjo^  w))en  ^she  si^gt. 
v6W 
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Drabp- herbs^abU  ioWm; 
Fall  grief  in  showers; 
Oar  beauties  are  not  oursr  , 
O,  I  coutd  eiilli 
Like  melting  «now  uponsOme  craggy  hilly 

Drop,  drop;  drop,  drop,  ■ 
Since  Nature's  pride  is  now  a  withered  daflFodil. 

1  B.  Jtmson 


635.  A  Lovefs  Dirge 

/"^OME  afway,  come  away,  deatti, 
^-^  And  in  sad  cypress  let  me  be  laid; 

Fly  away,  fly  away,  breath;  ' 
I  am  slain  'by  a  fair  crael  maid. 
My  shfoad  of  white,  stucic  all  with  yew, 

O  prepare  itt 
My  part  of  death,  no  one  so  ttaie 
Did  share  it. 


Not  a  flower,  not  a  flower  sweet; 
On  my  black  coffin- let' there  be  strown';:         ' 

Not  a  fneni^  not' a  friend  greet 
My  poor  corse,  where  my  bones  shall  t>e  thrown: 
A  thousand  thauGand  sig^s  To  save. 
Lay  me,  O,  where 
'  Sad'tnie  lover  never  find  my  grave 
To  weep  t^erel  ■ 
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636.  RobiA  Hwtd^s_  Dirge 

TTirEEP>  weepf  ye  woodmen,  wafl, 

'  "'      Your  hUids  with  sorrow  wring; 
Your  RhHter  Robin  Hood  lies  dead, 
Therefore  sigh  ■*  you  sii^ 

Here  lies  his  primer  and  his  heads. 
His  bent  bow  and  his  arrows  ke^ 

His  good  sword  and  his  holy  cross: 
Now  cast  on  Bowers  fresh  and  green. 

And,  as  they  fall,  shed  tears  and  say 
Well-a,  well-a-day,  well-a,  well-a-day: 

Thus  cast  ye  .flowers  fresh  and  sing, 
And  on  to  Wakefield  take  youi  way. 

4.  Munday  and  H.  Chtttle 

63J.  'A  Land  Dirge 

/"'ALL  for  the  robin-redbreast  and  the  wren, 

^^  Since  o'er  shady  groves  they  hover. 

And  with  leaves  and  Bowers  da  covet 

The  friendless  bodies  of  imburieil  meit  '  . 

Call  unto  his  funeni  dde 

The  ant,  the.  field-mouse^  and  die'mbl^ 

To  rear  him  hillocks  that  ^all  keep  him  wann. 

And  (when  g^*  tombs  arc  lobbed)  lastain  no  hami; 

But  keep  the  wolf  fuihenQe*  ihai^s  foe  to  men, 

For  with  his  nails  he'll  dig  them  up  again. 

J.  ffehsttr 
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A  Sea  Dirge      , 

'C'ULL  Fathom  five  thy  fatho-  lies; 

-'-       Of  t^  bones  are  coril  made; 

Those  are  peails  that  were  his  eyes: 

'   Nothing  of  him  that  doth  fade. 

But  doth  suffer  a  sea-change 

Into  something  rich  and  strange.  .  , 

Sea  nymphs  hourly  ring  his  knell: 

Harkl  now  I  hear  dwm,— 
IHng-idong,  l>«it  I 

*'.  Sbaktiptan'' 


639.     The  Shrouding  0}  the  Duchess  of 
Maifi 

TIT  ARK  1     Now  everything  is  still, 

■■■■'■  The  screech-owl  and. the  whistler  shiill. 

Call  upon  our  dame  aloud. 

And  bid  her  quickly  don  her  shroud  I 

Much  you  had  of  land  and  rent; ; 
Your  length  in  clay's  now  competent; 
A  long  war  disturb'd  your  mind; 
Here  your  perfect  peace  is  sign'd. 

Of  what  is't  fools  make  such  vain  keeping  f 
Sin  their  conception,  their  birth  weeping, 
Their  life  a  general  mi^  of  error,  .     , 

Their  dead)  a  hideous  storm  of  tenor, 
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Strew  yout  hair  with  powders  sweet, 
Don  clean  linen,  bathe  your  feet, 
And  —  the  foul  fiend  more  to  check  — 
A  crucifix  let  bless  your  neck: 
Tis  now  full  tide  'tween  night  and  day; 
End  yout  groan  and  come  away. 

J.  fftbstiT 

640.  The  Funeral 

AXTHOEVER  comes  to  Aroud  me,  da  not  hann 

•"'    Nor  question  much 
That  subtle  wreath'  of  hair  dbout  mine  aim; 
The  mystery,  the  sign,  you  must  not  touch, 

For  'tis  my  outward  soul, 
Vicetoy  to  that  which,  unto  heaven  being  gone, 

Will  leave  this  ta  control 
And  keep  these  limbs,  her  provinces,  from  dissolution. 

For  if  the  sinewy  thread  my  brain  lets  fall 

Through  every  part. 
Can  tie  those  pans,  and  make  me  one  of  all; 
Those  hairs,  which  upward  grow,  and  strength  and  art 

Have  from  a  better  brain. 
Can  better  do  -t:    except  she  meant  that  I 

By  this  should  know  my  pain, 
As  prisoners  then  are  manacled,  when  they're  condemn'd 

to  die. 
Whate'er  she  meant  by  it,  bury  it  with  me, 

For  since  I  am 
Love's  martyr,  it  might  breed  idolatry 
If  into  other  hands  diese  reliquea  came. 
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As  'twas  humility 
T'  afford  to  it  all  that  a  bouI  can  do. 

So  'tis  some  bravery 
That,  since  you  would  have  none  of  me,  I  bury  some  of  you. 
%  Donne 


On  the  Tombs  in  Westminster 
Abbey 

IV/FORTALITY,  behold  and  fear  I 
^^^  What  a  change  of  flesh  is  here! 
Think  how  many  royal  bones 
Sleep  within  these  heaps  of  stones  1 
Here  they  lie  had  realms  and  lands. 
Who  now  want  strength  to  stir  their  hands; 
Where  from  their  pulpits  seal'd  with  dust 
They  preach,  '  In  greatness  is  no  tniK.' 
'  Here's  an  acre  sown  indeed 
With  the  richest  royall'st  seed 
That  the  earth  did  e'er  suck  in 
Since  the  first  man  died  for  sin: 
Here  the  bones  of  birth  have  cried 
'Though  gods  they  were,  as  moi'the)'  diedl' 
Here  are  ^andi,  ignoble  things, 
Dropt  from  ruin'd  sides  of  kings: 
Here's  a  world  of  pomp  and  state 
Buried  in  dust.  Mice  dead  by  fate. 

.  F..  Beaumont 
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642.         The  Pkcenix,  and  &&  T^rUe 

T    ET  the  bird  of  loudest  lay, 
■*— '   On  the  sole  Arabian  tree. 
Herald  sad  and  trumpet  be. 
To  whose  sound  chaste  wings  obey. 

But  thou  shrieking  harbiriger. 
Foul  precurrer  of  the  fiend. 
Augur  of  the  fever's  end, 
To  this  troop  come  thou  not  nearl 

From  this  session  interdict 
Every  fowl  of  tyrant  wing, 
Savethe  eagle,  feathered  king: 
Keep  the  obsequy  so  strict. 

Let  the  priest  in  surplice  «4iite. 
That  defunctive  music  can. 
Be  the  death-divining  swan. 
Lest  the  requiem  lack  his  right. 

And  Aoa  trdile-dated  cn»w. 
That  thy  sable  gender  makest 
With  the  breath  thou  giv'st  and  takest, 
'Mongst  our  mourners  ^alt  diou  go. 

Here  the  aniliem  doth  ctunmence; 
Lova  and  constancy  is  dead; 
Phoenix  and  the  turtle  fled 
In  a  mutual  flame  from  hence. 
6s? 
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So  they  lpv«d,  as  love  in  twain. .' 
Had.  the  essence  but  in  one;. 
Two  distincts,  division. none:       J 
Numliter .  there  in  love  was  slaio. 

Hearts  remote,  yet  not  asunder; 
Distance,  and  no  space  was  seen 
Twixt  the  turtle  and  his  .queen: 
But  in  them  it  were  a  wonder. 

So  between  them  love  did  shini^ 
That  the  turtle  saw  hi^  Hgkt 
Flaming  in  .the  phoenix'  s^t;    ' 
Either  was  the  other's  mine. 

Property  was  thus  appalled. 
That  the  self  was  not  the  same; 
Single  nature's  doubte  name 
Neither  two  nor  oner'was  called. - 

Reason,  in  itself  confoupded. 
Saw  divkioD  grow  together. 
To  themselves  yet  either  neither, 
Simple  were  so  well  compounded, 

That  it  cried,  '  How  true  a  twain 
Seemeth  this  concordant  one ! 
Love  hath  reason,  reason  <none, 
If  ^at.pans  can  so  remain.'   -  -  ■ 
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Whereupon  it  made  this  threne 
To  the  phKilix  and  the  dove, 
Co-supremes  and  stars  of  tove. 
As  chorus  to  their  tragic  scene. 

Tkreaos 

Beauty,  truth,  and  rarity, 
Grace  in  all  simplicity. 
Here  enclosed  in  cinders  lie. 

Death  is  now  the  phtenix'  nest; 
And  the  turtle's  loyal  breast 
To  cterni^  doth  rest. 

Leaving  no  posterity: 
Twas  not  their  initnnity, 
It  was  married  chastity. 

Truth  may  seem,  but  cannot  be; 
Beauty  brag,  hut  'us  not  fhe; 
Truth  and  beauty  buried  be. 

To  this  um  let  those  repair 
That  are  either  true  or  fair; 
For  these  dead  birds  sigh  a  prayer. 

W;  Shakespntrt 

643.  On  the  Death  of  Sir  Philip  Sidney 

GIVE  pardon,  blessed  soul,  to  my  bold  cries. 
If  they,  importunate,  interrupt  the  song 
Which  now,  with  joyful  notes,  thou  dng'st  among 
652 
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The  angel-chorUters,  of  heavenly  Bkjes. 
Give  pardon  «ke,  sweet  aoul,  to  my  sian  eyas, 
That  since  I.  saw  thee  now  it  is  gq  lon^ 
And  yet  the  teaia  that  unto  thee  belong 
To  thee  as  yathey  did,  not  sacrifice. 
I  did  not  know  that  thou  wert  dedi)  befbte;        .  i  I 
I  did  not  i^t  the  grief  1  did  4usta;b;   : 
The  greater  stroke  astonisheth  the  more; 
Astonishment  takes  from  us  sense. of  pain; 
I  stood  aniazed  when  others'  teais  bt^un. 
And  now  begin  to  ??«•?  when  they  ha^e  done. 
■     H,;ConstoiU 

644.  From  '  Daphnafda ' 

Ar,  Elegy 

OHE  fell  away  in  her  first  ages  spring,    . 

'^  Whil'st  yet  lier  leaf  Was  green,  and  fresh  her  rinde, 

And  whil'st  her  branch  fair  blossoms  forth  did  bring. 

She  fell  away. against  all  course  of  kind. 

For  age  to  die  is  right,  but  youth  is  wrong;. 

She  fell  away  like  fruit  blown  down  with  wind. 

Weep,  Shepherd  I  weep,  to  make  my  undersong. 

Yet  fell  she  not  as  one  enforc'd  to  die,. 
Ne  died  with  dread  and  grudging  discontent. 
But  as  one  toil'd  with  travail  down  doth  Ite,. 
So  lay  she  down,  as  if  to  sleep  she  went. 
And  closed  her  eyes  with  careless  quietness; 
The  whiles  soft  death  a^ay  her  spirit  sen^ 
And  soul  assoyld  from  sinful  fleshliness. 
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How  happy  waf  ]t^HWi  I  ei*  her  Ittd      - 
The  Sb^))ehfi  (]^i)gk(et^  dpncitig  in  a  foundt  - 
How  trimly  ^tj(f  ^hd  {race  aitd  softly  tread  '■■ 
The  tender  g^ass,  Wkh  T<My  garland  crown'd  (   ^  ' 
And  when  she  Ust  advahce-bct'hcav^n^'.voicfi''-  - 
Both  NytAphs  aiid  Muses  n^h.she  InWde'  astown'd 
And  flocks  and:i^herd»^ciuUd.ta  i^^ce>^ 

But  now,  ye  Shef^erd  lasBCsl  who, shall  lead 
Your  wandering  Troops,  or  sii^  youir  virelays  f  . 
Or  who  «haH  dightyoor  bow'rs, ' dth «he  is  dead  " 
Thjil-Was -the  Lady  of  your  holy  daysP 
Let  now  your  bliss  be  turned  into  bate. 
And  into  plaints  covert  your  joyous  plays, 
And  with  the  same  fill  eVer^  luU  and  dale. 

But. I  .will  ^k  .^'i«''WaAderihg  pi!grfrA3gfe    X  '#,' 

Th^U^hoa^.tife>&>lB  from  one  to  other  «id,  "."',■ 

And'Jn  affllctioii  v^ste.triy  bectef.age: 

My  bread  shall  be  the  anguishof  hiy.  mind. 

My  drink  th^-tegr?  ^ich  fro''  mjiie  eyes 'do  tain". 

My  bed  the  gfour'd  that  hardest  Tmiy' find;. 

So  will  I  wilrully  increase'  my  pain;  "       ' 


Ne  sleep  (the  harbinger  of  weary,  wights)  v  .- ;  . 
Shall  ever  lodge  iipoii  lAine  eye^lids  more;  - 
Ne  shall  with  re$t  refresh  my  faiiiting  sprfghta 
Nor  failing  force  to-former  strength  restore: 
But  I  will  wake  and  sorrow  all  the  night 
With  Philomerie,  my  fortune  to  deplore; 
With  Philomene,  the  partner  of  my  plight. 
«S4 
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And  ^»er  a«  I  iee  the  etzta  to  fall,  ' 

And  undergiouad  to  go  to  give  them  light 
Which  dwell  in  darkness,  I  to  mind  will  call 
How  my  fair  Star,  (that  shined  on  me  so  bright,) 
Fell  suddenly  and  faded  undei^round; 
Since  whose  departure  day  is  t^m'd  to  night. 
And  night  without  a  Venus  star  is  foupd. 

And  she,  —  my  Love  that  was,  my  Saint  that  is,— 

When  she  beholds  Trpni  her  celestial  throne, 

(In  which  she  joyeth  in  eternal  bliss) 

My  biner  penance,  will  my  case  bemoan. 

And  pity  me  that  living  thus  do  die; 

For  heavenly  sptiits  have  com  pa^on,. 

On  moital  men,  and  rue  their  misery. 

,       ,        !      . 

So  when  I  have  with  sorrow  satisfied 

Th'  importune  Fates,  which  vengeance  on  me  seek. 

And  th'  heavens  with  long  languor  pacified,  ' 

She,  for  pure  pity  of  my  sufferance  meek. 

Will  send  for  me:-  foi  which  J:4aity  long: 

And  will  till  then  my  painful  penance  eeke. 

Weep,  ^epberd  I  weep,  to  make  my  undersong  I 

£.  Spenser 

645.  To  His  Paternal  Country 

O  EARTH  I  earth  I  «arthl  hear  thou  my  voice,  and  be 
Loving,  and  gentle  for  to  cover  me; 
Banish 'd  from  thee  I  live:  ne'er  to  return, 
Unless  thou  giv'n  tpy.sfnall  remains  anurq. 

,,  R.  Herriek 
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646.  Three  Epitaphs  Upon  the  DecOh  of 
a  Rare  Child  0}  Six  Years  Old 


'\^rtT'S  perfection.  Beauty's  wonder, 

*  •    Nature's  pride,  the  Graces'  treasure, 
Virtue's  hope,  his  friends'  sole  pleasure, 
This  small  marble  stone  lies  under; 
Which  is  often  moist  with  tears 
For  such  loss  in  such  young  yearfc 

II 

lively  hoyl    thou  art  not  dead, 
But  from  earth  to  heaven  fled; 
For  base  eanh  was' far  unfit 
For  thy  beauty,  grace,  and  wit. 

/// 
Thou  alive  on  earth,  sweet  boy 
Hadst  an'  angel's  wit  and  face; 
And  now  dead  thou  dost  enjoy. 
In  high  Heaven,  an  angel's  place. 

P.  Daviton 

64J.  Upon  a  Child  That  Died 

HERE  she  ties,  a  pretty  bud. 
Lately  made  of  flesh  and  Uood:      . 
Who  «t  soon  fell  fast  asleep 
As  her  linle  eyes  did  peep. 
Give  her  ^trewings,  but  not  stir 
■  "Hie  eanh  that  lightly  covers  her. 
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64.8.  Another  ■  - 

TTERE  a  pcetty  baby  lies 
■''  ■*■    Sung  asleep  with  lullabies:  ■.     . 
Pray  be  silent  and  not  Stir  ._      ■ 

Th'  easy  earth  that  coven  her. 

R.  Hnrick 


S^g.  Exequy  on  His  Wife 

A  CCEPT,  thou  shrine  of  my  dead  ^qit, 
^^  Inatead  of  dirges  this  complaint; 
And  for  sweet  6owerG  to  crown  thy  tKrse . 
Receive  a  strew  of  weejung  vetse 
From  thy  grieved  friend,  wbom  thou  might'st  s 
Quite  melted  into  tears  for  thee. 

Dear  loss!    since  thy  untimely  fate,  - 
My  task  hath  been  to  meditate 
On  thee,  on  thee  I     Thou  art  the  book,  1  , 
The  library  whereon.  I  look, 
Tho'  almost  biirid.      For  thee,  loved  cl^,, 
I  languish  out,  not:jlire,  tht  day.  ... 
Thou  hast  betiig^ted  me;   iky  set 
This  eve  of  Uacknesp  did  beget,: 
Who  wast  my  day  (tho'  overcast  .        .  :> 
Before  thou  hadst  thy  noontide  pa^): 
And  1  i^nember  tQust^in  tqats  .  ,/ 

Thou  scarce  hadst  seen  $0  many;  yean 
As  day  tplls  hours.      Py  thy  cjfcai  lun-     -:  -/ 
My  love  and  fortune  6r$t  .did,  hm }        '  ;_ 
But  thou  wilt  never  more  appear 
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Folded  within  my  faemisphere. 
Since  both  thy  light  and  motion. 
Like  a  fled  star,  is  fall'n  and  gon^ 
And  'twixt  me  and  my  soul's  dear  wish 
The  earth  now  interposed  is.  .  .  . 

I  could  allow  thee  for  a  tinie 
To  darken  me  and  my  sad  clime; 
Were  it  a  month,  a  year,  or  ten, 
I  would  thy  exile  live  till  then. 
And  all  that  tpace  my  mirth  adjourfl  — 
So  thou  vrouldst  promise  to  return. 
And  {>uning  off  thy  ashy  shroud 
At  length  disperse  this  sorrow's  doud. 

But  #oe  is  me !   the  longest  date 
Too  narrow  -is  to  calculate 
Tliese  empty  hopes:    never  shall  I    . 
Be  so  much  blest  as  to  descry 
A  glimpse  of  thee,  till  that  day  come 
Which  shall  the  earth  to  cinders  doom. 
And  a  fierce  fever  must  calcine 
The  body  of  thia  world  —  like  thine. 
My  little!  wotid  1     That  fit  of  fire 
Once  off^  our  bodies  -shdl  a^pi^ 
To  our  souls'  blfes  r   ihefr  We  shall  rise 
And  view  ourselves  with  clearer  eyes 
In  that  calm  region  where  no  night 
Can  hide  us  from  eai^h  other's  si^t. 

Meantime  thou  hast  her,  ^anh;   much  g 
May  my  harni  do^Ml     Since  it  stood 
Wid)  Heaven's  will  I  might' not  calt 
Her  longer  mine,  I  give  dift  all 
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In  h^irkom  |iyifig!l:lotKd'.t«st   ;.    . 
Be  kind  tij^laa',' and:  paithteJofJc       /.  i  ...\ 
Thou  write. inm  du|' .-Doonud^  book;    A:  [ 
Each  parcel  ofithis^aiit}'  ,  ..';  i: 

Which  in  thy  casket  shiined  .d^  £e,.  I '  \ 
Aa.t}^:vn\.b aAimi^mm  thit  lent-4  >'.-'::.' 
Not  gave  T-fithcE  aigf  dear  mdnument;-  ,' 
So  close  the  .groiiiid^  and  'Wut  her.shada  1 
Black  curtaiqs  ^draw :!  my.  brideisJaid, 

. . .  .  Keep  on,  my  Love,  in  thy  cold  bed 
Never  to  be  dis(]uietedt 
My  last  good-night  I     Thou  wilt  not  wake 
Till  I  thy  fate  shall  overtake;     ,. 
Till  agei' or  gHdf/br  ickfc<^'miM     ^'    v^'    ■ 
Marry  n^  body  to'  that  dust   '>  ^ 
It  so  much  loves;    and  fill  the  room 
lAy  bean  keepS-empty  in  that  totnbi'-"  7  "■  '  ' 
Stay  for  me  tfiere:'  I  wilt  not  fail'  '      ■' 
To  meet  thee  in  that  hollow  vale.  ;'   " 

And  think- not  much  of  inr  delay: 
I  am  already  oB  the  way,  ■  - 
And  follow  thee  with -aft  the  speed  -    .     ' 
Desire  can  make,  or  sorrows  breed;        '    ' 
Each  minute  is  a  short  degree 
And  every  hour  a  step  towards  thee.  .  .'. ' 
■  Tis  tnic^^with  iiiame  and  giief  lyield  — 
Thou,  like  flie  van,. first  tooktt  the^fidd;  * 
And  gotieii  Kast-.the-victory  I 

In  thus  adventunng  to  die 

'  r.Before- me$-.^osc  inore  yeah  m^^  crave 
■  A- jiiit  precedence  in  the  grave. 

<» 
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But  hark  I   1117  pulse,  like  a  soft  dium. 
Beats  my  sppioach,  tdls  that  I  conw; 
And  stow  faowe'er  my  marches  be 
1  shall  IT  last  sit  down  by  tfaee.    .. 

The  thought  of  the  bids  me  go  on 
And  walk  my  diraoiuttott' 
With  hope  and  comfort.     Dear' — fo^re 
The  crime —  I  am  content  to  live 
Divided,  with  but  half  a  hean, 
Tit)  we  shall  meict  and  never  pan. 

H.  Kins 


650.  On  a  Virtuous  Young  Gentlewoman 
That  Died  Suddenly 

OHE  wlfQ  to  Heaven  more  Heaven  doth  annex, 
*~^  Whose  lowest  thought  was  above  all  out  sex, 
Accounted  nothing  death  btu  t'  be  reprieved. 
And  died  as  free  from  sickness  as  she  lived. 
Others  are  draped  away,  or  must  be  driven. 
She  only  saw  her  time  and  stept  to  Heaven; 
Where  seraphims  view  all  her  glories  o'er, 
As  one  returned  ^t  had  [been  there  before. 
For  while  she  did  t)iis  lower  world  adoni, 
Her  body  s^med.  rather  assumed  than  bom; 
So  rari6ed,  advanced,  so  pure  and  whole. 
That  body  might  have  been  anaf))er's  soul; 
And  equally  a  miracle  it  were 
Thai  she  could  die,  or  that  she  could  live  hoe- 

fF.  Cartturiiil 
.«6d 
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6$!.         Ol  His  Dear  Son,  Gervase 

"TYEAR  Lord,  receive  my  son,  whose  winning  love 
*^  To  jne  was  like  a  friendship,  far  ^bove  . 
The  course  of  nature  oi  his  tender  age  J 
Whose  looks  could  all  my  bitter  griefs  assuage: 
Let  his  j)ure  astil,  ordained  seven  years  tp  be. 
In  that  frail  body  which  was  part  of.  me. 
Remain  my  pledge  in  Heaven,  as  sent  to.  s^iow 
How  to  this  poit  at  eveiy  step  I  go. 

.Sir  y.  Beaumont 

^52-  A  Tart  of  An  Ode 

To  the  Immortal  Memory  and  Friendship  of  that  Noble  Pair, 
Sir  Luciui  C^ry  arid  Sir  H.  .Morisoa 

TT  is  not  growing  like  a  tree 

-^  In^tulk,  dodi  make  man  betterlie; 
Or  standing  long  an  oak,  three  hundred  year. 
To  fall  a  log  at  last,  Vliy,  baM,  and  sere'. 

A.Hy  of  a  day 

Is  fairer  far  in  May, 
Alihougb.it- fait  and  die  diat  niglu; 
It  was  the  plant  and  tiower  of  light.  ■ 
In  small  proportiong  we  just  beauties  see; 
And  in  short  measures,  life  may  perfect  be. 

Call,  noUe  ^.utiue,  then  for  wine,  . 

And  let  thy  Ifioks  with  gladness  shine;. 
Accept  this  gariand,  plant  it  on  thy  head, 
And  think  —  nay,  know  —  thy  Moriion'i  not  dead. 
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He  leap'd  the  present  age, 
Possest  with  holy  rage 
To  see  that  bright  eternal  D47 
Of  which  we  Priests  and  Poets  say 
Such  truths  as  we  expect  for  happy  men;    * 
And  there  he  lives  with  memoty  —  and  Btn 

Jonson :  who  sung  this  of  him,  ere  he  went    ,    "  " 

HimsdE  to  rest. 
Or  taste  a -part  of  thai  full  joy  he  meai|t 

To  4iava~expTest .  .:i  -  ■-- 

'  *      Tii^hic  lirlght  Asterism 

.  Where  it  wwe  friendship's.schjsm  — 
Were  not  his  i^nM  long  with  us  to'  tarry  — 
To  separate  these  twy 
"    '<    *'""LigS^,""the'Diciscnri^'    ';■'  ^  '  ,' 
And  kee^^^ei.one'fralf  from  his  HUrry.-      "^ 
But  fate  doth  so.alte^ate^^e  des^,  :  ' 

Whilst  ^at  in  Hfeav'j^  djls  light  on,»ith^mu5t  shine. 

And  '^9f  -^  :ycFM,«)taltpd  .aiell .  ;  :!.  1     ■ 

Two  names  of  Friendshipi.  btit.one  iJiirJ_ 
Of  hearts  the  union :    and  ,th^  not  hy.  cttdnei 
Made,  or  indentui;<^);^.'l«ased.Qutra  advance' 
Thejjfwifits  fpr  a  tihrt: 
;J^.plea$utes  vain  did  chime    .  .,., : 
Of  xiihM  pr  riots  at  your  feasts,.  :. .  -I'^i.'-:- 
Oldies  of  drink  or  feign'd  protests; 
But  sim[de  love  of  greatness  and  of  good,     -  - 
That  knit  brave  mnt^s  and  manneri  mdfe  niMi  bloo^ 
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This  made  3'Da  first  to  ]tnaW  die  #%y 

Tou  liked,' thba  after,  to  apply 
That  liking,  and  appmath  so  ooe  tlie  t'other 
Till  either  gr«ir  a  pertioh  of  the  other: 
Elach  stfiM  by  his  end 
The  cqij'  of  his  friend. 

You  liwd  to.be  the  gieat  sumames 

AD<i  titles  bf  .iriiicfa  all  made  claims- 
Unto  tha  Virtue  —  nothing  perfect  done 
But  as  a  CMT  or  a  MORISON. 

And  such  the  fotch  the  fair  example  had  '  ' 

As^they  that  saw 
The  good,  and  iitiKnat  practise  it,  were  gbd 
■  That.  Mch.  a  law  -       < 

Was  left  yet.  to  mankind. 
Where  they  mi^t  read  aitd  find 
FRIENDSHIP  indeed  was  wriftcm,  jtot  in  words. 
And  with  the  heart,  not  pen. 
Of  two  so  early  men, 
Whose  lines  her  rules  were  and  records: 
Who,  ere  the  first  down  bloomed  on  the  chin. 
Had  sowed  these  frurtS,  and,  got  the  harvest  in. 

B,  y<mton 


653.        On  the  Lady  Mary' ViUiers 

nr^E  Lady  Mary  Filiini  Kes 
-*■    Under  this  stone;  with  weeping  e3^s 
The  p^rent^  that  first  gave  ttef  bmrtti. 
And  thefr'sad  fri^ds,  laid  her  itt  earth. 

.663 
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If  aay  of  tbem,  Readcir,  were 

Known  lutto  thee,  shed  a  tear; 

Or  if  thyaeir  possess  a  gem 

As  deal  n>  thee,  as  this  to  them, ' 

Though  a  stranger  to  this  place 

Bewail  in  theirs  thine  own  hard  case: 
For  thou  perhaps  at  thy  retuni: 
Mayst  fiitd  thy  Darling  in  an:  uia. 

f .  Cvtm 


634.  Hero's  Epitaph 

'  T^ONE  bo  death  by  slanderous  tuigues 
^^  Was  the  Hero  that  here  lies; 
Death,  in  guerdon  of  herwrongs, 
Gives  her  fame  which  never  dies: 
So  die  life  that  died  with  shame, 
Lives  in  dea^  with  gloriotit  fame. 

IF.  ShaVtspmt 


65s.  EpUapk 

On  Ibe  Counteii  Douiager  0/  Pemhnkt 

r  pTOERNEATH  this  sable  Jiearse 
^-^  Lies  the  subject  of  all  verse, 
Sidney's  sister,  Pembioke's  moihieiT'' 
Death,  ere  thou  hast  dain  another,  - 
Fair,  and  leam'd,  and  good  as  shf^. 
Tiis<  shall  throw  a  dan  at  thee. 

«4 
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MarUe  pHtn  let  tio  man  raise 
To  her  namei  in  after  days. 
Some  kind  woman  boirf  as  she, 
Reading  dtis,  like  Niobe 
Shil)  twn  marble,  and  become 
Both  her  mourner  and  her  tomb. 

y.  Browne  or  B,  Jonion 

6^6,        Epitaph  on  Elizabeth  t.  S. 

\  X  rOULD'ST  thou  hear  what  man  can  say 

••     Inalinle?     Reader,  stay. 
Underneath  this  stpne  doth  He 
As  much  bea.uty  as  could  die; 
Which  in  life  did  harbour  give 
To  mora  vjnue  than  doth  live.        ,     . 
If  at  ali  she  had  a  fault 
Leave  it  buried  in  this  vault. 
One  name  was  Elizabeth, 
The  other,  let  it  steep  with  death, 
Fitter,  where  it  died,  to  tell. 
Than  that  it  lived  at  all.     Farewell. 

B.  Jomon 

6$7.       An  Epitaph  on  Salathiel  Pavy 

A  Child  of  Qfutn  Elitabeih't  Chapel 

.    TXTEEP  with  me  all  you  that  read    : 
**      This  little  stoty; 
And  Icnow,  for  whom  a  tear  you  shed 
Death's  self  is  sorry. 

WS 
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Twas  a  child  that  so  did  thtivc    , 

In  grace  and  (icature. 
As  heaven,  and  nature  seemed  to  itrive 

Which  own'd  the  ct^atiuc. 
Years  he  number'd  scarce  thkteen 

When  Fates  tum'd  cruel, 
Yet  three  fUl'd  zodiacs  had  he  been 

The  stage's  jewel; 
And~  did  act,  (what  now  we  fnoaa) 

Old  men  so  duly, 
As,  soqth,  the  Pares  thought  him  qo^ 

He  played  so  truly.  / 

So,  by  error  to  his  fate, 

They  all  consented^ 
But,  viewing  him  since,  alas  too  latel 

They  have  repented; 
And  have  sought,  to  give  new  birth. 

In  baths  to  steep  him; 
But,  being  so  much  too  good  for  earth, 

Heaven  vows  to  keep  him. 

B.  Jonmn 


658.      upon  the  Death  of  Sir  Albertus 

Morton's  Wife 


H' 


£  first  deceased;    she  for  a  little  tried 
To  live  without  him,  liked  it  not, 'and  died- 
Sir  H.  ff'oWW 
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6s9.     In  Obitutn'M  S,  X.  Maij,' 1614 

MAYl   Be  (bou  never  graced -mdi  birds' ihii  sing. 
Not  Flora's  pride  I 
In  thM  all  flowers  and  roses  spring, 
Mine  only  died. 

IF.  Brownt 

660.  The  Widow 

TJOW  near  me  came  the  hand  of  Death;  ^  " 
^  ■*■  When  at  my  side  he  struck  my  Dear, 
Aad  took  iwaythe  mei;iou9  btdadl ', 
What  quiclcen'd  my  beloved  peer  I 
.    ,      How  helpless  am  1  thereby  made  I 

By  day  how  grieved,  by  night  how  sadi 
Antf  now  my.  life's  deltght  is  gone, 
—  Alast  hoflfTatn  left 'lionet 

The  voice  which  I'did  more  esteem 
Than-  music  "in  Fief  sweetest  tdf. 
Those  eyes  which  utito  me  did  seem 
More  comfertable  than  the  day;      - 
Those  now  by  me,  aS  they  have  been 
Shall  never  tabre  be  heard  6r  seen; 
But  what'!  once  enjoy'd  in  them 
Shall  secin' ftireafter  as  a  dream! 

Lord  I    keep  me  feithfut  to  tht  trust 
Wmch  fny  dear  spouse- reposed  in  me: 
To  him  now  dead  preserve  me  just 
In  all  that  should  performed  be  I 
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For  though  aur  being-  m.!in  !(n4  ^f 
'     Extendeth  only  to  this  life, 
.Yetae&iier  life  nor  death  diouU  end 
The  being  <Jf  a  fakhfut  friend. 


66i. .  4n  Epitaph  wpon  Husband  and 
-..''■/".  Wife  ""  .  „.  -  5 
FMj  Ditd  and  W^Tt  Buried  Togttber- 

"T"0  those  whom  death  again  did  wed 

^    This  grave's  the  second  mairiage-bed. 
For  though  the  hand  of  Fate  could  force 
Twixt  sou!  and  body  a  divorce. 
It  would  not  sever  man  and  wife, 
Because  they  both  lived  but  one  life.:- 
Peace,  good  reader,  do  not  weep; 
Peace,,  thp  lovers  arp  adeep. 
They,  sweet  tudjes^fo^d  Me 
,  IiX'tlje  Ust  .Iciiot,  th^  lore  could  tie. 
Let,^epi  sleep,  l^  tl(eip  deep  oo,  . 
Till  the  ftormy  night  be.gofiei    • 
And  the  eternal  mqcrow  dfn^;  , 
Then  the  curtains  will  be  drawn, 
And  they  wake  into  a  Ijgfit- 
Whose  ^ay  shall  n^yer  die  in.  night.' 

,,.,-  ,      .     ■  ;  .    ■■    ,  r-.-      ,  _R,iCrasbaw 
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TroUthe  Bwd 

/"•OLD'S  the  winrf,  and  wet's  the  rain, 
^-^    Saint  Hugh  be  our  good  speed  I 
111  is  the  weather' that  bringeth  no  gaiii. 
Nor  helps  good  hearts  in  need. 

Troll  the  bowl,  the  jolly  nat-broi^n  bowl, 
And  here's,  kind  mate,  to  iheel 
Let's  sing  a  ditge  for  Saint  Hlig^'s  $oul. 
And  down  it  miittTly.'  ' 

■■  f.  Dtkker 


66s.         The ^Botmy.  Earl  0/  MwiVaysu. 

\/E 'HlgMands*  and  ye  Lawlandst  '     ■ 
■*-      O  whtre  hae  ye  beeii? 
They  hae  slain  the  Earl  of  MtJKRAy^ 
And  hae  laid  him  on^  the  green  I 

Now  wae  be  to  thee,'HuNtiEvI 
And  ^alrfbre  did  yi  saei'       '    -  '■'- 

I  bade  you,  bring  him  wi'  yoii: 
But  forbade  you  him  to  diayl-    '-•   ■' 

He  wa«  a  bra*  gallant,      -  ■     '  ■  '  ■ 

And  he  rid  at  the  rn^;'     '■  ■ 

And  thei  bdniiy  Earl  c*  MOrrAT,  '  '  - 
O,  he  might  tiaQbeeA'^''IC)rfgl 
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He  was  a  braw  gallant, 

And  he  fiay'i  zt'the  ba'j 
And  the  bonny  Earl  of  Murray 
-  Was  the  flower  amaog  ibem  a't 

He. was  a  braw  gallant, 

And  he  played  at  the^uve! 
And  the  bonny  Earl  of  Murray, 

O,  he  ivas-ithe  Queen's  Luvet 

O  Jana  yi\l  his.  Lady 

Look  owre  the  Castle ,X)awiie,  ■ 

Ere  she  see  the  Earl  op  Murray 
Come  sounding  through  the  t 

664.      An  >  Elegy  0}  a  W(man*s  Heart 

O  FAITHLESS  Wodd  I   and  thy  more  faithless  part, 
A  Woman's  Heart  1 
The  true  Shep' of  Variety  I   whsrt;  sits 

.Noihmgibut  fits: 
And  fevers  of  Desire,  and  pangs  of  Love; 

Which  toys  rtmovel' 
Why  was  She  bom  to  please!   or  I,  to  trust 

Words  writ  in  dustt 
Suff'ring  her  eyes  to  govern  tny  despair; 

My  pain,  for  airl 
And  fruit  of  time  rewarded  with  untrudt. 

The  food  of  Youth!. 
Untrue  She  iv^s.:  y«t  I,  believed  h^r  byotj  ' 
.  (Inft^cted  .spied)  ^    ^ 
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Till  I  was  taught,  that  Love  was  l>ut  a  School 

To  breed  a  Fooll 
Or  sought  She  more,  by  trimnphs  of  denial. 

To  make  a  tdal,    " 
How  far  her  smiles  commanded  my  weakness  1 

Yield,  and  confess!     -     ' 
Excuse  no  more  thy  ibllyl    but,  foe  cure. 

Blush,  and  endure 
As  well  thy  shame,  as  Passions  that  were  vain) 

And  think,  'tis  gain 
To  know,  —  That  Love,  bdged  in  a  Woman's  Breast, 

Is  but  a  guest! 

Sir  H.  Womn 

665.    Comfort  to  a  Youth  That  Had  Lost 
His  Love 


W" 


THAT  needs  complain 
Wh^  ^e  a  place' 
Has  with  the  race 
Of  saints  J 

In  e^dlees  miitK    - 
She  thinks  not  on       -    , 
What's  said  or  done   . 
In  Eaijh.  ..  ., 

She  sees  no  teun. 
Or  any  tone 
Of  Ay  deep  gn»n 
She  hears; 


671     ^ 

DoliiHihyGoOgle 


THE  BOOK  OF 

Nor  does  sb«  mind' 
Or  think  on  't  how 
That  ever  ifaoo 
Wast  kind; 

But  changed  above. 
She  bkes  ndt  then^ 
As  she  did  here, 
Thy  bve. 

Forbear  therefore. 
And  lull  asleep    - 
Thy  woes,  and  weep 
No  more. 


666.  Let  No  Bird  Sing 

/^LIDE  soft,  ye  silver  floods, 

^^    And  eve[y-st>ring:  ' 

Within  the  shady  woods 
Let  no  bird  sing  I 

Nor  from  the  grove  a  tuttle-itave 

Be  seen  to  couple  with  her  love; 
But  silence  on  each  dale  and  mountain  dwell, 
Whilst  Willy  bids  his  friend  and  joy  farewell 

But  of  great  Thetis'  train. 

Ye  mermaids  fair. 
That  on  the  shores  do  ptatn 

Your  sea-green  hair,: 


DoliiHihyGoOHlc 


ELIZABETHAN  VERSE 

As  ye  in  trammels  knit  your  locks, 

Weep  ye;    and  so  enforce  the  locks 

In  heavy  munnurs  through  the  htoAd  shores^ti 

How  Willy  bade  his  fiieiid  and  joy  faiewell. 

Cease,  cease,  ye  murdering  Wiild^ 

To  move  a  wave; 
But  if  with  ttoubled  mindj 

You  seek,  his  grave, 
Know  'tis  as  various  as  yourselves. 
Now  in  the  deep,  then  on  the  shelves, . 
His  coffin  toss'd  by  fish  and  Surges  felt. 
Whilst  WSy  weeps  and  bids  all  joy  farewell." 

Had  he  Arion-like  ■'  ' 

B^tn  judged  to  drovm. 
He  on  his  lute  could  strike 

So  rare  a  sown, 

A  thousand  dolphins  would  have  come 

And  jointly  strove  tg.  bring  him.  hrnne. 

But  he  on  shipboard  died,  by  sickness  fell, 

Since  when  his  Willy  bade  all  joy  fareweU- 


Greai  Neptune,  he^r  a  swain  I. 

His. coffin  take. 
And  with  a  golden  cliain  ,.  ,  , 

For  pity  make 
It  fast  unt9  -3,  iqfk.  near,  hud! . 
Where  eveiy.calmy  mofn  I'll  stand. 
And  ere  one  sheep  out  of  my  fold  I'll  tell. 
Sad  Willy'j,  pipe  shall  bid  bis  frienil  farewell. 

'  '  /F.-Broumt 

%i 
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66^.  Caiantha's  Dirge 

GLORIES,  pleasures,  pomps,  delights  and  fue, 
Can  but  please. 
Outward  senses,  when  the  mind 
Is  troubled,  or  E>y  peace  refined. 
Crowns  may  flourish  and  decay. 
Beauties  shine,  but  fade  away; 
Youth  may  revel,  yet  it  must 
Lie  down  in  a  bed  of  dust.  . 
Earthly  honours  flow  and  waste. 
Time  alone  doth  change  and  bst. 
Sorrows  mingled  with  contents  pr^are 

Rest  for  cate; 
Love  only  reigns  in  death;   though  an 
Can  find  no  connfort  for  a  Broken  Heart. 

J.  Fori 

668.  Luce's  Dirge 

/"^ME,  you  whose  loves  are  dead, 
^-'  And,  whiles  I  sing. 
Weep,  and  wring 
Every  hand,  and  every  head 
Bind  with  cypress  and  sad  yew; . 
Ribbons  black  and  candles  blue 
For  him  that  was  of  men  most  tmef 

Come  with  heavy  moaning. 

And  on  his  grave 

Let  him  have 
Sacrtfice  of  stg^i  and  groaning; 
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Let  him  have  Fair  flowers  enow. 
White  and  purple,  green  and  yellow, 
For  him  that  was  of  men  most  true  I 

F.  Beaumont 


66g.  Pmthea's  Dying  Song 

fVi  BO  mote,  no  more,  too  late 

^^    Sighs  are  spent;  the  burning  tapeis 

Of  a  life  as  chaste  as  fate, 

Pure  as  are  unwritten  papers, 
.     Are  burnt  out;   no  heat,  no  light 
Now  remains)    'tis  ever  n^ht. 

Love  is  dead ;  let  lovers'  eyes 

Locked  in  endless  dreams, 

Til'  extremes  of  all  eictremes, 

Ope  no  more,  for  now  Love  die«. 
Now  Love  dies  —  implying 
Lovft's  mar^rs  must  be  ever,  ever  dying. 

X  Ford 


6 JO.  An  Elegy  upon  the  Death  of  Doctor 
Donne 

/"^AN  we  not  force  from  widon'd  Poetry, 
^~'    Kow  thou  art  dead,  great  Donne,  one  elegy 
To  crown  thy  hearse?    Why  yet  did  we  not  trust. 
Though  jdth  unkneaded,  dough-bak'd  prose,  diy  dust; 
Such  as  the  unsizar'd  lect'rer  from  the  flow'r 
Of  fading  rhetoric,  short-liv'd  as  his  hour, 

«7S 
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Dty  as  the  sand  that  measures  it,  might  hy 
Upon  the  ashes  on  the  funeial  day  i 
Have  we  nor  tune,  nor  voice  i     Didst  thou  dispense 
Through  all  our  language  both  the  words  and  sense? 
Tis  a  sad  truth.      The  pulpit  may  her  plain 
And  sober  Christian  precepts  sdll  retain; 
Doctrines  it  may,  and  wholcBome  uses,  frame. 
Grave  homilies,  and  lectures;    but  the  flame 
Of  thy  brave  soul  (that  shot  such  heat  and  light 
As  burnt  our  Earth,  and  made  our  darkness  bright. 
Committed  holy  rapes  upon  the  will. 
Did  through  the  eye  the  melting  hearts  distil. 
And  the  deep  knowledge  of  dark  truths  so  teach 
As  sense  might  yadg^  what  fancy  could  not  reach) 
Must  be  desir'd  forever.     So  the  fire 
That  Alls  with  spirit  and  heat  the  Delphic  quire. 
Which  kindled  first  by  tlie  Prom^ean  breath, 
Glow'd  here  a  whJe,  lies  quench'd  now  in  thy  death. 
The  Muses'  garden,  with  pedantic  weeds 
O'erspiiead,  was  purg'd  by  thee;   the  lazy  seeds 
Of  servile  imitation  thrown  away, 
And  fresh  invention  planted.    TIiou  didst  pay 
The  debts  of  our  penurious  bankrupt  age: 
Licentious  thefts,  diat  make  poetic  rage 
A  mimic  fury,  when  our  bouIs  must  be 
Possest,  or  with  Anacreon's  ecstasy 
Or  Pindar's,  not  their  own;   the  subtle  cheat 
Of  sly  exchanges,  and  the  jugging  feat 
Ortwo-edg'd  words;    or  whatsoever  wrong 
By  ours  was  done  the  Greek  or  Latin  tongue. 
Thou  hast  tedeem'd;   and  open'd  us  a  mine 
Of  rich  and  pregnairt  fency;   drawn  a  line 
676 
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Of  masculine  expressiot),  which  had  good 

Old  Orpheus  seen,  or  all  the  ancient  brood 

Our  superstitious  fools  admire,  and  hold 

Their  lead  more  precious  than  thy  bumiEh.'d  g<Jd, 

Thou  hadst  been  their  exchequer,  and  no  more 

They  each  in  other's  diu^  had  search'd  for  ore. 

Thou  shalt'  yield  iio  precedence,  but  of  time. 

And  the  blind  fate  6{  language,  whose  tun'd  chioie 

More  charms  the  outward  sense;  yet  thou  may'st  daim 

From  so  great  disadvantage  greater  fame. 

Since  to  the  awe  of  thy  imperious  wit 

Our  troublesome  language  bi.ids,  made  only  fit 

With  her  tough  thick-rib'd  hoops  to  gird  about    : 

Thy  giant  fancy,  which  had  prov'd  too  stout 

For  their  soft,  melting  phrases.      As  in  time 

They  had  the  start,  so  did  (hey  cull  the  prime 

Buds  of  imiention  many  a  hundred  year. 

And  left  the  rifled  fields,  besides  the  fear 

To  couch  their  harvest;  yet  from  those  bare  land*  - 

Of  what  was  only  thine,  thy  only  hands 

(And  that  their  smallest  work)  have  gleaned  otoro 

Than  all  those  tiroes  and  tongues  could  reap  befonf. 

But  thou  an  gotu,  and  diy  strict  laws  will  be'  ■' 
Too  hard  for  liberties  in  poetry;  ' 

They  will  recall  the  goodly,  eJdl'd  train 
Of  gods  aitd  goddesses,  which  iri  thy  just  reign 
Was  banish'd  noble  poems.     Now,  with  these^i       * 
The  silenc'd  tales  i'  di'  Metamorphoses  " 

Shall  stuff  their  ^nes,  and  swell  the  windy  page}     ' 
Till  verse,  refined  by  thee,  in  this  last  age 
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Turn  ballad-rhime,  or  those  old  idds  be 
Adom'd  again  with  new  apostaey. 

Oh  pardon  me  I    that  break  with  untun'd  vetK 
Hie  revetent  silence  that  attends  thy  hearse; 
Whose  solemn,  awful  murmurs  were  to  thee. 
More  than  these  rude  lines,  a  loud  elegy; 
That  did  proclaim  in  a  dumb  eloquence 
The  death  of  all  the  arts,  whose  influence. 
Grown  feeble,    in  these  panting  numbsn  lies, 
Gasping  short-winded  accents,  and  so  dies: 
So  doth  the  swiftly-turning  wheel  ^ot  stand 
r  th'  instant  we  withdraw  the  moving  hand. 
But  some  short-time  retain  a   faint,  weak  course. 
By  virtue  of  the  first  impulsive  force; 
And  so,  whilst  I  cast  on  thy  funeral  pile 
Thy  crown  of  bays,  oh  let  it  crack  a  while, 
And  spit  disdain,  till  the  devouring  flashes 
Suck  all  die  moisture  up,  then  tnm  to  ashes. 

I  wfll  not  draw  the  envy,  to  engross 
All  thy  perfections,  or  weep  all  the  loss; 
Those  are  too  numerous  for  one  el^. 
And  this  too  great  to  be  express'd  by  me: 
Let  others  carve  the  rest;   it  shaQ  suffice, 
I  on  thy  grave  this  epitaph  incise: 
"  Here  lies  a  king  that  nil'd  as  he  thought  fit 
The  universal  monarchy  of  wit; 
Here  lies  two  flamens,  and  both  those  the  best; 
Apollo's  first,  at  last  the  true  God's  priest." 

T.  Canv 
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6yz.  The  Soul's  Errand 

(^O,  Soul,  the  Body's  guest,     ' 
^-^    Upon  a  thankless  arrant, 
Fear  not  to  touch  the  best; 
The  truth  shall  be  thy  warrant; 
Go,  since  I  needs  must  die, 
And  give  the  World  the  Itel 

Say  lo  the  Coun,  it  glows 

And  shines  Rke  rotten  Wood; 
Say  to  the  Chufch,  it  shoWs  ' 
What's  good,  and  doth  no  good; 
If  Church  and  Court  reply. 
Then  give  theiti  bod»  the  lie; 

Tell  Potentates,  they  live 

Acting'by  othera'  action. 
Not  loved  unless  thty  give. 
Not  strong  but  by  a  faction: 
If  PMentates  reply, 
Give  Potenrates'th^lie. 

Tell  men  of  high  tondltiota  ' 

That  matiage  the  Estate,  '    ' 
Their  purpose  is  ambition,     ■'' 
Their  praco<;e,  only  .hate:    ..     ,    , 
And  ifthey  once  rep.ly. 
Then'  g^ve  them'  aft  the  \]fi. 
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Tell  them  that  brave  it  most. 

They  beg  for  iliote  by  spending, 
Who,  in  their  greatest  cost. 
Like  nothing. hot  commending; 
^d  if  they  make  reply. 
Then  g^ye  them  all  the  lie. 

Tell  Zeal  it  wants  devotion; 

Tell  Love  it. is  but  lust; 
Tell  Time  it  is  but  motion; 
Tell  Fl«Bh  it  is  but  dust: 
And  wii^  them  not  n^y. 
For  thou  must  give,  the, lie. 

Tell  Age  it  dai^  wasmh; 

Tell  Ho^ur  l^ow  it  altera; 

Tell  Deauty  how  she  blasteth; 

Tell  Favour  how  it  fa|tus; 

And  af  tjiey  shall  refrfy. 

Give  ercry  one  the  lie. 

Tell  Wit  how. much  it  wtmiglw 

In  tickl^  pgints  of  niceBei;s; 
Tell  Wisdom  she  entangles 
Herself , in  qyefwifcnt^:   : 
And  ^han  they  do  reply,- 
Straig^ht  give  them  both  the  Ikb 

Tell  Phyyc  .of  her  boldness;  , 
Tell  Skill,  it  is^pretension|. 

Tell  Charity  of  coldness; 
Tell  Law  ii 
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And  as  they  do  reply. 
So  g;ive  dtcni  still  th«  -lie. 

Tdl  Tomine  of  her  blindness; 

Tdl  Nature  of  decay; 
Tell 'Friendship  of  unkindness; 
Tdl  Justice  of  delay: 
And  if  they  will  reply, 
Then  give  them  all  the  lie. 

T^  Ans  they  have  no  soundness,   ' 

But  vary  by  esteeming; 
Tell  Schools  they  want  profoundness. 
And  stind  so  much,  on  seeming. 
If  Art»  and  Schools  reply, 
Give  Alts  and  Schools  the  lie. 

Tell  faith  it's  fled  the  City; 

Tell  how  die  Countty  erreth; 
Tell  Manhood  shakes  off  pity; 
Tell  Virtue  least  preferreth; 
And  if  they  do  reply, 
Spare  not  to  give  the  lie. 

So  when  thou  hast,  as  I 

Commanded  thee,  done  blabbing,— 
Although  to  give  the  lie 
.  Deserves  no  less  than  stabbing,  — 
Yet  stab  at  thee  that  will. 
No'  stab  my  soul  can  kill  I 

Sir  W.  kattigb 
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6^2,  No  Trust  in  Time 

T   OOK  how  the  flower  which  Imgenngly  doth  fade, 

*-^    The  morning'*  darling  late,  the  summer's  queen. 

Spoiled  of  that  juice  which  kept  it  (reah  and  green. 

As  high  as  it  did  raise,  bows  low  the  head: 

R^ht  so  my  life,  contentmenta  being  dead. 

Or  in  their  contrariei  but  only  teen. 

With  swifter  speed  declines  dian  erst  it  spread. 

And  blasted,  scarce  now  shows  what  it  hath  been. 

As  doth  die  pilgrim  thecefbce,  whom  the  night 

By  darkness  would  imprison  on  his  way. 

Think  on  thy  home,  my  soul,  aod  think  aright 

Of  what  yet  rests  thee  of  life's  wasting  day  I 

Thy  sun  posts  wetcmrd,  passed  is  thy  mora, 

And  twice  it  is  not  given  thee  to  be  bom. 

y.  Drummond 

6/j.  To  Time 

"PTERNAL  Hme,  that  wasteth  without  waste! 

■'-'    That  art,  and  art  noti   diest,  and  livest  still; 

Most  slow  of  all;    and  yet  of  greatest  haste; 
Both  ill  and  good;  and  neither  good,  nor  ill; 
Hon  can  I  justly  praise  thee,  or  dispraise: 
Dark  are  thy  nights,  tnit  bright  and  clear  thy  days  I 

Both  free  and  scarce,  thou  giv'st  and  tak'st  again; 

Thy  womb,  that  all  doth  breed,  is  tomb  to  all; 
Whatso  by  thee  hath  life,  by  thee  is  slain; 

From  thee,  do  all  things  rise:  by  thee  they  fall  I 
6Ss 
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Constant,  inconstant,  moving,  standing  still; 
^ai.  Is,  Shall  Be,  do  thee  both  breed  and  kill  I 

I  lose  thee,  while  I  seek  to  find  thee  out; 

The  farther  off,  the  more  I  follow  thee; 
The  faster  hold,  the  greater  cause  of  doubt. 
fFas,  It,  I  tnotu:   but  Shall,  I  cannot  see. 
All  things  by  thee  are  measured;   thou,  by  none: 
All  are  in  thee.      Thou,  in  thyself  alone  t 

J.  W. 
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Prefixed  to  Hit  Majesty's  Instructions  to  Hit  Dearest  Son, 
Henry  the  Prince 

^"yOO  gives  not  kings  the  style  of  gods  in  vain, 
^J     For  on  His  Throne  His  sceptre  do  they  sway: 

And  at  their  subjects  ought  them  to  obey, 
So  kings  should  fear  and  serve  their  God  again. 
If  then  ye  would  enpy  a  happy  reign. 

Observe  the  statutes  of  your  Heavenly  King, 

And  from  His  Law  make  all  your  laws  to  tpring. 
Since  His  lieutenant  here  ye  should  remain: 
Reviard  the  just;    be  iteadfatt,  true,  and  plain; 

Repress  the  proud,  maintaining  aye  the  right: 

ffalk  always  so  as  ever  in  His   'sight. 
Who  guards  the  godly,  plaguing  the  profane. 

And  so  ye  shall  in  princely  virtues  shine. 

Resembling  right  your  mighty  king  divine. 

King  Jamet  /. 
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Pace  1,  Poeh  No.  1  —  Tht  lark  now  teavti  kit . 
besutifal  lyric  qnder  the  simple  title  Sang  appt 
collected  edilian  of  Divenant's  Poems,  London,   II 

Fly  henci,  ihadovi.     From  Tl 
:    acted  1»8.     Printed  1629. 


Wtcomt  day.  Sung 
Lucrtci.  presented 
S,  and  reprinted  in 

dIdous  of  the  dram- 
lal  wrolB  for  bread 
u.  Hey  wood  wrole 
amphlcl  class.  The 
was  ever  publisbed. 
slight   at  Heywood's 

H«ywood°S"no"aU 
Bt."     (Scbelllog:    A 


l4De  ly,  Start 


Pagk  3,  No.  2  — Sing  lo  Apvlh,  god  of  day.  Thi*  song  dosea 
the  Comedy  of  Midas,  being  lung  at  its  Erat  nreaentation  before 
the  •'^Quitntt  Maitsiie  ufon  Twelft  Day  at  Night,  by  Ihi  Children 
of  PauUi,"  January  6,  1S90.  It  did  not  appear  in  the  first  printed 
ed.  of  1592,  but  wis  restored  with  six  additional  songs  in  the 
second  ed.  of  the  play  by  Edward  Blunt  in  I6J2. 

Paci  3,  No.  6  —  Corydo*,  arttt,  my  Corydonl  From  Englaild'l 
Hilicon,  1600,  where  it  bears  the  signature  "  Ignoto."  Like  meet 
of  the  pieces  thus  signed  it  baa  been  atlrlbuled  to  Sir  WaHer 
Raleigh,  "  without,"  aays  Mr.  Bullen,  "  the  slightest  reason."  Line 
28,  Say:    from  loit,   aillr. 

Pack  6,  No.  7  —  Phabus,  arise.  The  text  here  followed  is  thai 
of  the  Maitland  Oub  reprint  (1832)  of  the  last  edition  (161fi)  of 
the  poems  published  during  Drnmnond's  life.  Line  4,  Rouit  Mtm- 
Koas  MOthir:  Awaken  the  dawn  from  Che  dark  earth  and  the  elotida 

m 
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Tfala  ii  one  of  that  limited  cUu  of  ttrJj  iii]rtlu 
onablf  interpreled  s>  npresentationi  of  oitiinl 
I  in  tlic  old  mythologr  is  (lie  mother  of  MetDDoa 
of  Titbonui  (the  ippearancet  of  Earth  and  Sfcr 

'"  't.  Pal 

e  27,  By 

,9  ujTn    i^diiiiiK.,    dauebter   of   the 

-,    .    -n  the   vale  of  Tempe.      Line  JO, 

Wktn  too  tluju  dul  to  Rimu  atpiar:  Cf.  Livy  UTiiL  il  (of  tbc 
Second  Punic  Wir,  B.  c.  Z0«.  ^  In  civitate  tanto  dumniW  btiti 
totticila  .  .  .  mulia  froditia    nHntiabanlitr  .  .  .  tl    Alba    i 


\A  BBC  and  grayness.    J.F.  T._  Pal- 


14.    B.  c.  204).     Cf.  also  FUny,  NBtural  HiiloTH.  II.  Z 
lated  by  Pbilemon  Hollands      Ovce  and  besides,  mai 


d  again  ii 

.  31;   thu 


I  fieiy  wbtela. 

Line   4S,    The  clouds  btipangie  wilh  brigkl   gold  thrir   blur: 
Palstave  in  Tht  Goldrn  Triaiury  for  the  last  three  lines  lol 


Mr.  Quiller^Toacli  in  Tht  Coldtii  Pomp  followa  Mr.  Palgnive'e  exr 
ample,  and  expresses  his  opinion  that  the  ending  in  the   1616  teil 

pnbti^ed  Oxford  Book   of  English    Vtrs*  he   reatores  the  originil 
endinc  of  the  text  as  it  la  printed'  berc. 


cmt   by   th4   woy. 
"This  lovely  poem," 
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Muu,  and  ehow;  hia  lyrio  gcaiua  at  its  but.  It  is  pCTbapi  tbo 
oldest  set  of  woria  eituit,  to  the  air,  '  Hry  iultie  ttaltit '—  the 
war-note  Boandcd  for  the  Bruce  on  the  field  of  Baanochbura  and 
tamiliariied  to  every  one  by  Burns's  'Scots  wha  kar/  From  allu- 
sions to  the  tune,  Dunbar  and  other  poets  prior  to  Montgoaierie, 
we   conclude    that  it    eiyoyed    a    rare   pojiularily.      Gavin    Uouglsi 

Btralls'    of  his  day  in  the  foUowiug  litstt  of  '  Tki  Protaut  t>l  Ih* 


As  meiistrallig  playing,  Thi  joly  dtty  flpv  dawis."  '.    ' 

Line  13,  Tht  turtle  that  true  ii.  Compare,  "  At  doth  the  turtle  for 
fur  make,"  in  Montgomerio'a  poem  -He  Bid4  Adieu  to  Hit  MiilnOH. 
The  turtie-tlove  became  celebrated  for  the  constancy  of  ita  sffectiom 
Indeed,  the  billins  and  cooms  "  of  the  pigeon  baa  passed  into  ■ 
ptovetb.     Compan:  Catullus: 

Nee  tantum  nivco  gsviss  est  ulla  columbo 

—  Carm.  Ixviii.,   125,   126. 
Piopertius: 

Ezemplo  junctK  tibi  sint  in  amore  ccdumbie     - 
Masculus   et   totum   femina,  conju^um. 

Verus  amor  nullum  novit   habere  modum. 
And  Martial: 

Basia  me  capiunt  blandss  imitata  columbas. 


Roland's' 

Fra   that   they  knew  tbat  be  wa  Venus  tone 
—  Bk. 

Pice  11,  No.   U—Whal  bird  la  tiugi,  yel  to  doei  i 

Ne»  Year's  Eve  or  Day  of'chriBtmSB, 'lS81-2.'''Line  S,  I 
Jing.  "  The  nightingale's  Bong,  being  full  of  fich  varie 
termed  prick-song  by  old  writers.      So  they   speak  of  I. 


opposition  to  plain -song,  where  descant  rested 
" (Chappell.)    Xine   7.  Note  at  heaven' 


wings.     The  comparison  has  been  made  of  this  line  to  the  opening 
woiSi  of  Shakespeare's  long  in  Cymbsline,  ii.    3.   21.      (See  p.   I, 


—  ,.  .  gale  the  ctaps  hir 
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Saiiiii,  i82?."""(R.  W«™ick"  Bond.) 

pAU  11,  No.  J2~Sfriiit,  Ih*  twitt  Sprint,  "  "i*  yeor't  plra- 
■•It  KtHf.  From  SuMmtr-t  laa  IfiU  and  Tttlamtnt,  1600.  Line 
5,  The  polm  md  May,  etc.  S«  note  lo  Hemcli-a  Corimj-i  Mas- 
ing   (p.  24>   "0.  rf)    for  this  aM  cuMom  of  Ma;   Os;. 

Page  11,  No.  Xi—Frtih  Spring,  tbc  kmU  of  loWi  mirklj 
KiHt.     From  Ibc  Amarttii,   t»S,  SonoM  Ux.     <See  note  to  No. 

Pace  13.  No.  14  —  7A>  leolt  uaior.  that  bud  aid  bloom  farlk 
bringi.  Line  1.  Saolt:  sweet.  Line  10,  Smalt:  trnaH.  Line  11, 
Uingi:    minElea. 

iijiit  have  I  tttn. 

.    _    _      ..      ..9.      Line    S,    Hact: 

npoun.  MBlone  here  eiptains  rack  to  be  the  fleeting  motion  oi 
the  clouds:  it  more  properly  means  tbe  cloods  themKlTes  morifl) 
before  tbe  wind.    CI.  Kiting  in  The  Bill  Buoy: 

When  |he  unoking  acud  i>  blown 

And  the  greasy  wmd^rncit  lowers. 

Paoi  14.  No.  16  —  Btauty,  nreit  Lain,  ii  like  tht  morning  dim. 
In  Dr.  Grosart's  ed.  of  Daniel's  tforki,  this  sonnet  ii  onmbered  1..  i 
though  in  earlier  editions  it  is  assigned  xliii.  in  Delia,  1S9Z.  Tbe  ■ 
date  of  publication  of  these  sonnets  one  year  after  thoae  of  Sid' 
oe^s,  dasses  thair  anthor  with  the  latter  poet  as  a  pioneer  in  tbe 
expcrioient  of  a  literarr  fashion  which  shares  with  the  drama  tlte 
gloriea  of  tbe  Age  that  left  them  unexcelled.  Line  2,  Refreih: 
lefreshing.  Lines,  Flanritk:  flourishing,  i.e.  to  blossom.  Line  11. 
And  Umt,  in  Beauty's  Lease:  In  the  ed.  of  1594  appear*  ■  later 
TCnion  of  these  concluding  lines: 

When  tine  has  made  a  passport  of  thy  fears. 

Paled  in  Age,  the   Kalends  of  our  death. 

But  ah)    no  morel     This  hath  tieen   often  told. 

And  women   grieve  to  think  they  must  grow  old. 

Piuu  14,  Na  17— Ifkdi  daffadili  btgin  to  peer.  Autolntu' 
aong  in  The  IVinter'a  Taie,  1611;  act  n.  ac.  J.  In  the  text  of  the 
plajr  an  Interjected  sentence  and  two  more  sttnia*  follow  the  three 


It  shall  I  g 


ITiepalf  moon  shines  by  night; 


wander  here  and  there, 
nost  go  right. 


And  In  the' stocks  avouch  It 
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Pagi  is.  Mo.  IS  — Fair  is  my  hvt  for  Aprii'i 
Perimtdes  Ifc.  Blacksmith,  1S88.  In  Morley'i  Fi 
eals   (1594)   there  ii  a  madrigal  with  the   alanza 


But  ID  her  heart  »  cold  Deccmb 

_..r ,   —  -he  Mvia  Uadrigaleica,  i 

trarulated  from  a  foreign  oiiginml.     Linf  ~  * " 

grass  beari  grain,  and,  The  rack  will  ivear,  wasnea  imtn  a  w 

roM,  are  piOTCrba.     Compare  (be  opening  linea  of  Greene'i 


atiention,    sipied   "  M.    T.,"  pnWirfied  in   Tfi«  Paradise   of  Dainly 
Dttritis,  beginning: 

The  tfurdj  rock  tor  all  hii  itrength, 

The   marble   stone   is  oierced,  al    Wgth, 
With   little   dropi   oi  driuling   rain. 

,  from  the  first  collected 
feims,  Ulaagow.   1870. 

Song  ii.  in  ^urot 
Line  4,  Lrman;    fi 

Pacs  13,  No.  22  —  Asi  me  why  1  leng  jbu  here.  This  long 
ha>  been  attributed  to  both  Carew  and  Herrick,  but  it  claimed  on- 
reservedtr  for  Herrick  in  GrosaM's,  Palgrsve's,  and  Pollard's 
editions  of  the  poet.  Quiller-Couch  in  his  Golden  Pomp  eayi,  **  I 
have  uied  Carew's  text  which  appcan  to  me  superior ;  "  but  on 
numining  the  same  editor's  "  Orford  Boek  of  Enghsh  Verse  "  there 
IS  discovered  hia  me  of  the  accepted  lent  from  the  Hesfiridii,  1648, 
vhich  aeems  to  leave  no  doubt  as  to  his  Goal  opinion  of  the  aulbor- 
sh^  I  append  the  reading  of  tbe  fiisl  stanza  of  Carew'a  lext, 
in  wbieb  tfie  variaota  are  mostlr  conlained: 

AA  oie  why  I  send  you  here 

This  firstling  of  (he  infant  year? 

Ask  me  why  I  send  to  you 

This  Primrose,    all   bepearl'd  with   dewf 

I  straight  whiapcr  to  your  ears: 

The  sweet!  of  lore  are  washed  with  tears.  ' 

P*OB  W,  No.  24  -  /(  felt  nton  a  holly  eve.  From  The  Shepherd's: 
CaUader:  Augait  (1S79).  ''^Perigot  mskclb  all  bit  soni  in  nralae 
of  his  love,  to  wliom  Willy  answereth  every  under  verae. 
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NOTES    ■ 

GloiM  apon  the  Calendar.y     In  Ibe  original  ediHon  tbe  a 
Peritot   and   Willy   were  printed   alternately   ihrougbout   th 

Line  8,  SfUl:    peri^     Line  9,  BilliboKi:    Bill,  ii  ftonne, 

ponnd,   the  revene  of  the  niore  usual   Bonibell  of  the  next  Terse 

iSchelling).  Line  15,  Sayt:  skirt  of  coane  material  Line  14, 
ray  ti  grtelt :  gray  denote*  weeping  or  mourning.  Line  21,  Worn)  .- 
mad.  Line  27,  Ravdi:  Took  a  gUnce  or  roving  shot  at;  cf.  "At 
marks  lull  forty  scort  ihiy  nsid  la  prick  and  rove."  Drajton'a 
PolyaUnon.    Song  n.vi.     Line  3S,   Lithlsam*  leirin:    brilliant   light- 

niog.     Line  «,  CryiJ*;    pierced.    Line  45,  Ra»"('       '       '^— 

S5,  ThM:    the  illc.  i.e.,  the  same.     Line  56,  you 


PiGi  21,  No.  25  —  On  a  day  —  afrtct  Iht  daj.  From  Lov'i 
Labour't  Lost,  act  iv.  k.  3.  This  sonnet  of  Domaia't  wai  also  pub- 
lished in  Thi  Patsianali  Pilgrim.  JS99,  and  England't  HiHcon, 
ISOO.  Line  i.  Passing  fair:  Fairholt  calls  attention  to  the  use  of 
this  phrase  in  Lyly's  Sapka  and  Phoo,  1584;  "  /  (lar  me,  fair  b«  a 
ward  loo  fattl  for  a  fact  »  passing  fair,  act  ii.  sc.  1.  Line  6. 
'Can  paisagi  find:  in  Dr.  Fumeia*^  Variarum  td.  of  Shakesptari 
the  reading  is  "  can  passage  find.'*  The  early  English  poetH  used  can 
for  'gan  or  began.  "  Gan,"  says  Dr.  Furness,  "  is  surely  out  of 
{dace  in  the  present  Hoe."     (Ibid.  vol.  nv.,  p.  171.) 

PaoE    23,    No.    27  —  Littit   think'st   than,    poor  Seartr.      tint   IB, 

Jne  2,  The  god 

r .,   , .hraugh   the   oir: 

Dr.  Grosart  points  out  the  similarity  of  this  figure  with  Mitton's 
"timed  clouds"  in  the  Nalii-ity,  line  146.  Line  2S,  Beads:  prayers. 
Une  32,  "  Dtvotinn  eifft  each  house  a  bough,"  etc.  It  is  an  andent 
cnstom  in  Devon  and  Cornwall  to  deck  (he  porches  of  houses  with 
boughs  of  sycamore  on  a  May-day.  For  a  full  account  of  the  May- 
dav  customs  alluded  to  in  this  poem  see  Brand's  Popular  Antiquities, 
vol.  i.,  n,  212.  The  last  stania  is  In  the  same  spirit  with  Catullus 
HCth   Catfnen. 

fraCE  27,  No.  29  —  This  day  Dame  Nalurt  teemed  in  love.  "  This 
rtece,"  says  Dr.  Hannah,  in  his  edition  of  the  Poems  of  Sir  Henty 
Wolton,  '■is  inserted  in  Walton's  Angler  (pp.  60,  61.  ed.  16S5), 
with  some  introductory  remarks  which  T  shalf  quote  at  some  leogth. 
•  My  neit  and  last  example  shall  he  that  ander.valuer  of  money, 
the  late  Provoai  of  Eton  Collcdg,  Sir  Henry  (Voiion,  <a  man 
with  whom  I  have  often  fished  and  convers'd),  a  man  whose  for- 
raign  Imploymenls  in  the  service  of  Chii  Nation^  and  whose  lift- 
riince,  learning  wi(.  and  chterfulnesse  made  bis  company  to  be 
eiteemed  one  of  the  delights  of  mankind;  this  man,  —  whose  very 
approbation  of  Angling  were  Hifhcienl  to  convince  any  modesl 
<%nnirer  of  it,  — tliis  man  waa  also  a  most  dear  lover,  and  i 
frequent  practlser  of  the  Art  of  Angling;  of  which  he  would  sir, 
'Tteas  an  Imployment  for  hti  idle  lime,  which  was  (then)  npl  idh 
tfcBt;  for  angling  was,  after  tedious  Study.  A  reel  la  his  mini, 
i  cheertr  of  fctj  spirtis,  a  devotion  of  todnisii,  a  calmer  of  uh^iwI 
Ihougktt,  a  moderator  of  pa'sions,  a  procurer  of  conlenledneisi: 
and,  that  it  begOl  habits  of  peace  and  patience  in  those   thai  prtfiil 
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md  fraciWd  il.  —  Sir.  this  was  Ihe  aaying  of  that  Learned  mam 
and  I  do  easily  beliene  that  piarr  andpatiinci,  and  a  calme  canteni 
did  cohabit  in  the  cheerful  heart  of  Sif  He»ry  Wolton,  because  I 
know,  that  when  bee  was  beyond  seventy  yeares  of  age,  hee  made 
this  discriplion  of  a  part  of  the  present  pleasure  that  tiassest  him, 

a  description  of  the  Spring,  which,  because  it  glides  as  soft  and 
■weetly  from  hit  pen,  a*  that  Rivec  does  now  b;  which  it  was  then 
made,  I  shall  repeat  anto  you.'  " 

There  are  three  extant  texts  of  the  poem:  i..  as  in  the  Complete 
Angler;  iL.  MS.  Rawl.  poet.  147,  p.  4?;  iii.,  Archbishop  Sancroffs 
US.  Tarn.  46S,  fol.  fil  va.  The  title  given  is  "On  the  Spring," 
in  both  MS5,  and  signed  Ss.  H.  Wolton.  The  text  here  followed 
is  collated  from  the  rarious  readings.  Line  7,  Thert  stood  vty 
friind:    Dr.    Hannah   laya.    "the   h'  '  '  -      •  ■     •■ 


Thi  Fhtighman't  Sent,   but  wbi»i  oublished  in  EngU 
' —     ■'   d  Phillida   and  Corydon.   whic"    -- 


Elvilham    U    Hampihire.    by    the    Right 
■■      ■     ■    ■        -  -      .It   was,  then    entitled 

led^by 


Dr.    Grosart    i , „.    .,    

lesding   of   the   Cosent   MS.      In  Prof.    Schelling'a  Boo*   o/  Eliia- 
iilkan  Lyric4  the  following  couplet  is  included,  beginoins  Ime  3; 

With   a   troop   of  damiels   plai^ng 
Forth  tbe  wood,  fonooth  i-Mayins. 

Pace   Z9,    No.   31— SiWer,   a 


JIETR. 


'hifm- 

tyisl 

From 

«„,., 

goes. 

From 

fOKth  ol  May. 

From 
extract 

Paoe  jo.  No.  33  — Ji  natthillit  . 
the  Shiphird't  Catitidari  May:  Bu 
Quiller-Couch.  in  his  Golden  Pom 
few  instances  In   which  I   have  ve 

from  a  long  poem  and  present  it  as , 

action   has   proved  ao   successful   for   bis  pucpose   >   iu>c   iuuuweu 
Ilia  example  here. 

P«GE  31,  No,  35- Woio  the  Iviiy  sprint,  etc.  From  Fletcher'* 
Tragidy  of  Valenlinian,  produced  1618-19. 

Paoi  33,  No.  37  —  Landau,  to  tJiee  I  do  prtsni.  From  Tht 
Knighi  of  the  Burning  Pestle,  played  I6I1I-II;  printed  1613. 
Line  56,  Hty  for  aur  loainl  On  May-day  it  was  Ihe  custom  for  one 
village  to  contend  with  another  in  dancing  matches.  "Hey  for  our 
toam  "  was  the  cry  raised  on  such  occasions.  Cf.  Lyrict  frntn  Eli*- 
abilhm  Song-bookj,  ed.   1887,  p.  68: 

Then  all  at  once  for  our  town  crlea!  ' 
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NOTES 

Un«  59,  To  Hogtilan  or  to  IVnviia£it>n.- 


I,    paiticularly    'pre  otic 


■Dd  their  .weetheartt     They  were:  note 

d'-for" 

calu 

cream: 

For 

Hodgsdon.  U) 

cakes  anj  ere 

ngton,  and  T 

For 

m  had  then 

all  r. 

csort. 

Page  35, 

So.  38  ~V™ 

tuck  rrcalvr 

icyi 

.     Primed 

In  the  first 

f  Delia,  1592 

\f 

S<:hflliiig-a 

commenl    (J 

oak°orEllobi 

'..* 

om' 

i>   note  to 

this    Ode: 

Lowell    ii..Un 

P'. 

iel.' 

called  by  William  Browne. 

uid  noble   d 

derslo 

d  i 

"is" 

day  a.   ia 

our*.'    He 

dds  of  Danfel 

■His  poetic 

atyle 

IS  m 

ainly 

as  modern 

as  that  of  T 

enny»on.'__5An 

keifeare  Oltc 

Mor 

'orfci.  111., 

._..  _.jd  ibid.,  IV.,  2B0."  Line  11,  Bereaven:  taken  away  by  violence, 
a  by-fonn  of  bereaved  formed  on  the  analogy  of  strong  verbs. 
(SchelUng.)  Line  23,  One  bird  reporte;  -  Samuel  Daniel  ...  has 
beautifully   applied  Che   word   rttart  —  which  was  a  techoical  term 

the  piping  of  birds  la  the  woods."  (Siibiey  Lanier.  Sliaittpeart 
and   His  Forirunncre,   vol.   II.,    p.    45.) 

Pace  36,  No.  39  —  Under  the  ereenmood-tret.  From  act  iL  x. 
5  of  As  You  Like  It.  Line  3.  And  (urn  his  merry  note:  There 
bas  been  much  controversy  among  Shakespearian  editors  over  the 
reading  of  turn  instead  of  'urn  in  (hisone  of  the  best  of  the  Ereat 

Verona,  act  v.  8C.  4,  -'And  to  the  i 
tune  my  dislresiei."  "  To  turn  a  tun, 
■till  a  current  pbnse  among  vulitar 
roborates  him  from  observation  in 
Durham,  where  he  uyi  Che  phraie 
"To  'lurn  a  note'  means  only  to 
Locrine.  1595:    'When  he  sees  that  n 

erne  hii  note  and  smg  another  tone. 
St  note  o(  Dyce'i,  addsr  -Even  gi 
be  no  atisolute  necessity  for  change 
tMm  his  merry  moti  tatf  mean  adapt 

Shot.,  vol.  viiL,  p.  94.)  Line  10,  An. 
"live  i'  the  junr  is  to  labour  and  "i 
or  w'toBi  ogert  sub  dio;  for  by  lyini 
get  the  food  they  eati'  (Toilet.)  J 
ducdame:  due  ad  Uu,  that  is,  bring  i 
due  ad  me  were  right.  Amiens  woold 
and  been  put  off  with  ».'  Greeli  invoa 
coined  for  lAe  nonce.  Wc  have  her 
seme,  and  one  for  rhyme.'     Indeed,  » 

former.     I  read,  Ducdami,  Duidami. 

as  he.  An'  if  he  will  come  to  Ami.  That  is,  to  Amiens,  (/fiiti  — 
me.  B.)  Jacques  did  noC  mean  to  ridicule  himself."  (Farmer.) 
"  I  have  recently  met  with  a  passage  in  an  uncoUatcd  MS.  of  the 
Ciiion  of  Piers  Plowman  in  ihe  Boflrian  Library,  which  goes  far  lo 
prove  that  Duedami  is  the  burden  of  an  old  song,  an  eKpUnation 
which  exactly  agrees  with  its  position  in  Che  song  of  Jacques.  Ttie 
paaaage  ia  as  follows:  .'  Thomee  Set  ther  some.  And  sunge  at  the 
694 
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hIe,   And   helpen   tn   erye  tliat 
MS.      Rawl.  FoM,    137,   f.   6. 

half  altre   with   Duiadam-mi-ine.' — 

To  show  that    this   is  evidently   in- 

tended   for  the  burden  of  a  i 

lOng.  we  need  only  compare   it    with 

the   printed    edition:     'And    holpen 

ere   this    half  acre   with  Hoi«, 

Irolly  lolls.'     Pi'",  PtouKhman.  ed. 

Wright,  p.  124.     MaltinB  Mow. 

between  the  appearance  of  Pi, 

""p/o»Bftmon'1,nT^'l  *o«   Likf\ 

Is  there   too   great  a  dilterenc 

e  between  Ouiadam-me-me  and  Due- 

da^e  to  warrant  my  belief  th: 

it  the  latter  js  a  legitimate  descendant 

mind  that  the  commentators  have  not  produced  any  old  word  equally 
near  it  in  their  dissertations  on  its  meaning."  (HslHwell,  in  Shake, 
speare  Society  Papers,  1844.  vol.  i.,  p,  109.)  For  these  opinions 
fam  indebted  to  Dr.  Furneis,  Variorum  Skakispcare.  vol.  viii., 
pp.  9?-98. 

Pace  37,  No.  AO  — Gather  ye  rosebuds  wkilt  ye  may.  Printed 
in  mil'i  Rtcreaiiva,  1650.  Set  to  music  by  William  Lawes  in 
PUyfordS  Second  Book  of  Ayrei,  1653.  Lilie  many  other  poets 
of    the    period,    Herrick's    opening    lines    are    taken    direct    fcoiD 


At    it    ftll    uiOK    n    rfnv.       Frnm    !..„„.     ,, 


^PAm    38,    No.    *\~_AtJt  ftll  MpiTH   a   day.     From    Potnu:    In 


.  .._   jO   r^rettul   a    _. 

immortal  lyric.  "Our  firstborn  Keats."  Mr.  Swinburne  names 
hmi,  which  Prof.  Sohetling  explains  as  "probably  in  allusion  to 
bis  proficiency  in  the  heplasyllabic  Irochucs  of  this  poem,  a  fa- 
»Oriie  measure  with  Keats."  There  is  something  I  think  more 
Internal  and  personal  than  the  mere  technique  of  his  versea 
which  makes  Sim  the  literary  father  of  Crashaw,  and  literary 
(randfather   of   Keats;     for   there    are,    perhaps,    no    three    English 

rich  garments  of  an  abundant  vocabulary,  soared  so  hi^  in  the 
same  realms  of  melodious  diction  as  these  three.  A  longer  version 
was  included  in  the  Sonneit  to  Sundry  Notes  of  Mutic,  appended 
to  The  Passionate  Pilgrim,  1599,  A  collection,  made  by  the  piratical 
publisher.  William  fsggard,  of  some  gennme  sonnets,  etc,  by 
Shakespeare,    and   other  writers,  all  credited,  by  the  title  page,  to 

Diveri  Humours  and  appended  to  The  Encomwd  of  Lady  Peainia; 
Br  the  Ptaiie  of  Money,  the  last  book  of  verses  written  by  Barn- 
field.  Line  14,  Term,  fereu:  for  the  meaning  of  this  cry  see  the 
note  to  Sidney's  The  Nifhiingale  (No.  79).  Line  23,  PoHdion: 
Philomela's  fatlier. 

Paoe  40,  No.  43  — Tftnj,  thui  begin  the  yearly  ritei.  This  is 
Ihe  opening  hymn  in  the  Masque,  Pan's  Anniversary:  or.  The 
Sktpherd's  Holy  day.  The  date  and  place  of  performance  are 
oneeHain.  Mr.  Fleay  suggests  it  was  written  (01  King  James' 
nnhdsy,  June  19.  in  the  FoHo  of  lfi40  the  month  f>  not  dated, 
695 
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mf."     (ScbeUinft.) 

42,    No.   45  — Curt  our  cafi  and  carat  oirav.      From    Beg- 

outlawry  and'  ii^veniure  to  wbicb'  the  play  holdi. 


Pace  43,  No.  47— .  __..   ,...  _. 

of    Falenltman     atX.    v.    sc.    8,    acted    aboat    1S16:    printed    : 
Lyons,  an  epithet  of  Bacchui. 

Paoi  44,  No.  48  — r^B  me,  dtartst,  vAai  it  lovif  From  TU 
Captain.  1647.  act  ii.  ic.  2.  Thts  lyrical  dialogue,  with  its  refrain 
for  both  voices,  has  been  adapted  from  the  less  beautiful  form  in 
•«t    iiL,  of  The  Knighl  of  the  Burning  Peitle,  1613. 


Fi 

T& 

No.   50 
las  Grea 

;.?'/. 

«bb 

:;f.s;,' 

fhal  gt 
Kindj. 

MIe 

nakti. 

s   Re 

«96 

No.   !1 

—  There  ii 

lew,    and 

in  her 
RBben 

ace._ 
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Vale,  WOB.  "Cherry  Ripe"  was  a  popalsr  Street  cry  ot  the  age. 
Compare  Herrick's  poem  of  tbe  nme  title,  and  Tanson's  Tki  Nevi 
Cry.  Mr.  Erskiae,  in  bis  Itudv  of  Tkt  Etiiabttkaii  Lync  (3d.  ed.i 
1905),  saya  of  this  poem:  "The  unity  of  the  poem  is  secured  by 
the  tefram  describing  her  lips  — 'cheity  ripe/  Each  alanza  pic- 
tares  some  feature  of  the  Isdy'i  beauty,  but  always  in  relation  to 
her  lips.  In  some  respeds  the  song  represents  the  highest  skill 
of  tha  triadrigal  writersj  its  theme  1*  eittiemely  slight,  but  i 
effect  is  one  of  richoeas  without  superfluity  and  of  •—>«»•»  nit 


fMtt  47.  No.  S3  — «  M  Iht  tini¥td  and  Levr  ntrt  yoimg.  TJiii 
Rtply  to  Marlawe'i  ditty  appeared  in  Enrianifj  ffiiicom,  lAOO. 
ncned  ".Tgqola,"  and  the  evidence  that  RaleiKh  wrote  it  is  con- 
taliled  in  a  fa'ulous  jtassage  in  the  Camplele  Anglir:  "As  1  left 
this  Jilace,  and  entered  into  the  next  field,  a  second  pleasote  en- 
tertamed  rat.  nVas  a  handsome  milkmaid,  that  had  not  yat  at- 
tuned So   mncii  age  and  wisdom  is  to  load  her  mind  with  any 
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!  .l>lM,a   nisbiin- 


idc  by  Sir  Waller  Ralciih  in  t 
ition  of  Ihc  busier  wJton  [a: 


the  kcoikI   __ 

B    broad-sbect -~ ui    cxiia    penuiumsic    suuua    in    Dotii    ^eng    ana 

Rtfly. 

Pjtct  4S,  No.  54  —  yg  Jiltli  birdi  that  til  and  nnc.  From  Tht 
pair  Maid  of  tht  Exchange.  1607.  Tbe  authorabip  of  tbia  pUr 
is  unknown.  In  Mr.  Quillcr-Coucb's  Gvtdm  Pamf  he  aitribulo  tt 
to  Hcywood,  without  question,  ihou^  the  conEcnaui  of  critical  opin- 
ion \t  againsc  the  claim.  Mr.  FIcajF  hai  alternately  claimeo  it 
for  Lewis  Machln  and  Jervaii  MarlihaBL  (Biografhical  Ckranidt 
«f  Tht  Eniliik  Drama.  1[J..  319,  3Z9.) 

Page  50,  No.  %S  —  A  blilht  mj  bii»ny  country  tatt.  Proa  Rom- 
StHl,  1590.  "  About  mid-dinner,  tg  nuk*  tbem  nwrry,  Coridon 
came  ia  with  an  old  crowd,  and  plaid  there  a  fit  ol  micth  to 
which  he  tuns  tbia  pleaunt  song:     A  blitht,"  etc. 

P*oi  SI,   No,  S6  —  Uy  tnu-love  h»th  my  ktart,  etc     Tbia  dMy 

first  appeared  iti  Puttenbam'a  Art  of  En/fyh  Poelry,  1589,  to  illiu- 
(rale  the  Epimonf,  or  the  love  burdfn.  Tbe  folbwinj  year  it 
vaa  iniertcd  in  the  Arcadia,  with   the   six   additional   tinea  qnoted 


rounded    w 

It  in  oit  his  hurt  did 
in  thin  rbange  aoughJ 

In  this  sonnet   form  •■«■  n-fnin    <■ 

Groaart,  in  bis  Inin 

of  Spcnaer^s  Works,  vol.  iv.,  p.  xxxvi.,   says  vi  inia  amy;      --  tjui- 

side  the  magical  circle  of  Shaketpeare,  I. cannot  find  the  truth  and 

tenderness  of  this  *ong  anywhere  equalled  imoni  our  Elizabethaa 

Pace  SZ,  No.  57  — Fsiol  Amarist,  ulutl  datt  thoa  Ihmi.  Dr. 
Gn^rt,  in  bis  ed.  of  Sidney**  CampUtt  Pectin,  vol.  II..  hi  a 
note  to  Wte  Thin)  I>nision.  p.  2£,  Hvi:  "I  giye  Itie  headintt  of 
PmnUi  from  PinihurtI  end  K'itton  <pan>iea  fat  thouchts  —  Hnii- 
It;  W.  S^  to  such  of  tbe  Cerii  of  Sidney's  as  has  not  been  hitherto 
broaght  under  the  otber  divisioRi,  etc."  The  sixth  hi  this  diTtBoa 
li  W^biufStug',  wbkb  he  sUtas  Is  from  MS,  CelttKi  Poithmaa, 
p.  327. 

Piei  M.  Mo.  SS — Pai»  to  lemltnt,  I  i*iid  myt*tf  U  write. 
From  tbe  PbOKiy  Neil;  1S9J. 

PaoB  54,  No.  59  - 
poem  was  copied  from  tbe  Cogens  M^.  b 
fai  his  ed.  of  Bwlon.  in  Ckrrlsty  IVortI 
DalFodili  -nd  PriMrtit,.    A»  ihe  US.  cc 
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of  Sidney,  it  is  ninniMd  thai  the  date  of  writing  nast  be  ■hartly 
nfter  liii.  Mr.  Bullcn  quotes  Ibia  poem  in  Ihe  Inlroduclion  to 
bis  Lyrici  /ram  Eliiabelhan  Romancei,  and  aayi:  "  There  can  be 
no  harm  In  quoling  here  one  little  poem,  a  description  o!  love- 
nwking   in    the  ^appy  days   of,  pastoral   simplicity    when    girls  did 

not    learned   to   dissemble.      Whether   there   wai   eyer   such   a  time, 

stop  to  enquire.  The  old  poets  loTed  to  talk  about  it."  Line  6, 
Smeiinge:  sweet  one.  Line  19,  Sunny  beam:  Pro{.  Scbelling 
thinks  that  here  Ihe  text  is  apparently  corrupt. 

Pagi  56,  No.  60  —  Turn  oil  thy  thtmgkti  to  tyti.  From  Cam- 
pioti'*  Fourth  Bock  of  Airs,   1617. 

Face  S7,  No.  62  —  If  I  fritly  can  discover.  From  Jonwm's 
Tht  Poelasttr,  1601.  Bell,  in  hii  Songi  of  tht  DramaliHi,  p.  llj, 
suggests  the  genu  of  this  song  to  be  in  the  fallowing  quotation 
from  Martial's  Epigrtmi,  i,,  58: 

Qnalem,    Flacce.    velim    oukHs,    nolitnve   puelism? 

mud,  quod  medium  est,  atque  inter  ntmmque,  _prob»nus. 
Nee  Tola,  quod  crucial;  nee  volo,  quod  latiat. 
Uoe  II,  Sht  fAmJd  bi  allowtd  htr  fassions:  "Professor  Winchester 
reminds  me  of  the  wonderful  realiiation  of  the  ideal  of  this  stanza 
by  Sbalcespeare  in  the  '  infinite  variety  '  of  his  Cleopatra."  (Prof. 
Scbdlina  ui  A  Book  of  EliiabilhaH  Lyria.)  Line  13,  Froward:  In 
sense  of  wilfnl.     Line  \9,  Dtlicalts:   chaTni& 

Paob  5S,  No.   63  — Jfoi'd, 
A    lund/„l  ef   Pleaiant  DeU: 

Robinson  in  USA.  The  full  uue  given  in  ine  omciiioHy  is:  .4 
Proptr  fVoomt-Song,  intilulid.  Maid,  B/ill  ye  lave  mt,  yea  or  not 
to  tbe  tune  of  Tht  Mcrchanft  Daughlir  went  over  Ihe  Fitld. 
I  have  followed  Mr.  Quiller-Couch's  text  and  omitted  the  four 
concluding  stanias. 

Paoe  59,  No.  6A  —  Love  tn  my  boiom,  like  a  bee.  Prom  Roto- 
lind,  1590-  "A  charming  picture  in  the  purest  style  of  the  later 
ItsiiUan  RensisBsnce."  (Palgrave.  in  The  Golden  Trtanry,  Fir« 
Serlea.)  Line  34.  I  like  of  thee:  I  am  pleased  with  thee.  Com- 
pare; "  You  have  been  balder  in  my  house  than  I  could  well  like 
of."  —  Middleton,  A  Chatie  Maid  in  Ckeapside,  Bullen's  Ed.,  vol.  v. 

Pagi  60,  No.  6S  — Shall  I  till  you  ivhom  I  lovtT  Prom  SritiM' 
Hi'o'j  Prntorait.  Bk.  li.,  sonr  2,  lines  193-322.  "That  this  charm- 
ing song  was  rightly  appreciated  as  it  circnUted  in  MS.  among  the 
poefs  friends  is  dear  from  sllusions  to  it  by  John  Olney  in  his 
Tenes  orefined  to  Bronme's  Shepherd's  Pipe,  1614.  It  has  been  set 
to  niii«c  by  Dr.   5.    S.  Wesley.^'    (Gordon   Goodwin.) 

Pas*  61,  No.  66  —  II  wot  a  lover  and  hit  lait.  From  At  YoH 
IMie  It,  im.  act  T.  sc.  3. 

<99 
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Paoi  62.  No.  67  —  Telt  m*  ibaK  ttilful  shtfhtrd  jvdih.  FTom 
DiirtDn'9  PeilOTaU,  tbt  Nimh  Echgae.  The  roundelay  ii  a  dia- 
logue between  two  ibepherds,  Motto  and  Perldnj    (lie  first  bpeakiog 

the  laat  line  of  the  liitb  etania  ceads,  To  crown  thy  Syl.:  Sylvia, 
in   wboBC   praise  the  song    is   nude. 

Pao£    63,    No.    6S  —  "  Hty,    dovin    c 
From  England'!  Hiiicon,  1600,  where  i 

Page  64,  No.  69  —  O  miitrejj  mitii,  whtri  art  jou  toamimtt 
From  Twtlflk  Night,  1601,  aci  ii.  sc.  3.  ChanpeU  (L  209)  »ts  Um 
■ong  was  printed  in  both  editioDi  of  Morley'a  Ctmtart  Leaant, 
1599  and  1611.  It  also  appeared  in  Queen  Eli*abitk't  Virgjnai 
Boot.  1603,  arranged  by  wTliiam  Byrd.  On  this  aasumptton  Dree 
says;  "  A>  it  ia  to  be  found  in  print  in  1599,  it  proves  eilber  thit 
Twelfth    Night    was   written    in    or   before    (hat   year,    or    that,    in 

■n  old  song  introduced  inio  the  play."  Line  11,  Sweet-and-tmentjr 
a  phraK  of  endearment.  For  commentaries  of  this  phrase  see 
Dr.   FumeiB'   Variorom  Bd.  Shakespeare,  vol.  liii.,  pp.  114-15-16. 

Pagi  65,  No.   70  —  Brotm   ii  my   loi 

Second  Book  sf  Musica  Tranaalfina,    1 

"  The  titles  of  Yonge's    two  collecilone  show  t 
well  as  the  music  were  originally  Italian." 

toon    ihonid    matt*.      From 

Page  67,  No.  7A  — Faustina  hath  the  fairtr  fact.  From  DansM's 
Failical  Rhapiody,   1602. 

Face  67,  No.  7S  — Fair  and  fair,  and  twite  se  fair.  From  The 
Arraiinmem  of  Parit,  1584,  act  i.  ic  2,  I  tbink  the  cooteB  in 
which  this  ditiy  is  set  so  fnll  of  besaty,  I  qnote  H: 

Purii.     Nay,  what  thou  wilt;    but  sith  my  cunning  wit  compiiea 

Beran  some  toy  that  I   can  play  upon    this   pipe  of  mine. 

CEnoRf.  There  is  ■  pretly  sonnet,  then,  we  call  it  Cupid's  Curse, 
"  Tbey  that  do  change  old  love  for  new,  pray  gods  (hey  change  for 

The  note  is  fine  and  quick  withal,  the  ditty  will  agree. 

No   better   thing;     begin   it  then:     CBnone,   thou   ^ih  see 
'      "  ...  j^j  "twixt  thee  and  me. 

,  ht  pipeth.  —  Fair  and  fair. 

This  old  and  passionate  ^tty  —  the  very  flower  of  an  oM 
forgotten  pastoral  —  which,  had  il  been  in  all  parts  equal,  the 
FaUhful  Shepherdess  of  Fletcher  hid  been  bat  ■  second  name^  m 
tbia  sort  of  wntiiig.  —  (Charles  Lamb.) 

Pace  68.  No.  76  — On  a  hill  Ikere  grout  a  Kower.  This_poem  of 
Breton's  was  first  printed  in  Bnglani't  Helicon.  1600.  The  cHff 
inal  Is  with  the  Coita*  MS.,  which  varle*  sligfatlr  ■<>  thie  q)dliii| 
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lional  cloing  sUaia,  "wbkb  certainly -rftndf 

isarL)     It  reads: 
bim  live  that  dying  long 


ronger  and  finer  pi«e  of  work  Ihan  any  IniewD  to  be  his," 
Pjgrave's  opinion  of  this  poem,  and  Prof.  Schelling's  slate- 
■cuUiity  of  these  two  sUnus   (fiiat 


of  this  poem,  and  Prof.  Schelling's  : 
ing  patticuUiity  of  these  two  sUnus  . 
ifles   might    teach   the   lexer    pre-Raphaclite* 


Pace    70, 

No.    77~li 

I   valUy   toHdy 

From   Fnm. 

S«oi 

*i  Pari  0/   Ntiir  Tec 

■   Lale,   159a 

"^  't2"Lov,'i   braid: 

Prof. 

Chui 

ton^ollio 

is    Mhaastive 

edition    of 

the  Plays   and 

iays:     ' 

'This  is  Bot 

^otel°  A^^s^WiU    1^1  % 

fil 

'!£? 

I  '^'1?-';, 

deceits,  and 

d.-      The  N.  E. 

i^t  with  ti 

be  Old  Nan« 

%''egd'aJk.  t 

0  dhanK  uE«i 

IKCtedly.  to 

.™e"/. 

>me  Instanoea 

of    the   word  being  appare 
Brunne.    Ckronicli.    -^V^a 

inlly  1 
■  ,li!l 

'TJoy 

in   this  sense,  as  in  Robirt  of 

braid."     It 

niog. 

about   wl 

lich   (her 

is  in  the  *en« 

ssaolr 

■5  and  ati 

3dis,   ad 

in  Goldixg'l 

Tranilalion 

of  Ovid's  Mit. 

,  xiii- 

■Jo  h<K$  Vim 

iWj  tvir 

of  the   brai, 

!.■    The  origins 

of  the  wo 

rd  indies 

ited  a  sudden 

(A.    S.    breeds 

md^i 

from    Ibi9 

«en    deduced 

the   varioui 

1  meanings  alt! 

.ched 

."      The  1 

^eit^heri 

from   Prof. 

Churtoo  Collin 

IB-  edi 

■'on.of  Plow  0 

nd  Fain 

\i  of  Gi4en^ 

1   Third   Qiurtoa   of   1G15   and    1631. 

Page  73,  No.  79  — Tk/  Nirktingali,  as  soen  <u  Apri'  bringtlh. 
Dr.  Grosarl  says,  "  The  NigMmgalt  is  certainly  a  song  of  the  Stella 
series.  It  is  taken  from  the  folio  Arcadia,  ed.  159S.  It  is  given 
to  t)te  tune  of  ■' Non  credo  giicki  piu  inftlict  ammle."  Line  9. 
O  FHilomela  fair,  etc  Though  Sidney  here  makes  Philomela  the 
Tictim  of  Teteus'  force,  the  myth  in  transmission  differs,  and  Procne 
(the  swallow)  ii  allematelj  made  lo  suffer  his  violence.  The 
legend,  however,  is  one  that  ia  made  much  of  by  the  EliiabetbaU 
poets  in  allusion  of  the  sisters'  tragedy:  while  Philomela  faas  been 
a  favorite  figure  in  Ihe  entire  range  of  out  poelry.  I  quote  the 
myth  as  given  in  Bulfinch's  Age  of  Fable:  " Pandion  liad  two 
daughters.    Procne    and    FhifomeTs,    the    former    of    whom    became 

!ueen  to  Tereos,  King  of  Thrace.  After  Ibe  birth  of  their  son 
tylus,  the  king  cot  out  his  wife's  tongue,  and  gave  out  that  she 
was  dead.  He  then  married  Philomela.  Procne  wove  faer  nory 
in  a  web.  by  which  means  Fbllomela  was  informed  of  the  terrible 
faot.  The  sistere  then  ilew  the  child  Itylus,  and  served  his  flesh 
upon  hi»  father's  table.  The  gods  were  ■nnr.  and  in  vongmnce 
tranefomied  Procne  into  »  swallow  and  Philomela  into  >  nightin- 
gale,   ever   lamenting  the   tragedy,    and  Temts  a   hawk,    ever   pniv 

Yarn  Tfif  Phanix' 
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NOTES 


Erskhte  write*  In  his  Study  of  The  EtUabHlian  Lyric   (Ed.   l90S]i 
"  Eoranliuied   fotoa   »re    ii»ed   without   di»turbing  the   lishtneM  ot 
■  In  the  lyric  by  Thomn  Lodse.  Ijeginning:    "  My  Ironfii 


Laa,"  etc.  It  i>  easy  to  recogaize  the  theme  of  the  lave-plaint  in 
thii  apenins  ttaaia,  but  the  mamier  it  quite  new;  the  song-quality, 
lightness  of  word  and  ioiagery,  has  become  more  important  than 
the   subject-matter.      This   is   the   first   example   in   the    miacellaDia 

happy  tbeiues,  often  practised  hy  Shakespeare,  as  in  '  ^igh  ik^ 
mart,  ladin,  lifh  no  wiert  I '  The  trait  defies  siulyBi*,  ■od  later 
heecrinei  familiar  in  the  Cavalict  lyrict." 

PaOB  7fi,  No.  SI— Van  ahai  h  Lire;  I  praytkie,  ftlT  Hr. 
Bolien  Bsys;  "This  poem  originally  appeared  in  The  PtumLi'  Nttt, 
1S93;  it  IS  also  printed  (in  form  of  a  dialogue)  io  Entland't  MtU- 
am.  ISOO,  and  Davison's  Poilical  Rhapsody.  1602.  It  is  ascribed 
to  Raleigh  in  a  MS.  list  of  Davison's."  (Lyn'ci  from  (Ac  EJiu- 
btihf*  Sons-Bookt^  As  irilh  Prof.  Schelling,  The  PhaniT  Nett 
haa  been  inaccessible  to  me;  I  quote  his  note  from  A  Book  of 
EMaabitkan  Lyriti:  "I  can  find  (bis  poem  in  neither  Mr.  Bullen's 
ed.  of  Enthnd-s  Htticn,  nor  in  Nicholas'  ed.  of  the  RAa>iD<fy, 
morcpvei  neither  the  older  nor  the  newer  ed.  of  Hannah's  RaUi^i 

Robert  Jones'  Second  Book,  1601  (see  Bullen,  ibid.,  p.  89),  and 
alas  in  Keywood's  Rapt  of  Lucrece.  1609.  I  notice  Ihat  Ur.  Gossc 
appears  recently  to  have  accepted  it  as  Heywood's.  CTht  Jacobtan 
Porti.  p.  121.)  This  seems  highly  improbable.  In  the  abMnee  of 
proofs  I  have  no  opinion  to  offer.  The  somewhat  antiquated  lan- 
goaae,  especially  the  sattntitii  bell,  seems  to  suggest  an  early  dale, 
bowevcr.'^     Line   4,    Sauncing    beth     saints'-beU    (guod    ad    meld 

1    that    called    to    prayers.      Another    form    is 

II  that  is  sounded  at  the  elevation  of  the  Host.  . 


Bullu.^ 


and  priated  earlier,  In  his 


E   79,   No.  BS~Lovt  guardi  (*«   Ratti  of  thy   tips.      Ften 

..   „L,.,.:      , .-.,..  .1.   _..,j^  ig  ,^j  readfcir  of  the  old 

-  —  „ misprint  for  guildes;    guards, 

..^^^..i.,  „      >..«„  loore  obvioui "  (QuiUer-COueh),  and  ia  generally 

given,  though  Prof.  Schelling  has  gffdi. 

Face  SO,  No.  86  —  Love  for  neh  a  cktrry  tip.  Frmn  Bhrl, 
Matter  Conttablt,  1602.  Line  7.  Otet:  own.  Line  10,  Woil;  attend 
BB  cu|i.bearer.     tine  11,  PKabt  hire  0H(  nigiil  iftif  Its;    i.  <.,  thanU 


I    fiaetau,'   etc.      From   Ctrtaimt   SontU,    1S98.    Io 
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n  the  diviiioit  of 

1  II,  in 

...., ,   . omitled 

lich  the  editor  regreti,  aod  they  sie  ioserlsd  here: 

:    ye    were    not    nude    mt   firtt. 


c  that  only  livei 
n  genlle  Ihong 


M»j  not  mStr   priii_    ,_ 

But  m  gtatlt  Ihimght's  direcDons, 

of  jrojfr  perftdioni. 


^Paoi  83,  No.  91— Thett  tytt  that  at  mi  fancy  on  a  Hrr. 
From  William  Barley's  Nea  Book  of  TttbBturt,  1596.  Prof. 
SchelHng's  note  on  ibis  sonnet  is  lo  very  inleruting  and  in- 
tlnictive  thai  1  quote  it  entire:  "It  wiU  be  noti(*if  that  the 
coutniction   of  this  tonne!  ia  quite  >  piece  of  artiRce.     The  four 

then  gathered  back  iolo 

a  eharacterintion,  atul 
of  Btaabillian  Lyritt.) 
■tt  from  Iht  EllMbtihoM 
V,  etc.)  U  Irom  William 
f,  ISw:  It  had  preri- 
.     The  coDcludins  lines 

lyft  that  pitret,'  etc. 
ppe  Desportea;  but  tba 
leh  poet  *  Line  12,  Thai 
:  Percy  Society  Publica- 
lally  addressed  to  Qaeen 


.    EngHsh  poeta^that  he  eontrivea  to  bo 

SKMl  ipontaneooi  when  moat  imilative.  This  hnmorlally  careiaaa 
nptura  ia  neticDloutly  pieced  together  from  scrdps  of  the  Lro* 
Lttttrt  of  PhSoitratut,  a  Greek  rhetDrician  of  :tlia  aecand  emMry 
*-B."  (Xhi  Golden  Pomp.)  Compare  Hirriek'i  Upon  a  Virgm 
Kitiimf  a  Rett,  Hriptridti,    1*4. 


1  JohB  I>oir' 
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NOTES 

PXGi  BS,  No.  94  — rAcM  o<j  thai  hold  l/it  land  of  t 
htart.  First  primed  in  Thi  Arbor  of  Amorouj  Dmiits.  In 
Groaart's  edition  of  Breton  he.  gives  the  dale,  1597.  Line* 
Jlioit  lyei,  etc.:  Prof.  SchcllinE  marki  the  limilaritT  of  t 
lines  to  Hood's: 

We    thought    her    dying    when    ihe    ilept. 
And  aleeping  vhea  the  died. 


■'i:  and  leaves  his  mother's.  Line  io,  Of  analkir  leiHptr 
of  braver  mettle  mads.  line  12.  Dc^eanng  timt  my  fmtln 
s  that  faith.  Line  U.  SUtt  Id  ni  prinst  bt  honourid  tittu 
:  let  what  1  praise,  be  Elill  be  m>ae  good  bv  TOu.  On  nhtit 
r  ni,  etc.  "  Cf .  Spenser,  Faery  QHeent.  ii.,  3,  25:  'Upon 
•I'lidt  man*  rratn  iia,  ,  .  ,  workmg  bitrcrdt  and  amon/ui 
:  •■  Cf.  also  Ford  anj  Dekker's  Th,  Smi'j  Oar/iii^,  act  liL 
im  indebted,  for  these  parallels  to  Profeswf  Kittredge." 


(Pm^    Schellini,  A   Book  of  EtimbelhaK 

P*ai  87,  Mo.  97  —  Wfiat  boor  astronomtrs  are  Ihiy.  Like  many 
mother  good  pieee  unaccessible  elsewhere,  I  have  taken  this  lyric 
from  Mr.  Bullen's  Lyrics  from  Ihi  Elitabithan  Song  Beaks  (re- 
fised  ed.,  I8S8).  "This  poem  has  been  ascribed,  without  ell- 
denee,   to    Nicholas    Dreion.''      (Bullen.) 

Pace  88,  No.  99  — Her  hair  thi  nel  of  goldtH  trirt.  Fran 
Thomai  Bateson's  Second  Set  of  Idadrigah,  1618. 

.  Face   89,  No.    102  —  The*  mart   than  moit  sweet  glevr.      From    , 
Cynlkia't  Revels,   IMK 


Pach   90,    No.    JO* -Still    Id 
there's  -DO  man  can  .be  admitte 

j^is  ete^t  little  madrigal  i 

be   neat,   ttill 

:sts  is 

i  till  she  be  re 

„"',»«.■ 

hear.  it.  D'  the 

0   bt    drett.      Proa 
her   pie'd  beauty 

a  bappy  Imitatioa  Erom  the  fntkn- 

carta. 
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Et_^comptos ^semper   cullus,   unguentaqae  ■ 
simpliciiate  vale). 


-      ..-. tmptr   cullus. 

Omnia  solliciia  compta  vi 
,  Noil   aroo.     Neglecti 


Nee  ceram  in  faciem:    mel  habet  ilia  sui 
ingere   se   temper,  non   est   confidere   am< 

idistP 

rned  ma/  find  these  verses_  among:s[  those 

1    there    ate   some   passages    faullv   in    thi 
as  I  find  U  lA.  the  notes  of  Colomcsius 
.liliau,  printed  m  his  OpuscuUi    he  tells 

..     Tom.  1..  p.  394.     (WhaUey,  Tht  Dram, 

which  are  printed 
lius.  Mr.  Upton 
is    poem.      I    have 

on  wme  passages 

,"aus   He^Z,  "d 
ilic  Workl  of  BtH 

of  Qui 

^^^L       ... 

vol.  'Ct.  zisS' 

Pace  91,  No.  106  —  4  iwetl  diiorder  in  tht  dress.  Compare 
Ben  Jonsoa's  song  in  Tht  SHenl  Woman  (note  above),  StUl  to  bl 
mat,  still  to  bi  dttst,  imitated  from  one  of  the  Baiia  of  Johannes 
Bonitorius.  Line:.12,  Wild  tivihty:  Good  manners,  easiness.  Mil- 
ton has  "civil-suited  mom"  (H  Pmaroto,  line  122) ;  later  Ury 
den,  the  "  Sw«ct  civilities  ofUfe.".    <Grosart.} 

Puci  93,  No.  109  —  In  ptUicoal  of  gretn.  "I  am  not  certain," 
says  Prof.  Scbelling,  "  tliht  this'  little  trifle  may  not  have  ap- 
peared ia  print  in  its  aatbor's  life-lime.  Prof.  Killredge  calls  . 
m7  attention  to  ilie  fact  that  it 'to  taken  from  Marina,  Madrigal 
■xxi."     Line  2,  This  line  is  used  again  by  Drummond  in  Madrigal 


J.il'' 

Like  the  Idalian  queen, 
Htr  hair  about  her  tynt. 

PtOB  93,  No.   no  — An  than  thai  she  than  irltoni  no  fairtr  ist 
Thia  poem  wu  discovered  by  Mr,  Bullen  in  MS.  I.,  5,  49,  in  the    ■ 
Library    of    Christ    Church    College,    Oxford,    and    Srst   printed   in 
his  Mort   Lyrics   from    Ike    Blisabellian    Song-Books.    1888.      Prof. 
Scbelling   thiofcs    tiiat   the   MS.    belongs    to    the    early    seveatecnth 

Page  94,  No.  112  —  O  aords.  which  fall  Hkt  snmmrr  dew  an  mel 
From    the   Conntrsi  of    Pembreke'a    Arcadia,    1590.      Line    14,    So 


Myra   dreiiid    her 

..., D  of  Lord  Breois's 

and    fourth    Maniaa,    Thit^    Is 

.    „ . —  r a  gains  itniaenMly  by  the- ominion. 

.1    ►OBsesses    alluMOns    which    have    been    impossible    for    any 

editor  to  make  clear.  Prof.  Schelling  prints,  the  deleted  stania 
with  his  text .  of  .  the  poem  in  A  Book  of'  Elisabfthan  .•Lyrics. 
p.  221.     Line  3,  In   the   chimneys:    chiminlti,  chimney-screeni  of 


ii.  i-.<i",G(Hinlc 


tapcilry   work,   i.  t.,   Mfra  htving  embroidered  bii  name   upon   Ihe 

Pace  9«,  No.  IIS  — TAf  forward  vialtl  tAm  did  I  chiit.  Sonnet 
icii.,  Shaki-ibiare;  Son^tms.  1609.  Line  6,  Tht  lily  1  com- 
dimnid  for  lAj  katd:  i.e.,  condemns  the  lilv  for  hiving  slolen 
the  whiteness  of  Ihy  hand.  Line  ?,  And  buai  of  mariaram:  cf. 
SucJlling's  Tragedy  of  Brmnoralt,  act  iv.  K.  1: 

Hair  curling,  and  cover'd  Hire  huda  of  tnarioram: 

Part  tied  In  tteglitence,  i 
"Mr.  H.  a  Hart  telli  me,"  v 
lutt  of  Skakuprart,   p.    214),   "  tRKi   ouaa  o*  marjoram   are   oam 

futple-red  before  ihe:r  open,  and  afterwards  pmk;  dark  auburn. 
suppose,  would  be  the  nearest  approach  to  marjoram  in  tbe 
colour  of  hair.  Mr.  Hirt  siiggesls  that  the  marjoram  has  stolen 
nol  colour,  but  pitfume  from  Ihe  young  man's  hair.  Gervase  Mark- 
bam  gives  Bweel  marjoram  as  an  ingredicnl  in  •  The  water  of  sweet 
amdlt,'  and  Calpepper  says  '  mariaram  is  much  u$ed  in  all  odorif- 
erous  waters.'     Cole    (Adam  in   Edin,  ed.    16J7)    says   ■  Mar  Jerome 

in  whose  diou  I  bare  seen  great  etore  ol  this  herb  bun^  op.^ 
Line  S,  On  Iharni  did  iland;  an  old  proverbial  phrase  —  to  tland 
on  thorns.  Line  12,  A  viHgif*t  canktr  e<ri  him;  cf.  Venits  and 
AdBHii,   line   1,656: 

This  cgnier  (hat  talt  up  ton's  tender  apring. 
Line  14,  Sul  OMtt  or  eolour:   tcenta.     (Walker.) 

Pagi  P7,  Ifa.  117  — Li><  to  Diana  in  ker  Suinmtr  wttd.  From 
Greene's  romance.  Affnaefton,  15S9,  "What  manner  of  woman  is 
»bef  "  quotb  Melicertus,  "Aa  well  as  I  can,"  answered  Doron,  "I 
wilt  make  description  of  her:  Like  to  Diana."  etc.  "Thou  bant." 
quotb  Uelicerlus,  "  made   such  a  description   as  if  Priamus'  y 


quotb  Uelicerlus,  '  made  such  a  description  as  if  Pnamus  youns 
boy  abould  paint  out  the  perfection  of  bia  Greekish  paramour. 
Ijne  S,  Arethnta  Fount:    Walker's  reading  in  the  original  cdllioii 


retki 

Paof    98,    No.    117  —  TAffe   is  o  Lady    mtel    and    fcntd.      From 

Thomas    Ford's   Music  of   Sundry   Kindi.    1607.      Also   printed    in 
The  Golden  Garland  of  Princely  Delights.  1620. 

Pace  98,  No.  116- 5D»et  Love,  mini  only  pintutt.  Tliis  ii 
one  of  the  many  poems  puUisbed  in  Davison's  Potilcal  Rhapiody, 
1620,  signed  "  A.  W.,"  whose  identity  has  never  been  revested. 
It  was  set  to  music  in  Robert  Jones'   Vltimum  Vale,   1608. 

Page    104,    No.    104— Koh   meaner  beaatUi  of   Ikt  nigM.     Thb 

Siem  first  appeared,  with  music,  in  1624,  in  Michael  Eitt'i  Sixl 
tt  ef  Books,  and  was  numerously  reprinted  in  diver*  collections 
far  .fifty  yeara  afterwards.  Sir  Henry  WoHOti,  its  author,  was 
not  the  amorous  rttan  that  hti  poem  ptints  him.  At  tbe  time  of 
Its  writihe  he  was  a  staled  dlplomalitt  of  %2.  The  lady  it  braises 
was  Eliiabelh.  ■  daughter  of  James  I.  and  wife  of  the  Elector 
Paladne-  Frederick  V.  -  nnbaiqiily  chosen  King  of  Bohemia,  Sep-  ' 
tember  19,  iei9.     Sir  Henry,  aaya  QulUer-COuch,  was  employed  on 
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ieveral  embassies  on  behalf  of  this  onhappy  Queen,  whose  reigr 
Prague  Usled  but  one  winter.  Howell  reports  in  Familiu  Lit 
Ihat  in  "the  Law  Countries  and  some  parts  of  Germany  ahi 
called  the  Queen  of  Boheme,  and  for  her  winning  princely  c 
portment  the  Queen  of  Hearts."  "Her  later  life/'  says  i" 
SchellinB    lA    5os*    of    EliiabltkaH    Lyrici,    p.    294),    "was 


Robert  Chambers,  in  his  Scollish  Songs,  to  "  Damiy  in  praise  of 
Queen  Mai?  before  their  marriage."  Hannah,  quoline  Rel.  iVollon, 
records    many    variations    in    the    words;     and    duiller-Couch    adds 

thnr  own  manufacture,     liae  1,  You  rneaner  beauties:    cf.  Ckrew'* 

O  think  not  .  .  . 

P«JI  105,  No.  131  — Gii/e  Place,  you  ladies  and  begone,  ap- 
ceared  originally  in  the  first  Snglish  anthology,  TolleVj  Miscit- 
lany,  1557.  There  it  is  given  place  among  the  poems  by  "  LTncer- 
Uine  Authors;  "  but  in  the  Harlewn  MSS.  it  is  ascribed  to  John 
Heywood,  with  two  additional  and  dreadful  stanzas  to  adapt  JI 
to  Qaeen   Mary. 

Page  IDS,  No.  123  — See  tiihtre  she  sits  upon  the  grassy  green. 
An  extract  from  the  Shepherd's  Calendar:  April.  Tbe  same 
being  "purposely  intended  to  the  honour  and  prayse  of  our  moH 
gral&ua  soverugne,  queene  Elizabeth  .  .  .  whom  abruptly  he 
termelh    Eliza."      The   orisinal    SDnE    is    of    fourteen    iMnui.      i<  Tlift 


opulence    of    Spenser's    muse    will    »1' 
diffid^™?*'    writes  *h5™Quil^5^poocl 
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•slight/-'     Line  79,  Sydiifan  ihewtri:    "Either  in  *)1uBiaa  to  the 

convenalion  in  the  Arcadia,  oi  to  Sitlnev  hinuclf,  as  a  model  of 
BentlencD  in  ipirit  and  demeanor."  (F.  T.  Palgrave,  Golden  Treat- 
Krj,  Flrtt  Siritl.) 

pACI  114.  No.  125— Like  la  the  clear  in  hiekeil  tphere.  From 
Raialind,  1S90.  "Readers  who  have  visited  Italy  will  be  reminded 
of    more    than    one    picture    by    this    sorgcous    Visiun    of    Beauty, 


Art  of  Venice,  —  the  giory  and  the  glow  of  Veronese,  or  Titian,  or 
Tinloret,  when  be  most  resembUs  Titian,  and  all  but  surpasses  him." 
(F.  T.  Palgrave,  Golden  Trcanry,  FirtI  Serin.)  Line  1.  Like  to  IA< 
tUar  ...  IS  ker  hair.  "  The  clear  (clearness)  tn  higheil  tphtrt 
Is  the  empyrean  or  sphere  of  pure  fire,  which  was  outermost  and 
next  to  the  frimiim  mobile  in  the  old  cosmography,  not  the  crys- 
•■^lline  sphere  as  explained  by  Mr.  Palgrave.  This  passage  then 
cant:    Her  hair  is  of  the^  self  same  color  as  the  brightness    (the 


_..fiiultT  of  tl 
:    double    com 


'ing   like    to   and    of   self   lamr,    of 
pyreal  brightness.     I  am  ii 


_  _     Professor  Kittrtdge  foe  tliU 

note."      (Schelling,  A   BoBb  of  Elisabelkait  Lyrici.) 

Paoe  I1«,  No.  126  — DmAJKnia  lik, 
fai  Englnnd's  Helicon,  1600;  and  set 
ton's  Firil  Book  of  Sengs  and  Airt, 

Pace  121.  Mo,  liO  —  SiHce  lirrt  /  sam_yaur  face  I  rtsoh'til  to 
^no„r   and   rttioan   ye.     From  Thomas   Ford's  Muiic   of   Sund'y 

Pace  122,  No.  131  —  tfken  in  Ihe  chronicle  of  KaHed  lime. 
Sonnet  cvi.  Shate-^tare'i  Sonneitei.  1609.  "The  iioet  gates  back- 
ward on  the  famous  persons  of  former  ages,  men  and  women,  his 
friend  being  possessor  of  the  united  perfections  of  both  man  and 
woman.  (Dowden.)  Line  S,  Uaster:  possess,  own  >s  a  master. 
So  King  Henry    V.,  act  li.  »c.  4,    137: 

Yoall     find    ■     difference 

Between  the  promise  of  his  greener  days 
And   these   he   mi'eri  now, 

(Dowden.) 
Line  9,  So  all  their  fraisis  are:    Compare  Constable's  Sonneii  from 
Todd's  MS.,  vii,     (not  Diaaa  as  Prof,  Dowden  has  it>.  —  Schetins. 


Page    124,    No.    134  —  Btaaty   clear   and    fair.     Prom   Tlit   Elite 
Brother.   Ul?.   act   iii.   sc    5.      Line   S.  Their  blue  veini  and:    Ihe 
reading  of  and  here   instead  of  m,  as  retained  by   Dyce,  is   from 
708 
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tbe  MS.,  which  "happily  puis  sn  eml  to  the  nonsense  which  h 
been  wnlten  concerning  thi>  passage."  (W.  W.  Greg,  yanen 
Ed.  Beaumenl  and  Fletcher,  Vol.  II.)  Line  11,  Mart  than  tig} 
tbe  emendation  here  is  by  Dyce,  the  MS.  reads  Hfi.  Line  13,  Sa 
rccoJI;  recite  (meaning  call  back).  Fleay.  "(W^  W.  Greg.)  LI 
17,  Shell  be  ynurs  ,  .  .  and  your  thrall:  The  Mi",  reads:  Shall 
yourt  still,  Md  the  glory,  I  your  servant,  etc.  "  Here  again  t 
divergence   points  eleady  to   an    intentionBl   alteistion."      (W.    1 


Page    125,    No.   136  —  Ht   that  loves  a  rosy    chett.     Under   the 
less    attractive    title.    Disdain    Retuntfd.    thi*    nnnn    is    tn    he    fmmrl 
in   the '  editions  of  Carew,  with  a 
SI  tiere  given  was  sot  to  m 
and  Airs,  1632,  and  later  ii 

Page  125,  No.  137  — it  was  a  btaaty  that  1  savi.  Frc 
Nna  loK,   1631.  act  iv.  sc.  4. 

Page  IZS.  No.  138  —  Why  should  this  a  desert  bet  From  . 
Liht  II,  act  ill.  sc  2.  Line  1.  SVhy  should  thia  a  desert  bo:  1 
thinks  desert  be  is  defective.  He  suggests  a  desert,  am 
"  For  bow  will  the  '  hanging  of  tongues  on  every  tree '  i 
less  a  desert?  I  am  persuaded  wc  ooghi  to  read:  'Why 
tbia.  desert    silent   be.'^-      Line    16,    In    little:     The    allusio 

■'  An^l»J  .4   litile."     Line  23.  AlalanlaS  belter  part.     Thii 
~  "    Variorum   Bd.   Shah 

E  127,  No.  139  — c/n  o  lime  the  amorous  Silvy.     From  John 


ifully  rendered  from  the 


Et  tc  iSi;  iir  il^  j^rf"  etc 

(BullcQ.      Lyrics    from  Elitabethtn   Song-Books.) 

Pace  12S.  No.  140- My  sweetest  Lesbia,  lefus  livt  and  lavo. 
From  Campion's  Book  of  Airs.  1601,  This  poem  was  suggested  by 
and  partly,  translated  from  Catullus'  Vivamus,  mea  Lesbia,  atqut 
amemus.  "Campion  was  steeped  in  classical  feeling;  his  render- 
ing of  Vivomus,  mea  Lesbia.  etc.  is.  so  far  as  it  goes,  delight- 
ful." (Bullen.  Jntroduclion  to  Lyric,  from  Eliiabelhan  Song- 
Books.)     Compare  Jonson's  Vivamus.  p.   128,  No.  S41. 

P*OE  130.  No.  143  — DiMido.  dildido.  From  Francesco's  For- 
tunes, or  the  Second  Part  of  Never  Too  Late.  1S90.  "The 
French  verses  may  ...  be  cipected  (0  be  Greene's  own  compo- 
sition;     such   an    hiatus  aa   je    serai  un   ieunt   rot   would    scarcely 
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(Churton-Collina.)      Line  6. 


Pace  131.  No,  144  —  01  Neplunt't  tmpirt  Ut  lu  sinz.  Thto 
poem  of  Campion's  was  printed  in  Davuoa'i  PottKal  HhaPaody, 
1602,  with  the  explanation;  "  Tbia  Urmn  wai  sung  by  Amphitrite, 
Thamesis,  and  other  Ses-NympJu,  io  Croj'j  Inn  Masque,  at  the 
Court,    1S94."    See  Bullen's  ed.  of  Rhapsody.  Vol.   II„  pp.   107-8. 


Pagk  132,  No.   146  —  7/  alt  tkt  pens  (Am  evir  poets  held.     This 

of  a  play  of  the  period.  But  as  there  is  little  of  Marlowe's  outside 
his  dramatic  works,  and  u  bit  genius  is  worthy  of  more  rcpretenti. 
tion  than  is  given  to  lesser  men,  I  took  this  opportunity  of  going 
beyond  the  scope  of  verse  I  had  conceived  for  my  purpose.  The 
lines  are  from  Tsmburlaine's  speech,  in  act  v.  sc.  1  of  The  First 
Part  of  Tamb^rlaine  the  Great. 


Chn 

stina  Rossetti."      U 

L  C.   Swinburne,  f. 

Study  of 

Pro 

Schelli.ig   points 
onaon's.   and  cites 

out    the   influence 

of    Donoe 

in  this   poem 

ol 

his    Witchcraft   »v 

a  Picture 

and  Con/iHtd 

P 

GE  137,  No.  153- 
?ra.  Madrigal  I. 

When  in  her  fact 

mint  eyes 

I  St.     From 

„P 

01  139.  No.  154- 

Philtit  kepi  sheep 

long  the  atstern  plaint. 

From  Perimidts.   the  Blacksmith.   I5BB. 

Pace    140,    No.    155- 

-See    the   Chariot 

at   hand 

ere    of    Love. 

Thi 

,r"f.s,s."X« 

iv.,   in  A  Celebrat 

D>i  at  Charis,  in   Onder- 

itted  is  The  Devtl  it  a» 

All 

,*|S^J 

Quiller-Coueh    in 

is   Golden    Pomp,   whose  poir 

wa?e.^'  he 

knowledge,  has  taken  i 

says,   "if  anjr 

crit 

c  has  noted  how  a 

slv  Tonso 

the 

'JndemKiods,  seems 

to  anticipate  the  best,  and  s< 

the  best,  manner  o 

f  Browning.    The  d 

flicult  rap 

TrU, 

mph.   here  is  a  St 

king  Instance.     Of 

the  lines 

•Do   but   mark,    her    forehead's 

smoother 
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it  may  be  fairly  laid 
them."       r  think    Mr, 


t.  fiine: 


rJcB  tlie  uitccedciitB  of  Ihose  peculiar  quilitici  vhich 


of   this    poem  vas  Imitalcd   by  SucklLag  in  a  poem  of  niach  wealt- 
ne»s^   beginniDg:    "  HaU     ■  '       '  '        '   "     ■         ■    ■ 

in  Carew'E  Sa«g,  given 
of  tlie  model: 


Nor.  If  }DU  would  mu^  bear. 
Call  the  Orba  to  talie  your  ear; 
Nor  to  plekie  your  Kose.  bring   (orth 
Bniiatd    sard,   or   whal'i   more   worth. 
Or,  on  food  were  your  thought!  placed. 
Being  you  neclar  lor  a  taste: 
Would  you  Ve  *!'  these. in  one? 

(Foami  anil   liastiut,  Eln'worth  Ed.,   1S9J.} 
Page    142.    No.    1S7  — Ciifid    aitd    my    Campaipt   play'd.      From 


Page    143.   tto.    IS9 -- Htar,   ye   ladies  thai   dtspUi.     From 
'agedy   of    yahniinian,    1647. 

Paob  I4S,  No.  161  —  Utuiuitt  Ihongliti,  your  civil  ilanghitr  il 
ram  John  DowUnd's  FirtI  Book  of  Songi  or  Airs,  I597. 

P«OE    144,    No,   162  —  AH   yt    thai   lovely   lovli 


Old  Wives'  'Tale'.   I59J.     "  CoiiUins  a  harveat-sonp,  one 

Uaoally  it  ii  taken  ^moit  directly  from  life;  by  the  nideneaa 
of  phrases  and  tbe  simplicity  of  Iditas  the  poet  attempts  realism. 
Here,    however,  Peele  carries  over  the  images  into  another  sphere; 

Lo,  here  we  eome  a-sowing,  a-sowing. 

And  sow,  sweet  fruits  of. love." 
(Erskine:    Thi  -ktiMabeOxan  liyric,  SA-WS.  p.  264.) 

Page  147,  No.  164  —  Higk-Way,  since  you  my  tkiif  Pamasms  be. 
Sonnet  nairtier  Ixxxiy.,  in  Astrotkel  and  Sttlla.  ed.  of  1S9S1 
Liae  1,  Highway  .  .  ParaatHU  Jii :  ■"  Beeaoie  .  il  kadt  him  to 
Stella,   the  inspiiation    of  his  -  song   and   tl>o   cauM   of    hU  fame." 
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NOTES 

(Schelling.)  Line  3.  UHStmtl:  ia  the  aecoiiil  quarto  the  reading  is 
uHiHtil,     "  A*   he   ii    ipeakine   of   his   Muie.  and  at  we    have  the 

rbylhiB  >«kI,  in  line  six,  I  think  '  uniwtet '  Che  right  word  .  .  . 
or  ai  all  event*  the  later  and  better  one."  <Cro9art.)  Line  6, 
Safi-t4f1:  (Ed.  161J)  ia  prellier  than  "safe-best"  (quarto  edit.. 
lM8)-.wilh  Stella."  (Grosart.)  I  take  this  sonnet  of  Sidney's 
to  be  one  of  the  finest  in  the  lanniase.  Perhaps  no  single  line  in 
all  poetry,  eieepl  Shikespesre's  "Bart-mintd  Choirs  wkcri  late  tkr 

ai  ■'  Timperi  ht'r  wordi  to  trampling  horiei'  feet." 

Of  Sidney's  Sonnet).  Charles  Lamb  says:  "Sidney's  Sonncta  — 
I  speak  of  the  best  of  them  —  are  among  (he  very  best  of  their 
sort.     They    fall   below    the  plain   moral  diBnity.  the  sanctity,    and 

■itiDM  of  a  similar  stnidore.  They  are.'in  truth,  wiial  Milton,  cen- 
Riring  the  Arcadia.  sayS  of  that  work  (lo  which  they  are  a  sort  of 
■flet-lune  or  application  ),  'Vain  and  amatorious'  enough,  yet  the 
things  in  their  bind  fas  he  confesses  to  be  true  of  (he  romance) 
may  be  '  full  of  worth  and  wil.'  They  savour  of  the  Courtier,  it 
must  be  allowed,  and  not  of  the  CominonweaithMnan.  But  MUton 
wai  a  Courtier  when  he  wrote  the  Maa«e  at  Ludlow  Caatle,  and 
Mill  more  a  Courtier  when  he  composed  the  Arcades.  When  the 
lutional  struggle  Das  to  begin,  be  beconiingly  cast  these  vanities 
behind  him;    and  if  the  order  oi  time  had  ^rowi 

r'of"!Srir.'"His""ie((er   on  the  French 
__...    .,.      ......    ,j,  ptin---      "^ 

1    they    a 


proeeeded  the 

has  eforified  the   Dame  of  a  later   Sydney.     He  did  not   i 
-'-■— ■-" '   --■-'-       His  letter   on  ■■--   "- — ' 


ords   only,    in    vague   and   unh 

lUCb  of  some  poetry  of  the  present  day  —  they  are  foil, 

—      '■    -       -   -    '-  r   .   .  -  «n%  itself  upon  a 


temporariei  and  his  judgement  of  them.     An  historical  thread  rvita 

and  where  they  were  wTitien'"  "[5*mt*Sonneti  a)  Sir  PkUif  Sid- 
ney, Works  of  Charles  and  Uary  Lamb.  B.  V.  Lrcai.  Ed.  1903, 
pp.  213  and.aiS.]. 

Pace  ISO,  No.  169 —  Love,  if  a 

tbia  is  a  (ranalatian   from  the   7' 

Amor.   se  pur   sei    '. 

Dei  esser  giusio    p! 

Se  giuslo,  perche  s 


(Bullen's  ed.  of  the  Rhap^dy,,  toL  Ii.,  1S5.) 

Paob  ISI,  No.  170  — rhwt  with  my  Chloris  brtght.  ftara  Tobn 
Wllbya'a  UfadHgals,  1998.  It  is  a  rendering  of  an  ItaHan  madri- 
gal of  Onarini,  says  BolleDt   of  Ltica  Marengo,  says  Qailler-Coiieh. 
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Tlu  Second  Bpot  of  Madrigah 


Till  (toni  her  lipi  be  fetch  bim. 


71 —  How    manv    new    yiart   hnii    eroa 
■  Gardta   of  Delighti,   1610. 


From    Robert  Jones'    The  Mi 

Pace    152,    No.    172  —  1/    lovr    bt    life,    1    Ion, 
this  "Ode''  in   Davison's  Poetical  Rhaps.   ■      ■■' 
lipied,    "A,    W."      Prof.    Schelling   says, 
■       ■   -      -     ■       -J  ililicot,. 


:ody,    1602   {Bullen's  ed. 

.        '^Tiiis    *ode'    wai    su 

.-,..inled  in  England's  Helicon,  ed.  1614,  and  there  su 
Ignoto.'  I  see  no  reason  for  depriving  Uaviaon  of  t 
p  of  iti    as  it  is  not  only  in  his  manner,  bul  otcii 


il  Rhapsody,  entitled  Sonnets,  Odet,, 
1    Waller    Davi«jn."      (A    fei 


aiii    Epigrams,    by    Fr. 
ElatbttMn  Lyrics.) 

Pace  153,  No.  US  — If  aomen  could  be  fair  and  ytt  net  fond. 
From  the  text  of  Dr.  Grosan  in  his  Fuller  IVorHiie^  MisceUanies, 
rV.      In    RawL   MS.   85,   fol.   16,  the  poem  is   ascribed  to  Oxfordl 

own    feari,    nor   the    prophetic 


t  cdebratlon   of   hit    friend,   according  ti 
■elation,   and   rejoices   in  their  restored  a 
iwey  explains  it  as  a  song  of  triumph  f      ■■      ■      ■ 


imph  for  the  d( 

r'Sfm^m'Soes'"  {Phii^soJiV'ol'skaktUt'^^"sonn%l""p'.'^9}', 

-iiics    Prof.    Dowdea;      "not    my    ovfn    tears    (that    my    friend'i 

beauty   may   he    on    the    wane.   Sonnet  civ.,   9-4  —  see   Ho.    $115,    p. 

S611   nor  the  prophetic  soul  of  the  world,  propbesyinH  in   the  oer- 

1  knights   and    ladies  your   perfections    (honni 

- -'  r  death. 


prelijfunng  your  death, 

__  __._  ._ ----_  of  years.     Darkness  and ,---, 

the   augurs  of  ill  find  their  predictions   falsified,    doubts  are   ovor. 

young  (see  Sonnet'c^i."  line'  9),  uid  'l  have  conquered  Death, 
for  in  this  verse  we  both  shall  End  life  in  the  memories  of  men.'' 
Line    10,    My    love    looks    fresh:    Prof.    Dowdeo    queries    whether 

11"  Dialh  to  'nJ^mfrJ^r^Jj;  "^imlt»."\f""fh^*Ta!iing  '  of  iK 
Shrew,  act  i.  ec,  I,  81.  Line  12,  Insults  o'tr:  triumphs  over. 
Cf.  King  Henry  VI.,  act  i.  sc.  3,   14. 

Paoe  15S,  No.    \75  —  Whotvtr  tfmiite  or  hefts  of  love  for  lovt. 
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From  John  Dowland's  First  Book  of  Songi  or  Airs.  1S97.  Tbe 
words  of  this  song  have  been  attributed  to  Fulkc  Grerille,  Locil 
Brooke,  and  are  printed  in  his  fVorki,    1630. 

PAom    156,    No.     m—Whenai    the    ryt    rtachtd    to    Iht    chin. 
From  Tfie  Old   Wives'  Tale,    1S9S. 

156,  No.   178  —  Calling  to  mind,  my  eyri  went  long  aboni. 
■  "■     j'l  Ed.  of  Sir  Waller  Raleigli's  IVorki,  vol.  viii.,     . 


In  Oldyi 

VJf '  Enrii  J  r^o  e;  e^"_'l  589,"'^"''  ■'a"  most""  "^['""^^^.^ 


this_poeni  is  given   from  the  Ashmoltan  USS. 

In   ni  Art  o:    "     •    ■     "  

written  by   Sii 
Ntst,  1593.  aa 


Rileigh."     It  was  printed  in  TMe   Phamf 

Thou^  difinest,    fairiil.    brigkteil.      From 

btnding  plain.      From 


bUt'"f( 


This  first   Eoog   in   Aitrofhel   and  5(W/tt_ ;»  given  v\ 


(CompUtt  IVorkt,  3  vols.,  1877),  who  reaSa"in'lTne'2r"  iMfrt^fi*!*)*' 
foi-  o'trcharged;    and  in  line   17.  "patience"  for  passiont. 

Page  162,   No.   1S4  — THm  back,  you  wa< 
pion  and  Rosseter's  A  Book  of  Airs,  1601. 

ions'  swerving:   Old  ed.  changing,     " -- 

dation.      In  the  original,   and  in  . 
(1889  and  1S9I),   lines  10-11   read 


'  thirsty 
t.  1867). 
id.    1905. 


ho,   though    hidden    by   the    larger   names,    is    present   througbout 
le  period,  and  emerges  fully  developed  in  Marvell."     Line  3,   As 


I  have 

how 

Quil 

{Gold 

»  Pc^p. 

P-  91.) 

Paoe 

No. 

f  the 

tlanls 

F 

TolteVs 

Miscellony 

(Coll 

Mr.  E  shine 

s  Study 

of  the  Elii 

US 

"Gr 

Slid 

is  a 

much 

ess   ambitt 

us' fig 

(Wya 

and 

Su 

rey).  b 

t    his   prec 

es   in 

d  hitly  Ver:    The  Spring.     Compa 


P*OE  170,  No.  I92~A 


!  lusty  yeer  the  firimt. 

(Chaucer,  Troilms.  i..  1S7.) 

/  saw  fair  AmaryJits. 
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The  Knight  of  iht  Burning  Pttllt,  JSIO;  and  in  Hans  Becvpot 
kit  Invisible  Corntdy.  The  secood  stanza  maj  have  suggested 
Opbelia's  "How  ahotiid  I  your  Irui  lovt  know."  (Rebelling,  A  Bonk 
of  ElisabrtliBH  Lyrics.)  Moit  of  Ihe  vcrsionn  read,  As  jdu  came, 
instead  of  as  yt  cam*,  which  I  have  followed,  end  which,  as  far  as 
1  am  able  to  ascertain,  is  an  emendation  by  Mr.  Quiller-Couch.  For 
other  variants  let  the  reader  compare  Hannalrs  Raliigh  in  the 
County  Pofii,  1870,  p,  80,  Line  1,  From  the  Iwly  land:  "The 
shrine  of  the  Blessed  Virgin  at  Walsingham,  in  Norfolk,  was  famous 
throughoul  Europe:  and  in  Norfolk  the  Milky  Way,  being  supposed 
to  point  the  pilgrims  to  this  shrine,  was  called  ihe  ■Walsingham 
Way,'  just  as  it  wss  called  '  St.  Jago's  Way '  in  Italy,  and  '  Jacob- 
Elrasse',  in  Germany,  as  pointine  to  Compostella.      In   1538,, at  the 

canned 'off  to  CheUea?"nd'^^e re* burnt,  'it  had  been,  peiTiaps,  a 
more  famous  shrine  of  pilgrimage  than  even  the  tomb  of  St 
Thomas  of  Canterbury.  Cf.  Erasmus.  Colloq.  Ptrigrinalio  teligi- 
onis  ergo.  Aicham,  visiting  Cologne  in  ISSO,  says;  'The  Three 
Kings  fc  not  so  rich.  I  believe,  as  was  the  Udy  of  Walfingham,' 
the  wealth  of  the  shrine  at  Cologne  being  then  valued  at  about 
six   millions  of   francs.      (£240,000.)"      (Quiller-Couch.) 

Page  1?1,  No.  193  —  W*  lOnr  and  awoed  tach  otker'i  eyes.  "The 
amatory  poetry  of  Habinjttoo  is  that  of  a  man  who  regards  woman 
as  a  highly  intellectual  being;  not  as  the  mere  slave  and  inGtrument 
of  sensual  pleasure;    and  Ine  correctness  of  his  mind,  in  this  par- 

Cfljinra,  edit,  by  Charles  A.  Elton,  The  Prefatory  Essay,  p,  7.) 
I  think,  in  this  poem,  Mr.   Elton's  partieular  critical  virtue  of  the 

highest  from  a  poetical  point  of  view.  But  Prof.  Seint'sbury 
iSiilory  of  Elilabethan  LiteralHre,  1887,  p.  382)  has  this  to  say: 
"  r,^^,^   ..   •    —I   :,.rf.,_„.   „(   —i.-.   some   foreign   c""—   "-™ 


unjostly   charge  on   E 

glish   1 

teraiure 

as  a   whole  — a   foo 

irt,   an5 

ahnost  canting  prudery 

The 

™'read^ 

the  chastity  of  his 

into  his  readers'  head 

rs  in  Klf-defence  ar 

driven 

to  say,  •  Sir,  did  any 

one  do 

W  itf 

He  protests  the  fre 

his  own   passion   from 

anv  ad 

of  fleshly  JnflueDce, 

til?"ha°f 

a  suspicion  of  hypocrisy  and 

lore  tha 

half  a  feeling  of 

ontempt 

the    he 

To    tell    the    trutl 

though,    as    has   been 

said,    a 

rritating 

work.      That  Habingto 

true  10 

ver  every  line  of  i 

shows; 

that  he  had  a  strong 

nftlsfon 

of  the 

abundant  poetical   m 
ne,   (hough    hardly 

then   abroad  is  shoi^ 

by  lin 

after  poem,  among  its 

pieces. 

Paob    172,   No.    19* 

—  rum 

;   my  r 

oks  unto    tkt   skies 

From 

Bullen 

says    tl 

Lis    was    doubtless    s 

by  Despirtes-  sonnet: 

Si   ie  me  sie 

a  I'on 

bre,  asn 
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Si  je  mc  plains  an  mil.  il  accioiM  moa  tounflent; 
Si  ie  rcapaas  do  pleura.  saD  viuse  il  utdk; 
Si  j«  njooKre  ma  playe,  en  ma  poilriue  enclOM, 
11  defail    Ban   bandeau.   I'essuyant  doDcement. 

Si  je  »ais  par  lea  boii,  aux  boia  il  ra'accorapagne; 
Si  jl  me  luis  cruel,   dans  moa  aang  il  se  bagaej 

Si  je  paatc  la  mer,  il  condnK  ini  nacelle; 
Bref,    janaia    I'importun   de   me;   ne    w    dioart. 


>  I  ink  the  shadea  I  suddenly  da  see 
.„-  „jd  of  love  forsake  hia  bow  and  sit  by  m 
If   thai   I  think  lo   write  his  muses  pliant  be. 


If  I  disclase  the  wounda  the  which  my  heart  halh  slain. 

He  takes  his  fascia  off  and  wipes  them  dry  anon. 
If  90  I  walk  lbs  woods,  tlie  woods  are  his  delight; 

If  I  myself  torment,  he  bathes  him  in  my  blood; 

If  seas  delight,  he  steers  my  bark  amid  the  flood: 

He  will  ray  loldier  be  if  ance  I  went  10  fit^t; 
In  brief  the  cruel  god  doth  never  from  here  go, 

But  makea  my   lasiing   love   eternal  with    my  woe. 
Lodge    Teprinled    this   with    alterations   in   Pkillii:    Honoured    willi 
Suniry  Sonne!,,  1593.    Eliiabelhan  Sonneii,  io  Ah  Emlish  Gamer, 
Seccomhe  ed.,  1904,  nombcr  xxxvi.,  p.    19. 

P*GE  174.  No.  196  — My  lave  is  strenglltened,  tkougk  mare  weak 
in    ieem.Bg.       Sonnet,    cii.       Shake-sfeare-t  ^  Sonneiies,     IMS.       An 

pf°lof)    °Lad"3?^rVoi  hv°u'^mircha^iild'-"lf."i^ft^L'^iir-i 

My    beauty,    though    hnt    mean. 
Needs  not  the   painted   flounah    of  your   praise: 
Beauty  is  bought  by  Judgment  of  the  eye. 
Not  uttered  by  base  aale  of  chapman's  tongues. 
tine  7,  In  nmmrr'i  front:    el.    Winler't  Talt,  act  iv.   sc   4: 
No  shenherdesa,  but   Flora 
Peering  in  ApriVi  /rout. 

!ve  mt  or  not.   lovt  her  I  mun  or  die. 

Pace  176,  No.  199  —  Paiiiont  are  liien'd  best  Io  Soodt  ant 
itreami.  Tbis.  and  the  following  poem,  Silence  in  Love  (No. 
tea),  ate  given  in  Hannah's  Raleigh,  p.  20,  with  the  title.  The 
Silent  Love.  Five  sianiai  bave  been  omitted  in  number  mo.  Id 
the  Oxford  Ed.  of  Raleigh's  Worki  a  note  says:  "This  (The 
Silent  Love)  has  been  much  improved  from  a  MS.  copy  in  a  TCty 
curious  collection  of  contemporary   poetry,  among   Dr.   Bawlinson's 
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enlitled.  Sir  WaUsr 
f  in  love,  etc.:  "T 
o£  Raleigh's  Works. 


of  Chesterfield."  This  stanza  it  s1m>  quoted 
one  of  Fietchet's  plays,  1652,  as  written  by  "j 
quality."     (Dyce's  Edition,  voL  viii.,  p.  106.) 

Pace  177,  No.  202  — Fain  vou/tJ  I  change 


SS 


E    Captaii 


published,  in  1605,  The  First  Part  of  Airs  Freich,  Polish  on 
olhert  loeeihtr.  Among  these  Airs  I  found  the  flawless  virus  ilu 
I  have  placed  at  the  beginning  of  my  anthology.  Fain  uniiM 
chuKge  that  note.  Sarely  few,  even  among  the  very  elect,  hai 
sung  Love's  praises  m  happier  accents  of  heaitful  devotion.  Cai 
tain  Hume  wrote  the  music,  but  I  know  not  who  wrote  the  verses. 
(Bullen,  IntTBductien  to  Lyrics  from  the  Eliiabetkan  Song-Booh 
pp.  vii,  viii.) 

Page    178.    No.    203  —  Being  your   slave,    what   should  I   do   6i 
tend.      Sonnet   Ivii.     Shake-speari's  Sonntllts,    1609.     The   abseni 

of  Shakespeare's  fHend.  Line  5,  World-unlkoul-end  hour;  tt 
tedious  hour,  that  seems  as  if  it  would  never  end.  <Dowden.)  C 
Love's  LaboKr's  Lost,  act  v.  sc  2.  "A  world-mlhoat-eitd  bargain. 
Line  13,  Tliat  in  jipBr  IVUl:  Prof.  Dowden  says  of  this  phraH 
"The   Quarto_  hss  Will    (capital   'W'   but^  not  italics).     If  a  pla 

Will   Shakespe'are?  can  tHnk"no  evil  of  %ou, 'do  what  you' pfewej 

Paqi  .179,  No.  204  —  ffcri  my  htart  as  seme  men's  are.  thy  error 
etc.     From  Campion's  Third  Boot  of  Airs.  1617. 


Hoiii  ^flH  /  swear  to  hve:  How  shall  lore  credil  me?  by  what 
oath  shall  t  gain  love's  belief?  Line  5,  Study  hii  bias  leaves: 
I  suspect  there  should  be  a  comma  after  bias,  10  read.  Study  his 
bias,  leaz-es.  etc.  Leaves,  here  is  a  verb.  Line  13.  Pardon  love 
this:  The,  meaning  plainly  is:  "Celestial  as  Ihou  art,  O.  pardon 
the  wrong  love  does  in  singing  heaven's  praise  (that  is  thine)  with 
■Dch  an  earthly  tongue,"  (Dyce.)  Yet  the  modem  editors  alter  the 
punctaation  to  "  pardon,  lave,  this."     (Furness.) 

Pace   182,   No.   207  —  ^*   careful  merthanis  do   expecting  stand. 
From    Britannia's    PatloraU,    lines    1O29-105S.    Song    3,     Book    2. 

Ye  traitefnl  merchants  that  with  weary  toil,  etc. 
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Fasi  ]E4,  No.  210  — Yt  btuihing  virgint  kapfy  art.  Mr.  Elton, 
in  his  ed.  of  Habington's  CBslara,  sayi:  "Tne  cast  of  diii  ode 
remind*    me    of    aome    '-    " '     -"■-    ------    -' 


1  translation   onlr.  a 


1   pardon  my    preunting   him 


"Nursed  by  Che  lephyr's  balm] 
And  chtrisk-d  by  tht  tears  o 

Ah,  Queen  of  flowersi  amakel 
Oh,  haiCe,   delicious   rou,   be 

Unheeding  wish!    no  — yet  aw 


Must   withering  droop  at  fate's  deeree; 
Like  Iier  than  bloomest  thy  little  hour. 

And  she,  alas,   must    fade  like  thee. 
Yet  go,  an 

While''"™ii „.^ 

To  share  with  thee  so  t< 


I    thy  ifirciu  aKd  tomb; 


Love   shall  thy  graceful   bent   advise 
Thy    blushing,   treoi'lous   leaves   re' 
"'"■""    "  "t  hnnless,   charm  her  i 


Go,  bright,  yet  h 
Go  deck   her  li 


briaslt:    This   figure   w«s 

Herrick,   "not  with  the 

a),  spealdiig  of  the  roses 


6.      Line  5.  Traniilanttd  thus  hrm  bright  yt  grew:    Compare 
t's  lines  from:    On  a  Damas»  Host,    stickliit   ufo»   a  Lad^i 

Let  iccQt  and  looks  be  snect,  and  bless  that  hand 

That   did   transplant   thee  to  that   sacred  land. 

O  happy  thoul    that  in  that  garden   rett'n, 

That  paradise  between  that  lady's  breasts. 

(Poemj,  p.   150,  Edit,  by  Arthur  Vincent.) 
16.    Your,  gloritvi    stpnlcher    shalt    bn     Compare    Herrid^ 
tht  Rosri  in  Julia's  bosom: 

Thrice  happy  roses!     So  nudi  grac'd  to  have 

Within  the  bosom   of  oiy  love  your  grave; 

TKe   when   you    wilt,    your   sepulchre  li  knoiT°> 

Your  grave  her  bosom  is,  the  lawn  the  stone. 

7i8 
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e  UnivciEity  of  Oxford, 
iDDU.  sei  me  nrsi  siania  oi  mis  lamoos  song  to  music,  in  Chl'r- 
fttll  Ayrea  or  Ballcdi:  First  composed  for  ont  milt  voict,  and 
since  set  far  ihret  voices,  1569.  Hailitt,  in  his  cd,  of  L»caita, 
1364,     says;      "I    bave    sdmcEimes    thought    tbat,    when    Lovelace 

aemfmenls  o't  ^-°th^r's°s'hepherds  HuMhtg^'mV.  '°Se^"^on  pa> 
ticularly,  the  sonnet  (at  p.  248  of  Mr.  itch's  Bristol  Edition) 
commencingi  '  I  that  ersl  while  Ihe  world's  sweet  air  did  draw." '' 
Line  S,  IVkrn  I  lit  tangled  in  her  hatr:    Compare  Peele's: 


That  can   forgel  his  excellence  and  honour, 

Of  his  creation,  to  leam  welt  to  die. 
And  live  a  prisoner  to  a  woman's  eye." 

(More  Dissemblers  besides  Women,  lfiS7.) 

Line  7,  The  tiirds,  that  wanton  in  the  air:  the  gods,  is  tile  original 
readini.  On  Ibis  point  Hazlitt  says;  "  The  present  word  is  sabsli- 
tuted  in  accordance  with  a  MS.  ciny  of  the  song  printed  by  the  late 
Dr.  Bliss,  in  hia  editioti  of  Wood's  Athenx.  If  Dr.  Bliss  bad  been 
aware  of  the  extraordinary  corruptions  under  which  the  text  of 
Lvcasta  laboured,  be  would  have  had  less  hesitation  in  adopting 
birds  as  the  true  reading."  {Lncasta.  p.  118.)  Line  17,  When,  like 
committed  linnets  I:  In  Percy's  Reliqnes,  ii.,  347,  this  is  changed  to 
UnneiKke  confined,  which  EUii  (Specimens  of  Early  English  Poetry, 
cd.  1801,  iii.,  2S2)  considers  the  "more  intelligible.^'  HaiUtf* 
comment  on  such  matters  in  general,  and  on  this  in  particular, 
while  displaying  somewliat  of  that  rancorous  spirit  which  he  has 
put  into  other  critical  opinions  with  less  inlluence  of  conviction, 
seems  here  quite  final.  "  It  is  not,  however,"  he  says,  "  either 
what  Lovelace  wrote,  or  what  (it  may  be  presumed)  he  intended 
.-    — ,..     ._!    _..l:__    : .J    — ,    ^    clearer    •'— -    "- 


ng,   in   fact,  nothing  more 
;    fovers   of^  early    English 


literature   that   Bp.    Percy   had    comparativi 

Emendation    of    a    text    is    well    enough;     —    „.-    

arbitrary  sUughtet  of  It  is  quite  another  matter."  P^of.  Saints, 
bury  seems  to  carry  out  Hailitt's  cttam^ioning  of  Lovelace  In  this 

nothing  worth  reading  but  the  two  immorUl  songs.  To  Lvcasta 
on  f'ne  to  the  Wars  and  To  Allhea  from  Prison;  and  it  Is 
only  fair  to  say  that  the  corrupt  condition  of  his  text  is  evidently 
due,  at  least  in  part,  to  incompetent  priming  and  the  absence  of 
revision."      (Hiilorjr   of  ElUabelhan  Literature,   p.   376.) 

Page  188,  No.  214  — Come  hither,  shepherd's  iwaint  Of  thie 
poem,  Mr.  Quiller-Couch  says  in  The  Golden  Pomp,  p.  337,  it  was 
'•found  entire  in  Deloney's  Garland  of  Goodtvill  (whence  Percy 
obtained  the  version  in   his   Religaes)    and   in   Breton's   Boaiir  of 
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NOTES 

Dtlighta,  1S!)7.  A  shorter  copy  is  found  in  PutteQbun'B 
Ml*  Peesy.  1589,  where  it  is  attrihiited  to  '  Edward,  liarl 
■  moil  noble  md  teamed  gentleman.'  "    Ijne  6,  Pmna  a\ 


imposed  befOTe  15S0. 

P*CT  192,  No.  217  —  Come,  aorthy  Grieltl  Vlyutt,  comt. 
Bomer's  Odyitey.  xii,,  184.  "  It  is  to  be  observed  particu 
writea  Mr.  Quiller-Coucli  (Galdin  Pomp),  "  wilh  wbat  eas 
■oni  of  '  welTlanguaged  Daniel '  runs  upon  the  tongue.  Sue 
woind  be  remarkable  in  a  lyric  of  mere  emotion  or  ecstasy: 
wonderful  in  lines  that  discuss  a  questi^a  of  high  morality.' 

Page   195,  t 

^P,      f^A. _r —     r- 

Dt  Madamt  Ytabttit  dt  Nasam 
Qui    cuyderoic    desguiser   Ysabeau 
u'un  simple  habit,  ce  seroit  ^and'  simplei 
Car  au  visage  a  ne  scay  quoi  de  beau. 
Qui    faict   juger    loMSJOurs    qu'  " 


Qo'elle  seroit  plus  belle  \ 

.    M.   Thomson    refers    in 
'  Charmides,'  p.   154  D." 

'fflVj—""'  ^"^  ■- 

199,    No.    226  — Hty   nBi 

•ny   nol     This  tittle^   and   pe 

'  HOI     ims  mue^  ana  perieci, 

- —    i   by   Mr.    Bullen,   who    reacncd 

It  from  the  colteclion  of  early  MS.  music-books  in  (he  library  of 
Christ  Church,  Oxford.  In  the  MS.  the  lines  are  subscribed, 
"Mr.  Gyles."  Nathaniel  Cites  was  a  chorister  at  Magdalen,  and 
successively  organist  and  masrer  of  the  choristers  at  St.  George's, 
Wmdsor,  sod  master  of  the  Children  of  the  Chapel  RoyaL  Be 
died  24  January,    1633,  and  was  buried  at  Windsor. 

Page  202,  No.  229  —  Aik  mt  lu  more  whtre  Jovi  bittoms.  This 
remarkable  and  beautiful  poem  of  Carew's  was  one  of  the  most 
imiUted  and  parodied  of  its  day.  These  appeared  in  the  collections 
of  verse,  generally  as  "replies,"  published  after  the  Civil  War. 
For  specimens,  see  Tkt  Forms  and  Uiuaui  of  Thomas  Carew, 
Ebsworth  ed.,    1893,  pp.  332-7. 

Pace  20S,  No.  235  —  Dtamt,  do  net  you  dtlav  me.  From  The 
Spmiih  Curait.  act  ii.  se.  2,  1622.  Line  12,  stervi  me:  old  form 
of  starve,  here   retained  for  sake  of  rhyme. 

T*Gi  Zl.. .._  ,..,  ......  _.._ ... 

'   "     =«d  Book  of  Songs  and  A 
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a  Barans-  (Van.  « 
Loekine  upon  pi 
The  genile  queen 
Bm  Mortimer  commcuucu  ma  uc 
Ts  lose  one  poor  life  or  lo  g<n 
•  What  though,'  qnoih  he,  •  he  o 
And  his  areaE  mind  made  taim  pi 
Yet,  in  deipight  when  she  her  a 
Ht  ftritheS  in  tlii  ckarUit  of  Ih 


Pace  212,  No.  243  — If  ma 
The  first  part  of  this  aonnet  ' 
of  Petrarch,  beginning; 

S'  una  feda  amoro 
of  wbicb  the  poet  had  elsen 
so,"  «ay9   Leigh  Hunt   (EngJij 

may   equalii'  bt  supposed  to  l._  .    _ _ 

song.      I    ihink   I    have   a   recollection    of   i 
of    B    Phyllis    and   a    Brunette    in    old    Frei 


the  feeling  may  have  originated  with  Sir  Thomas  himself;  tbougll 
be  was  a  Felrarcist  professed.  In  a  court  like  that  of  Henry  VIII. 
Wyat  may  well  enough  have  met  with  a  Brunette  of  his  own,  wbo 
revolted  him  with  her  ostentation  and  her  love  of  wealth,  —  Bel- 
ling his  mticer'a  and  jeweller's  bills  in  a  roar.  The  names  of 
Biunet     (Brunetta)    and    PhTlHs   in    conjunction    are    to    be    found 


to   music   in   Robert  Jones'   l/Htmum  FbIb,    1608. 

Paqe  21S,  No.  248  — I  law  fair  Ckloris  walk  aloni.  Copied  from 
the  Aihrnolun  MS.  3S,  Art.  11.  It  is  given  in  Wifi  KicrtaSion, 
1645,  and  [fii'i  InUrpreler,  1655,  1671.  Set  to  music  by  Purcell 
in  Henry  Playford's  Thtater  of  Musick,  Pi,   3,    1686, 

Pack  2IS,  No,  249  — CamfKa  fair  tripptd  o'er  thi  plttin.  Frotn 
Thomaa   Bateson'i  Sicond  Sit  of  MaarigaU,   161S. 

Pack  219,  No.  2S3  — Beauty  lal  bathing  by  a  spring.  This  poem 
and    the    second   following.    No.   tsf.   are   undoubtedly   by,  the   same 

™B'"ionB  w"s°"uw11li<!f'^th''irii™?lberr'i'"'Engl!rt.d"H^«^ 
1600.  and  si^ed  "  Shepherd  Tony."  It  is  also  found  in  Anthony 
Uunday'a  Pnmalton,  1619.     "And  though  Anthony  Munday,"  tajs 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


"This  charming  lyric,"  write*  Mr.    ,  _. „ -.   . 

lands  Htlicon,  "was  written  by  .' Shepherd  Tony/  who  contnV 
uied  six  other  poem].  It  would  be  pleauat  ta  be  able  to  ideniifT 
the    Shepherd    Tony;,    but    I-  fear    that    he    will    remaia    a    mm 

thony  Copely,  author  of  A  Fit  fur  Forlnne,  1596,  and  Wits,  Ftti. 
and. Fancies,  1614,  is  ridiculous;  and  equally  ridiculous  is  tbe 
luggestlOD  that  he  was  Anthony  Munday."  This,  however,  wsl 
wntUD  before  Mr.  BuUcn  bad  become  familiar  with  aU  of  Mim 
day's  writings;  and  after  the  discovery  of  this  poon  in  the  Prima- 
Iton,  he  became  convinced  of  the  identity  of  Munday  and  the 
Shepherd  Tony,  recaniing  in  an  inteiesliag  note  in  the  Introdnt- 
fun  to  the  Lyrici  frtm  EltMobtlhan  Romencti. 


Pnoi  220,   No.   2B4  — Follow  a 


ing,  the  Earl  said, 
tained  them.  Both 
ich^my  Lady  gate 


t>  No.  153- 

Michael  "Este'i  Madrigaiy'of  fWree,  ™"  and  Five  Paris,   1 


Pace  227,  No.  261  —  Out  upon  it  I  havt  lavtd.  This  poem  i 
found  in  an  obscure  volume  of  verte  of  the  time  of  Charles 
by  A.  D..  whom  Hailitt  conjeelured  to  be  Alexander  Dyce.  T 
poem  has  been  attributed  to  Sacklin;  because  it  possesses  the  : 
temal  evidence  of  his  peculiar  qnahties.  which  one,  once  havi 
read  Tht  Careliss  Lover,  can  have  no  two  opinions  aboat.  I 
answer    waa   written    by    Sir  Toby    Matthew  .   which    read: 

you  love  so  long? 


Say,  but  did 

In  troth,  I  needs 

Passion  did  your  judgment   wrong. 

Truth,  Time's  fait  and  witty  daughter. 

Shortly  shall  discover, 
Y'are  a  subject   fit  for   laughter. 

And  more  fool   than  lover. 

But  I  grant  you  merit  praise 

For   your   constant   foAy; 
Since    you    doted    three    whole    dan 

Were  you  not  melancholy? 
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Page  2J4,  No.  26S  —  Stetr  hither,  steer  your  wingid  pints.  Tti 
opening  eong  from  Tlu  lH«ir  Temple  Mojoiie,  Presenlid  fry  Wi 
Gentlemen  there,  January  13,  1614.  Pfinled  in  1772.  by  Thomf 
"" -    ■-■-       '       '   "     me  on  the   authority   oi   a   MS.   in  tli 


Ubrarr  of   Emii»aiiel   College,    Cambridge. 

271  —  Thr   „n  k„th  many   thousand  sands.     From 
ef  Deiighls    1610. 

P*OE  237,  No.  272  — Co,  happy  keartl  for  tkcu  shall  lit.  From 
The  Mad  Lover,  acted  before  1618-19,  set.  iiL    tK.    1. 

Page  237,  No.  273  — Fra  bank  to  bank,  fra  mod  to_wood  I  tin. 
rit:  Bt'ir  up."  Line  G,  Dauphm:  dolphin.  Line  12,  Fexiis:  feed*. 
Lme  13,  Tkrov.    through. 

up  the  bank.     There  is  some 
II   ie  believed  by  seme  to 

late  as  1670.  Professor  Ayton  believes  that  the  verse  belongs  to 
the  sixteenth  century.  Rev.  S.  Baring-Gould  has  discovered  and 
ptinted  in  his  Songs  of  ike  West,  1892,  a  traditional  song  of  the 
ICest.CourHiei,  vhich  has  the  Iwo  slanias: 

I    leaned    ray    back   against    an    oak. 


Untnisty  as  I   found  tha 
So  did  ray  false  love  pr. 

ove  to'  me. 

I   wish  — 1   wish- bnt   ' 
I   wish   1  had  ray  heart 
With  silver  chain   and  d 
I'd  fasten  it  in  a  golden 

'tis   in   vain 
againl 

iamond  locks 
box. 

of  whic£  J: 

PdCE    34_,    _._.   _. .        ... 

seek.     •'  Under  the  figure  of^  a  h 

early  good  fortune  and  success  in  life  wtien,  as  he  expresses  him- 
aelf  in  the  ode  preceding,  oaing  the  aaine  metapHorica!  language 
adc«>ted     in    the    present     ode,    '^Melhoughl,    Fartnne    me    iisseS.' 

fortunes  to  that  constitutional  levity,  that  'strange  fashion  of 
forsaking,'  which  is  too  common  -with  the  gentler  sen-  The  ode 
Is  one  of  no  considerable  merit:  it  is  original  and  full  of  feeling." 
(Nott,   Howard  and   Wyat.)     Jjmt  2,  Stalking  withift  mjp  chamber: 

)s  in  the  soft  and  imperceptible  approati  of  sleep.  Cf.  Oraucer's 
7anlerb%ry  Tales,  1.  8400: 
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Line    13,   Svieeth  shi   did   mt  kiti:    Tbe   propriety  of  this   imisc    ' 
depends  In   great    measiire   on   a  ciicumsiance    whicfa    grew   oui  oE 
the  manners  of  Ihe  dajf'  of  chivalry,  and  which  is  now   forgotten. 
Whenever  a  lady  accepted  the  Krvice  of  a  Imight,  or  acknowledged 

ot^red  on  her  pari;  and  this  wks  considered  to  be  an  inviolable 
bond  of  obligation.  The  reverence  with  which  women  were  ip 
pTOached  in  those  da>^  ensured  thai  this  simple  mark  of  approbation    . 

Crcssida.  Bk.  III.,  line  ISO,  where  Creisida,  permitting  Troilus  la 
■- "■--    kntgtit,   advances  modestly  lowariw   him,    supported   by 


andja'vts  liim  the  formal  kits 
in  Englai  '  "  '  '   ' 


the  custom  in  England,  see  Erasmus'  Lttler  to  his  friend  Faushu 
Andrilinxs.  Also,  tor  the  use  of  Erasmus'  correspondence  on  this 
cuilom,  ace  Mr.  Maurice  Hewlett's  The  Duchess  of  Nona,  in  Th^ 
Linlt  Novels  of  Italy,  chap.  I. 

Paob  245,  No.  £81  —  While  that  Ihe  sun  ivilh  Ms  btatns  hot. 
From  William  Byrd's  Songs  of  Snndry  Natures,  1589.  Appe*red 
also  in  England's  Htlicon,  1600. 

thief,   if  m  yott   mitt  Mini*.      From 

04. 

PjlOi  247.  No.  283  —  Think' 
■'-■■-  ■   jf     Yn 

., ,  with  onf/Thi „ 

Works  of  Thomas  Campion.  Bulleh  ed.,  IS91,  p.  286. 

Pace  348,  No.  285  —  TTiou  send'sl  to  mt  a  heart  tnt  Ji 
Oxford  Music  School  MS.  F.,  S7S.  *'  I  seem  to  have 
ver»es],"__  aajs    Mr.    BuUen    (More  Lyrics   from   Elitab, 

For  neatness  and  elegance  they  ate  worthy  of  Ben  Jonson."  Dr. 
Grosart  ascribed  this  poem  to  Donne,  and  printed  it  in  bis  edition 
of    the   poet'5    Works,    vol.    ii..   p.    2S4,    adding   the    two    following 

The  heart  I  sent  thee  had  no  slain; 

But  thou   hast  sent  it  hack'  again 
Sick   of   a   deadly    wound. 

O  Heavens,  how  wouldst  thou  use  a  heart 

That   should  rebellious  be, 
Since  thou  hast  slain  mine  with  a  dart  , 

That  so   much   honoared  thee. 

Pact  252,  No.  388  —  Then  hate  mt  ahen  thou  mlt:  if  ever,  rum. 
Sonnet  xc  Shake-sfeare't  Sonntltes,  1609.  See  bonnet  ImiT.. 
of  which  this  aonnet  takes  ap  Ihe  last  word,  pleading  nathetiallr 
for  hatred;  for  the  worst,  speedily,  if  at  all.  (Dowden.^  Line  6. 
The  rearward  of  a  conguer'd  wet:    cf.  Much  Ado  About  Nothiug. 
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NOTES 

'ard  of  TepTOachti. ' 

Line   13,   And  other  ilritmi  of  wot:    cf.   Hack  Ado   About  Noth- 
i*t,  «<  V.  sc.  1; 

Measure  his  woe  Ibe  length  and  breadth  at  mine 


P«Gi  2S3,  No.  29\  —  WhiK  thou,  t 
snd  third  sianias  of  this  poem  were 
in  Ayrci  and  Dialogues,  tfiSJ. 

Paoh  2S8,  No.  297  — My  lute  awake/  perform  the  last.  "This 
Ode,"  says  Nott,  "  occurs  in  the  Nugae  Amigaae.  vol.  ii.,  p.  252, 
Ed.  177S,  and  is  there  given  to  Lord  Rochford;  evidently  erroneously, 
for  it  is  here  printed  from  the  Harington  MS..  No.  1,  p.  80,  wbieh 
was  Wyat's  awn  MS.,  and  is  Mgned  with  his  name  in  hia  own 
handwriting.  It  is  s  poem  of  singular  meril.  It  Is  one  at  the 
most  elegant  amatory  Odes  in  our  language. ,  It  is  as  beautifully 
arranged  in  all  its  parts  as  any  of  the  odea  of  Horace.  The  Lute, 
ta  which  the  Ode  is  addressed,  corrvsponded  nearly  to  the  modern 
guitar.      It    was   the   instrument    to   which   almost    all    the   amatory 

person   of  good  education  played  on  the  lute.     Surrey  excelled  on 

should  not  scruple  to  say  that  this  Ode  at  Wyat  is  more  elegant 
and  feeling  than  thai  of  Horace  to  Lydia  on  a  subject  nearly 
similar. —lii...  I„  Ode  25."  Line  7,  As  Uad  to  grave  in  marble 
none:  i.e..  It  would  be  more  easy  for  lead,  which  is  (he  softest 
of  metals,  id  engrave  characters  on  hard  marble,  than  it  is  for 
me  to  make  an  impression   on  her  obdurate  heart.      To  grave:    in 

early  writers.     Cf.  CbAxxtei'tTraSus'and'Criistdii,  Bit.  II.,  L  1341; 


Cora  tibi   flagrans 


Qu*   sol 

Sovfe*  ctrca  jeour  ukeroenro, 

Non  line  questn.  etc. 


sevcath    stanta   L 
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Pagi  260.  No.  29a  — Shall  I  iraiting  in  diipait 
of  this  poem  attributed  to  Sir  Walter  Raleir'-  *- 
Life,   and    retained  by    Dr.   Hannab    in    bii   C 

Shall    t,   like    an   hermit,   ifweQ 

On   a   rock  or  in  a  cell, 

Calling  home  tbe  smallest  pari  . 

That  Is  missing   of   ray  heart. 

To   beslow   it,    where    1   majr  1 

Meet   a   rival  every   day?  I 

If  she   undervalue   me.  I 

What   care   1   how    fair   she   be? 

Pasb  261,  No.  299  — Hcnci  away,  you  Sireni,  Wave  ml.  In 
commenting  on  this  poem  in  A  Book  of  Eluabrihan  Lyrics,  Pro- 
of thb  facile  poem.  Wither  was  often  troubled  with  pangs  of 
conscience  for  tbe  levity  of  bis  earlier  Muse;  it  may  have  been 
in  one  of  these  moments  that  he  reduced  his  Sirens  to  one,  and 
somewhat  prudishly  covered  iheir  antique  nakedness."  Litxe  44, 
IVhiht  tkiri'i  nobU  hiHi  to  climb:  nouns  in  the  plural  were  used 
as  the  aubiect  of  is.  Ci.  Shakespeare's  '  Then  u  (olmuBs  in  both ' 
-H<nrj  v..  act  iv.   sc.  6. 

'.  Mai"  There 

MUibuted  io'boone'iidVo  Joshua'SylveBler.Tn'Hoffey  MS.,  6910, 

foL    150. 

Thou  Shalt  not   love   me,   neiiher  shall    these  evei 

Shine  on  my  soul  shrouded  in  deadly  nigbt; 

Thou  Shalt   not  breathe  on  me  thv  spicenes, 

Nor  rock  me  in  thy  quavers  of  ddlght  i 

Hold    off    thy  hands:     for    I   had   rather   die  ' 

Than  have  my  life  by  thy  coy  touch   renriev* 

Smile   not  on   me,   but  frown   thou  bitterly: 

Slay  m:  ontright.  no  lovers  are  long  lived. 

As   for   those   lips   reserved   so   much  in   store 

Their  rosy  verdnre  shall  not  meet  with  mine. 


Embrace  and  kiss  and   love   me  in   i 
Beauty   rvithout   Love   Dtfor. 
Thou   are  not   fair    for   all   Ifay    red 
Thou  art  not  sweet,  though  made  of  mete  delight. 
Thine  eyes  are  black, 


Thy  hands  are  bloody,  though  contrived  of  whiteness, 

Both  black  and  bloody,  if  they  murder  men; 

Tby  brows,   whereon   my  good  hap  doth  d«iend. 

Fairer   than   snow   or  ifly^n  the  spring; 

Thy  tongue  which  save*  (?)  at  every  sweet  word'i  end. 
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Tbat  hard  aa  marble,   this   a   mortal   sting-; 
I  will  not  soothe  tbr  follies,  tbou  sbalt  prove 
That  Beauty  is  no  Beavty  without  Love. 


Pace  270,  No.  307  —  Take,  O  take  tkote  hpt  swi 
lieamrt  for  Measure.  1603.  act  iv.  so.  1.  Thia  sons  is 
Fletcher's  The  Bhady  Brother,  act  v.  scj  2,  with  the  foUo 


Which  Ihy  ft«iei 


The  distinct  inferiority  of  the  second  stHiia  lo  the  first  leads  Mr. 
Bntlen  to  think  that  the  former  was  written  by  Shakcepeire  and 
the  latter  by  Fletcher.    See  also  Mr.  SwIabuTpe's  note  on  this  song  In  A  Study 


part.     This  great  sonnet  first  appeared  in  the   1619  f 
lon-s    (Corij,    and   numbered  lit.   of   the   sonnets   Idt 

this    to    be   a   ver  ■  

much   of  the  inta 
wroneht    by    the 

Moore,  1  lioow  of  no  lines  on  the  old  subject  of  lovers'  quarrels, 
distinguished  for  equal  lendemess  of  sentiment.  .  .  .  Especially 
may  be  observed  the  exquisite  gracefulness  in  the  transition  from 
the    familiar   tone    in   the    first  pan    of   the   sonnet   to   the   deeper 

ft«l■ng  and  hi^er  strain  of  the  imagination  st  tha  close."  (Heary 
eed,  Briliih  Peett,  I.,  241.)  "As  for  Drayton,  his  one  incom- 
parable sonnet  is  Love  Parting.  That  is  almost  the  best  in  the 
languaae,  if  not  quite."  (Dante  Gabriel  Rossetti.  from  RecolIecltBHi 
of   D.   G.   R..  by  T.   HaD  Caine.) 

Pace  272,  No.  311  — i?ii._g  out  spur  belli,  kl  moataiiig  thews 
be  spread.  From'  Certame  Sonets,  The  Arcadia.  IS98.  It  is  a  ten- 
able theory  that  all  of  the  poems  in  this  group  contain  some 
reference  to  Sidney's  love  for  Stella;  ceriafniy  this  is  the  case 
with   many  of  them.     Dr.  Grosart  admits  that  only  long-esublished 


Erecedent   wiihholds 
is    < 


strong  eooug*   t 


transferring    two   sonnets    which   he   numbers    __    _._ _    ... 

Astrophil  and  Stella.  He  considers  this  Dirge  to  have  been  writ 
upon  the  marriage  of  Stella  to  Lord  Rich.  (Sidney  ii.,  3, 
Mr.  Pollard,  in  CKplanation  of  their  original  omission  from 
book,  suggests  tbat  tr  some  accident  Sidney's  own  copies  may  h: 
been  destroyed,  and  that  we  owe  the  poem  to  the  fortun 
preservation  of  duplicates  by  the  Countess  of  Pembroke.  D 
pare  Tennyson's  Ring  enl,  mid  bells,  in  In  Memorsam,  cvi.,  wh 
ts  generally  sappoied  to  have  been  suggested  by  this  poem.  L 
727 
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I.  Cymbilint 

Aod  winking  Mary-budi  bigin 
To  ope   theii   golden   syes: 
Une   8,  Ptrpttual  dtUHiii:    in  connection  witli   H'ittfc;    dromioeil 
aB  wben  Proipefo  uys  of  Miranda's  sleep  "  '7u  a  good  dalneis  "  — 
rb/  Tempeti.  act  i.  sc.  2.     Line  IZ,  Or  call:    tbe  Quarto  reads  As; 
Mr.  Palgrave  read.  E/«. 

PA6E  284,  No.  322 —  Madam,  nnlhaulen  many  toordt.  This  vetr 
well-known  song  of  Wyat's  is  from  TotltVi  MiactUans.  1S57.  "  Sub- 
ioJned,,in  Ihe  same   MS.,"   says   Nolt    (Hprington   MS.,    -       ' 

iriSf  by    i 

Of    few    words.   Sir.    )vu    seem   to    be. 
And  wberc  1  doubted  what  I  would 

Your  quick  request  hath  caused  me 
Quickly  to  tell  you  what  yOD  shall  ti 


Is  ever  ready  to   the  check 

And   burneth    in    no    wasting   fire. 

Therefore  whether  you  be  lief  or  loth, 

I  am  ai  a  point.      1  have  made  an  oath. 
Content  you  with  "  N»j; "  for  you  get  no  more. 
Line  3,   Then   Itavt  your  boards:    taduDgi  to   and  fro.      A  vessel 
lacking  is  said  to  mike  boards. 

Page  285;   No.   i23  —  Ladyl    you  ore  with  bfoMits  sir  tHrichid. 
From   Darison's  Poetical  Rhapsody,    1602. 

PaOe  m;    No.    J24  —  The   lowest    trees  have   tops,    Ike    mt    her 

gall.  From  John  Doorland's  Third  and  Last  Boat  of  Songs  and 
Airs,  1603.  AJso  appeared  in  Davijon's  Poetical  Rhapiedy,  1602, 
—J   _v — ;v-j   ..  . .. ..     .-    ■■-    Bul1en>  reprint   of  the   Rhap- 


MS.,  Poet.     14i,   fed.  50,  attributes  it  to  Sir   Edward  Dyer,   which 

Paoe  286,  Ho,  32S— ;^rt  ihok  gone  in  haHef  From  The  Thro-  \ 
cia»  Wonder.  puMished  by  Francfi  Kirkman,  1661,  and  attributed 
on  th*  title-page  to  Webster  ?nd  Rowley,  No  eyldence  can  be 
approved  tfaat  Webster  took  anv  part  in  wrHing  the  jstay.  William 
Rowley ,«oltibor«ted  wkh  Middfeton  in  the  Sponiik  Gipsy,  published 
165^  though  written  nearly  thirty  years  earlier:  and  probably 
also  in  Mcrt  Dissemblers  besides  Women  published  in  1657.  The 
dalcf  of  bJs  birtliand  death  are  miGeitaiD. 

Pa^  238,  No.  327  —  Did  not  the  heavenly  rhetoric  of  ikinr  t 
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net  to  Rasaliud  from  Lavt't  Labcur't  Loit,  1592,  act  It. 
IIS  indudBd  bb  Ibe  third  poem  in   Tkt  Pauionatt  Pit- 
(See  note  to  No.  ^.} 


Paob  293,  Na 

■      ■      ~>rf . 

■t   Shelley. 


Campion's    Third. 
worth]     ' 


■Svuetttt  lavt,  I  da  Mt  go.     Line 
f.     Line  13,  Fiar  not;    for  me. 

7,.Vn 

■Shall  I  tont,  ncetl  Lovt,  lo  Ihte- 
!-.■'     (Bollen.) 

irt^ 

Open  thi  daoTl    Whc'i  then  mikinr 

.^."" 

Collection. 

Page  294,  No.  Ii3-~0nh  JoyI  noni  hert  yen  are:  The  Feurtfa 
SonK  in  Astrophel  and  Sltlla.  Line  14,  Cupid's  yokt:  GrOsirt's 
ed.  reads  Cupid's  knot.  Line  21,  HM.-  good  fucli.  Line  28, 
Fotkt:  Folio  reads  Faeli,  which  Dr.  Grosaii  suggests  is  '  gayer 
yet  deeper  than  folks.'     Line  34,  Fntrnt:   design  or  baild  up  (it,  the 

.  „-.r  We,  wftni  ihali  i$  be.  The  Tenth 
d  Stella.  SUnus  vL,  tIL,  viii.,  do  not 
1.,  1591.  Line  8.  AfUr  parting,  aughl  forgal: 
:    By    ihixe    abience    oft    forgot.      Line    4S, 


Pace  2W,  No.  i36  — Sweet  Adon,  daritt  not  gUmce  thint  eye. 
From  Never  Too  Late,  1590.  Greene  several  times  revived  the 
old  combination  of  French  and  English  verse.  It  will  be  noticed 
tbat  in  this  poem  the  first  and  third  line  carry  on  the  lyric;  the 
second,    foUTth,   fifth,   and  sixth   being  refrains; 

Pace    301,    No.    337  —  Therefore   above    the   rett,    Ambilioti    tat. 


Pace    301,    No.    337  — Therefore 
his    selection    is    from    Christ's    P 


ibridge,   1610.     The  aulhor  of  this  poem,  son  to  Giles  Fletcher 

the  elder,  brother  to  Phineas  Fletcher,  and  cousin  to  the  dramatist. 
was  as  certahilT  Milton's  master  as  Spenser  was  Browne's. 
"  That  Christ's  VittoHe,"  Dr.  Crosart  writes  IMemorial-InlrBduc- 
tioH  to  G.  Fletcher's  Poems,  FHller's  WorfAifi  Library),  "had  o" 
aaprerae  st---' —  '-    '-•--   •'" " ---■  "■-   - 


Pagb   305,   Na 

RhapMdy,  1602.      _  .  . 

43-A.      flie  verba)  quibble  in  these  lines  are  typically   S 

Pagb  307^  No-  3VI  — There  it  none    O  none  but  you.     This  poem 


md   Part    (tight    Coni^ls'o/   Loves'}'  of 
1     ft  Is  included  by  Dr.  Hannah 


Campion's  Two  Bt . .__....       _    ..  .. 

in  his  Courtly  Poets,  1B?0,  where  it  is  attributed 
of  Easex,  on  tbc  testimony  of  the  Aubrey's  liSS., 
Bliss,  the  editor  of  Wood's  Fatti. 
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Pmk    308,    No.    341  — f    letvt    AmiMa,    nihiltr    Ibm 
Like  Nob.   t}3  and  rss   (Me   note   supra)    ihis   poem   is    from  Ear- 
land')  Hilicon,  1600.  where  it  is  signed  "  Shepherd  Tony."     Line  3, 
Idert    fin*    in    trip  J     of    daintier    step.      Line    13,    Cvrilir  .  .  .  bj 

Face  310,  No.  Mi  — The  green  Ihal  you  would  wish  mt  wear. 
George  Turbervilte  (1530?-I594)  was  B  DOTBcUtaire  man  of  good 
family,  educated  at  Winchester  and  Oxford.  BcEides  writing  ■ 
good  many  occasional  poems  lie  wag  also  tbe  author  of  a  wort: 
on  Falconry  and  made  many  translatioos.  This  selection  is  the 
best  specimen  of  bis  lyrical  work.     Line  IS,  Refuse:    refusal. 

P*Gi  313,  No.  34S  — Loirtng  in  tnilk,  and  fain  in  verse  my 
love  to  skow.  The  initial  sonnet  of  Aitrophel  and  Sulla,  1591. 
"  The  very  first  piece  of  the  series,  an  oddly  corapounded  sonnet 
of  thirteen  Alexandrines  and  a  final  heroic,  acHlies  the  note  of 
inlenle  and  fresh  poetry  which  is  only  heard  afar  olf  in  Surrey  and 
Wyal  which  it  hopeless  to  seek  in  the  tenlatives  of  Turberville 
and  Googe,  and  which  is  smothered  with  jejune  and  merely  literary 
ornament  in  the  less  familiar  work  of  Thomas  Watson.  The 
Kcond  line.  ...  the  couplet  (lines  7  and  8)  ,  .  .  and  tbe  sudden 
and  splendid  finale  ...  are  things  that  may  be  looked  for  in 
vain  earlier."     (George  Saintsbary,  Elitabelhan  Litrrature,   1SS7.) 

Paoi  314,  No.  i46~Firii  shall  Ike  heavens  mam  siarry  ligki. 
From  Resalimd,  1590.  In  speaking  of  the  inSuence  of  Deaportea. 
Mr.  Bullen  aays:  "  It  seems  to  me  that  whenever  Lodge  imitated 
Desporte^,  he  greally  improved  upon  his  model.  Desportes  has 
a   sonnet  beginning: 


Compare  this  with  Lodge's  poem  beginning  Firil  shall  tht 
etc.  Desportes'  sonnet  is  a  bundle  of  dry  conceits;  Lodge 
is  musical  as  s  running  brook."  Unlro^ictiott,  Lyrics  fro 
abelhan   Romances,    1890.) 

Face  31S.  No.  3A7  — Since  brass,  nar  sto*i,  nor  eari 
boundless  lea.  Sonnet  Ixv.  Sk^i-speare't  Sonnettes 
Line  4,   Aciion:    apparently   used   in   lite   legal  tense  sugg 

hold  a  plea  in  line  3.     Lino  10,  Time's  chest:    Theobald   

Ttme  s  guest,  but  Malone  defends  this  reading  by  showing  th^  the 

Uat'it  Of'Teauty":    the  "  o*  Uie'QMrto  is'a"mMifeU  erro?""' 

Fade  316,  Ho.  349  — Lcl  <»>  nei  (a  the  marriage  of  frtu  minds. 

ficall  to  die  a  iiner  paaoage  of  moral  poetry  than  this  description 
of  the  master  passion.  <Leigb  Hunt.  English  Sonntts.i  **  Admits 
hia  wanderings,  but  love  is  ^xed  above  all  the  errors  and  trials  of 
man's  life."     Line  2,  Admit  impediments:    See  the  Form  of  Solim- 

meS/^Mc.     Unes""?' Low*  «  BO?  Iiw™    Cl'/fftf^ew.  art' l"st  1*1 
aot  love 

It  stand 
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Umi  ^6,  Ah  ever-dxed  vutrk:   Ct.  CoriolaHHi,  act  v.  sc  3 

Likt  a  great  lea-mark  atandiDS  ev«ty  flaw. 
Line  7,  n  it  a  star:  Prof.  Dowden  interprets  this 
"Ag  the  star,  over  and  above  what  can.  be  ascertained  o 
it  for  our  guidance  at  sea,  hai  unknowable  occult  virlut 
fluence.  so  Totc,  besides  its  povier  of  guiding  us,  has  in 
potencies."   and   adds,    ;'  Height,    it   should    be   observed, 

used  here,  in  a  double  sense,  altitude  (of  Che  star)  and 
love)."  Line  9,  Tinu't  tool:  the  sport  or  mockery  of  T 
KmeHtnry  IV..  act  v.  sc.  4: 

But   thought's  the   slave   of   life,   and  life  timi't  fi 

t  brie/  hours:   i. «.,  Tii 
.....         ^,     .,.f    •",„  that  tmat 

We'll   strive  to  bear   it  for  your  worthy  sake 
To  the  extremi  idgt  of  haiard. 

Page  318,  No.  3S2  — Happy  yt  leaves  vihinas  those  lUy  hatids. 
This  is  the  opening  sonnet  of  the  Amoreili,  1595,  These  sonnets 
furnish  us  with  s  circumstantial  and  interesting  accouni  of  Spen- 
ser's second  courtship,  which,  after  many  repnlses,  was  successiull* 
ttnninaled  by  the  marriage  celebrated  in  the  EHthalamium.  (See 
p.  )58,  No.  «w.>     Line  10,  Of  Helicon  aihence  she  deriyid  is:     Dr. 

allDsion  is  to  the  name  (Eliiafeth)  of  Spenser's  wife.  (See  note 
to  No.  5jS.)  In  sonnet  xxxix.  of  the  Amoritti  reference  is  made 
Id  My  Htlici,  which  woutd  seem  to  confirm  this  idea  (Helice  — 
Elisef). 

Page  31S,  No.  ZS3  —  Rose-cheeh'd  Laura,  come.  "In  1603  ap- 
peared Thomas  Campion's  Obsen/ation  in  the  Art  el  English  Foetry, 

yoa^f°T  nlum  to  "clawical  quanlluiit^  va".  H °  illustrated 
tau  proposed  rhythms  with  original  experiments,  which  in  all  but 
one  case  are  no  less  unhappy  than  most  quantitative  poems  in 
English,  The  one  exception,  however,  illustrating  a  trochaic  strophe, 
deserves  to  be  quoted  as  an  example,  not  only  of  graceful  melody, 
but  of  perfect  lyrical  form.  The  motive  — Laura's  beauty  —  !* 
introduced    in    the   first    words,    developed    through    an    Eliiabelhan 

contemplation  of  perfect  beauty  in  the  abstract."  {John  Erskine; 
The  Eliiabelka«  Lyric,  ed,  190S,)  See  also  Otirn'oiioniH.  the  art 
of  English  Poesy,  p.  2S8,  Bnllen'M  ed.  of   Campion's   Works.   1903. 


320,  No.  3Sfi- 
_.  Bpigrartis.  1616. 

heir  of  the  second  Lord 


cal    tribute.      She  d 

73y 
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Piot  325,  No.  364—HtTe  liei  tht  btithf  string.  From  Fan 
and  Dekker's  Tht  Suns  Darling.  1656.  Tbs  play  was  licenied  ii 
1623^4.    The  songs  are  doulitless  by  Dekker. 


cold.     From  Orlando  Gibbons'  Firtt  Set  of  Madrigalj,    1612. 

P*GK  331,  No.  374  —  0  pirficl  Light,  which  thaid  away.  From 
Pomt  of  Alexander  Hume,  Scottish  Ttxl  Socitty  PuSlicaliant. 
ALeiander  Hume  was  born  at  Reidbrais.  North  Berwick  (Scotland), 
15S67.  and  died  in  1609.  He  belonged  lo  a  minor  but  still  im- 
portani   branch  of  the  gieal  clan  which,   in  the  fifteenth    and  sii- 

pBft  of  E^st  Lothian.  He  wai  tbe  second  of  seven  sons  and  two 
daughters  bom  to  Patrick  and  Agnes  Hume,  his  father  being  th: 
grandson  of  the  first  Patrick  Hume,  the  Comptroller  of  Scotland  in 
H99.      li   has   been   invariably  assumed   that   Hume  studied   at   St. 

ISyi'^'k  studen"'oT"t.'   ^^"/^■  faier  he  iravdlwi'm "h'™.;" 
and   on    bis    return   became    attached    lo   the    Court    of    James    VL 
"Hume's    Sitmrntr    Day."    says    Lawson    (liHri/daction    to    Poems,     . 
1902),   "suggests    not    only  the   Prologues   of    Uouglas,   but   Thorn.     ■ 
son's   Seasons,    and   the    prose    idyll    which    Richard   Jeffries    called 
The  Pageant  of  Summer  ITke  Life  of  the  Fitlds.  pp.  41.64).      It  is     ■ 

a   da<r    poetically,    not    formally,    and    it    does   not    range    over    the     ' 

but  he  has  no  inartistic  digressions,  and  be  has  at  every  point  the  I 

same  sincerity  of  feeling.  -  -  .  Hume  and  Thomson  are  alike,  how-  J 

ever,  in  adding  to  the  single-hearted  love  of  the  sights  and  sounds  1 

amid  which  the)'  were   reared,  a  full  recognition  o?  Nature   as  the  1 

above  and  behind' Nat''ure^^s'con^ani°»id  simple,  although  we  know 
otherwise  that  the  religious  creed  of  the  two  Borderers  diRered 
materially."  Line  1,  Shaid:  parted.  Line  6,  Vtntls:  vividly. 
Line  16,  Stripe:  rill.  Line  21,  Astres:  stars.  Ijne  23,  OSvskii: 
darkened.  Ltne  29,  Boulden:  swollen.  Lino  30,  Sheen:  bri^i. 
Line  37,  Rseh:  smoke-vapor,  tine  3S,  Skeils:  clears.  Line  41,  , 
eteggil:  clogged.  Line  S9,  Ding:  to  beat.  Line  91,  Himplts: 
herbs.  Line  84.  Sleir:  to  stir.  Line  89,  Cesiilt:  yielding,  ceasing,  i 
Line  93,  Flourishes:   blossoms.      Line  108,  O'erfrel:    overlretted,  | 

Page  33S,  No.  375  —  lVhert  the  bee  luckt,  thtre  tuck  J.     Ariel's     I 


Paoi  342,   No.    3BI  — Jai^t   and  Joan,   they   think   no   ill.     From 
Divine  and  Moral  Songs  In  Two  Books  of  Airs,   1613.      Line  19, 

Tallies:    Nosegays. 


uspects  that   Rowley  is  the  a 
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Pacs    346,    No.    384  —  Haymakers,    mkiri,   rtaptr 
From  Ford  andDekker-s  Tin  Sun't  Darliitg,   16S6. 


Dekker. 


1  follow 


r*GK  J4K,  ISO.  JM  —  ^H,  wHai  M  loptr  II  u  a  trills  tliint. 
Fioin  The  MourninE  Garmenl.  1590.  Piof.  blown,  of  CanICI> 
burr  Colleee,  New  Zealand,  ia  speaking  of  Robert  Greene  *ar>: 
~Wild  wjlE  Ihe  feverish  life  of  an  aclor,  yel  penning  songs  (bat 
bieatbe  ia  evcT^  line  of  rest  .  .  .  oblivioui  to  the  graces  of  his 
most  virtuous  wife,  for  the  bUndishments  of  a  'sorry  TaKed 
gaean '  and  yet  capable  of  uttering  tbe  most  lyrical  eulogy  of 
ruiUc  married  life."  (Grosart's  Greene  I.  ilix.)  Line  28,  Af- 
'  -■  r    affections.     Line  36,  Spill:    destroy.      Line  42,  itthe:    ■' 


(Ori^niillr 

a  jo, 

irney. 

;   fas 

ince  an 

oecasionj. 

' 

' 

■ 

P«GE  351 

)^ 

387- 

-C. 

T«a 

ir  owoy.     Tbo 
ent    pensioner 

rs 

zSs 

fter 

Cambridge' 

to   Lont 

Ion,    wb< 

ire  bis   rare  p 

;rs  t; 

adoption"  i 

of 

of    Ben,"    befi 

ally 

Antbony    Stafford 

b/1 

diti 

of  the 

'  day,  an  acco 

jrkl 

may  be   fo 

1  Col 

lier' 

s  Rarei, 

:  Boohs  <■   III. 

""eng/tjf! 

Lang,. 

i..,  SO.      Line  4, 

,  Cha 

;    16,   PHi 

,»e   tf 

"Ki 

No  Sneer  lose:  Randolph  himself  had  lost  a  finger  in  a  fraj 
Line  3i,  Hyde  Park  was  originally  a  »nie  preserve,  hut  becam 
a  fashionable  promenade  in  the  reign  of  Charles  II.  Line  31 
Tkt  Cheat:  Ctieapside,  the  principal  retail  street  of  old  Londci 
Lin*  76,  Nable  Bvrctay:  perhaps  Sir  John  Berkley.  Governor  c 
Eieler,  to  whom  Herrick  addresses  the  lines: 

Stand    forth,  brave   man,    since   fate  has  made   thee  here 

The  Hector  over  aged  Exeter. 

Page  353,    No.    388  — iei    Mcllter    Earth  .now    did    htrirlf   i 
Amers.     From  Arcadia,    ISSB. 
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NOTES 

ing   line.      Mr.    QgiUer-Couch,    in    the    following    inlereati 

printed  tlnis: 

"PrimroK,    firit-born    child    of    Ver. 

Merry  iprinifiime'8  harbinser. 

With  her  bclb  dim.  .  ,  . 
and   many   have   wondered    hov   Sbakcsfeatt   or   Fletcher 

however,   that   the'e  should   be  x   Kmicolon  ifier  '  Ver  ■ 
■msrry   mringtime'B   harbinger,   with   her  bells  dim,'   refen 

from  Dr.  Grosart,  who  has  parefully  exsmined'the  1634,   a 

may  very  well  come  afler  Ihe  primrose  in  the  song,  which  a 
jeoores    the    process    of   the   seasons."      iAdvesluret   «i    t 

pp.  4:;3.; 

Pack  35S,  No.   392  — 
"  This   splendid    poem,"    laya   ffir.    e.rsKme    kJ 

beihan  'lyrics.  It  lllusiraies  the  many^lded  laaiea  of  the  pastoral 
lyrists.  It  is  idyllic  in  method;  the  emotion  ia  advanced  through 
a  seriei  of  lyric  units,  each  inspired  by  a  separate  picture.     Strictly 

■nd  the '  complete  poem  is  a  series  rather  than  an  organic  wha!e. 
But  the  lyrical  emotion  aroused  tn  all  Ihe  motives  is  the  same  In 
tvtrf  case,  so  that,  in  the  broad  sense,  it  would  be  difiicult  to 
doty  unity  to  th»  poem.  In  the  aubiect-matler,  as  well  as  in  the 
emotion,  unity  is  secui^  by  deseribing  the  events  of  one  day-  in 
order  from  dsyhreak  to  midnighl." 

Its  date  was  the  11th  June,   1S94,  as  thus; 

"This  day  Ihe  lunne  is  in  faia  ehietest  hight 

With   Barnaby  the  bright  —  (Lines  Z6S<.) 

The    scene-  was    the    cathedral    of    Cork  —  and     (it     is    believed) 
Bishop  William  Lyon  was   the   chief  officiating  clergyman; 
"  Open    the    tnnple    gales    unto  my   love. 

And  »H  the  pilloors   deck  wiih  gtrlands  trim  — 

(Lines   Z0*-7.) 
—  with   after    mention    of    the    '  high    aHar '    and    '  roring    organ ' 

anj  concourse  of  the  gentlest  and  rIcheEi.  and  Ihe  whole  tone  (rf 
"'""""  ■'    '  .,  haripooiie  with  the  bride  having,  been  a  '  Lady.' 


(Line*  167-8.) 
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NOTES 

doa  Dot  invalve  ifaAt  th«  'tirid? '  wag  a  merchanvs  dau^hier- 
Such  a  maTtiage  proceuion  of  minstrels  with  'pipe'  and  '  labor ' 
and  'liemblins  croud'  and  damzels  with  '  tymbreb '  and  dance 
and  running  page-boys,  and  herself  'clad  all  in  wbile,'  .  .  .  once 
aon    lender    pTCposteroaa    any    Itaoughi    of    >uch    a    bride    having 

"Wa«  ever  marriage  so  "married  to  immorul  verse?'  Even 
when  »e  Ihink  of  Gamut  and  the  Arcades  Dean  Church's  elogueat 
verdict  is  unimpeachable:  'His  bride  was  imraortaliied  as  a  fourth 
amoDg  the  three  Graees,  in  a  richly  painted  passage  in  the  last 
book  of  the  F»trit  Qntenr.  But  the  most  magnificenl  tribute 
ID  her    is   the    jreat    Weddiag    Ode,    the    Epiikahntiani,    the   finest 

anJ  unflagging,  so  orderly,  and  yet  so   rapid  in  the  onward  march 

imaginstive  wealUi,  yet  so  refined  and  self- rest  rained.  It  was 
always  easy  for  Spenser  to  open  the  flood-gates  oi  his  inexhaustible 
fancy.  Wilh  him  ^  The  numbers  flowed  as  fast  as  spring  dolb 
rise—  But  here  he  has  thrown  inio  bis  composition  all  his  power 
of  concentration,  of  arrangement,  of  strong  and  harmonious  gov- 
ernment over  thought  and  image,  over  language  and  measure  and 
rhythm;  and  !he  result  is  unquestionably  one  of  the  grandest 
lyrics  in  English  poetry.  We  have  learned  to  think  the  subject 
unfit  for  such  free  poetical  treatment;  Spenser's  age  did  not.' 
Prof.  John   Wilson  inay  supplement   Ibis: 

'"We  are  not  unread  in  Catullus.  But  the  pride  of  Verona 
must  bow  his  head  in  humility  before  this  bounteous  and  lovelier 
by,  Joy,  Love.  IJesire,  Fasaion,  Gratitude  Religion,  rejoice  in 
present  of  Heaven,  to  take  possession  of  Affection.  Beauty,  Inno- 
cence. Faiih  and  Hope  are  bridesniaids,  and  holiest  iiicensc  is 
burning  on  the  altar." "  Dr.  Groaart.  Life  ef  Sftnitr,  pp.  202-4,  In 
Cempltlt  Workt.  SptHstr  Secitly  Publ.,  1882-4.  Line  51,  And 
diaprid  lyke:  diversified,  a  word  borrowed  from  Chaucer.  See 
the  Romaunl  of  tht  Rose,  line  934,  ed.   Urr,: 

And  it  was  painl4d  well  and  Ihwitten, 

CbatKcr  also   ssea  the    word   dsppled   and  dapple  gray,   as  applied 

convinced  that  diaprsd  and  dappled  are  not  the  same  word,  al- 
though a  difTerent  etymology  has  been  given  to  them;  a  horse 
may  be  called  dappled,  because  his  coat  presents  the  appearance 
of  being  diapred.  (Todd.)  Une  81.  The  marvis  deicint  fJayw.- 
In  our  old  Dictionaries  and  Glowaiies  the  msrvis  is  usually  intar- 
preted  the  thmsile  or  itnih.  As  the  marvis  is  sometimes  men- 
tioned in  our  ancient  poetry  together,  with  the  ihruih,  I  suppose 
the  marvii  means  the  coct-lhnuh,  or  song  Ihmih,  the  cock  being 
most  distinguished  for  its  .tones.  See  Chaucer's  Romaunt  of  tht 
Rest,  describing  the  sweel  song  of  various  birds,  line  66S: 


line  82,  Tht  Rnddack:  rolrin-red-breut.  C(.  Sbakespeire'i  Cyn- 
Mine.  Line  3J,  Agrtt  nith  swtet  eanienl:  The  reading  aboold 
be  coaant,  lays  CoRier,  for  harmony.      Spenser  uses  eanctM  and 
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.    —   1  Salemti  Afiutcfe.     -  ._ 

trrmbUnJ  Croud:  CratU;  Welih,  crmlh,  the  Sddlt.  From  Anglii- 
Saxoa  CruiA.  tayt  Skinner.  Collier  Baji:  The  croud  hs>  genenlly 
been  explained  to  mean  the  Sditula  Britaiuiicit,  or  tiddU,  and  > 
ctotvdtr  ]£  A  fiddteTt     The   wotd  ia  of   perpetual   occurrence   froin 


149,  i.,*«  Pkabi 

;  What  t 

sublimely 

the  Sun. 

Spenur  h»  her 

applied  t 

a  the  Moon. 

itc  Pialm 

xi..  5. 

(Todd.) 

Lloe  154,  Her  I 

ellow  lock,: 

kable  It 

al  Spen- 

•cr's   females,  both   in  the 

Faery   Qutn 

t  Md"^ 

his  oibe 

are  all  dcKribed 

wilh  yell 

w  hair.     And 

in  his  ge 

Dcral  d 

o£  the  influence 

over  the  bci 

he  parP 

cuUrires 

folden  tressea. 

See'^wrj 

Quttne,  Bk. 

T.  viii.  l'. 

This  ■ 

»id  in 

, ._    ,    _j    here,    and   in    soune.    .. 

Queen    £tizabeth,    who    hud   yillow  hair;    or   perhaps   in    imitation 

colour.  (Warton.)  IbiH^'ly^  galdtn' wire:  out  old  pacta 
were  fond  of  thii  reiemUaBoe.  Thua,  in  Abr.  Frannei'i  Stcatii 
Pari  of  the  CouHteii  of  FtmbrokeS  yvyckurck,  1591,  where  lie 
il  describing  PhilUl: 


And  in  the  romance  of  Palmendoi.  Bk.  I.  4lo,  155,  a  ladr  is 
described  with  gold^irt  liair.  .  .  .  And,  in  Richard  Bameeld's 
The  Affectienatt  Shepherd,    1S94: 

Cut  off  thy  lock,  and  sell  it  for  gold-miir. 
The  Scottish  Muses  disdain  not  ttie  came  rimilitude.     See  Sibbald'a 
Chrenidi  of  Scoititk  Poelry,  vol.  L,  IM: 

As   golden    teier   50    glilterand   was    hii    bair. 
Again,  p.  202: 

Aa  rid  gold-wyir  schyait  hit  hair,  (Todd.) 

Line  174,  CAnrmtiie  mm  to  byie:  i. «,,  tempting  b*  enchantment. 
Uns  253,  And  sprinkle  .  .  .  with  mm;  CE.  the  Faery  ^Hteut, 
Bk.    L    sIl    S&: 

Then  can  they  tprinckle  all  the  fosli  aiilh  wine. 

Line  390,  The  Highft  ,ad  dread:  This  epithet  iias  wanling  tiO 
the  first  folio  was  published.  (Todd.)  "We  are  not  at  all  con- 
vinoed,"  aays  Collier.  "  of  the  necessity  tor  sad;    Spenser  may  bave 

wrtiten  niBhiis.  as  a  din^lable,  a  not  at  all  u  

Mm.      Howeser.as ' " ■  •-    - 

folio   1611."      Line    .     , _         .       _    .    ,.      _    _.    ,. 

((he  earlier  editions  to  Collier  read  the  former)  is  the  fail 
Robin    Goedftlltrto,    or   Hob-goblin,    known    by  the    name    of    Puf, 


made,  we  follow  t 


wicked  tricks,  ^e  The  Second  Port  of  Hobin  GooiftUow.  i... 
•xnly  called  Hob-goblin,  U29.  Chip.  6.  Line  HO.  Tht  LaKnian 
Shtfiurd:  In  the  first  edition  the  reading  is  Lolinian  rhepheri' 
The    allusion    is   to    Bndymian,    whose    love    for    Cynthia    is    we 

738 
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known  ibrougb  KeMi'  beautiful  poetic  romance.  DrByton  vtota 
a  poem  on  the  ume  lubject,  called  Endytaion  and  Phabt,  published 
in   1S94,   of   which    very  little  i*  knoirn, 

pAOB    371.   No.    393-  _,   „, 

jti«».     Fronrthe  Tall  oj  Terat  ii 

Ltandir,   1598.      The  potm  to  the  end  o(   the   Second   Sestiad  waj 
m  fragment  left  by  Mar!"    -   --  '-■-    '--^     -'  '-  ------  ■-    •""• 

Chapman    wrote    the    re 


Pace  J74,   No.   394  —  Upl    Yatiiki  and  virtinil    «*, 
cr -1.    ^ticripiion   of  ih,   Uaigittj   tpiik    Nuptial 

Eliiabelh  RadchVt, 


Tht   Deicripiion   of  iha   Uaigut    tpiik    Nuptial  Songs,   cili- 
iiarriate  of  Jok*,  Lord  Ramtoy.  wifh  iJu  Lady 


bratint  tht  Hal 


P*Gi  377.  No.  39S  — Culm*  was  (h<  day,  and  IJirough  Ike  tnm- 
btiHg  ayre.  A  Spousal  verse  .  .  .  in  honour  of  the  doubls  morriaga 
of  thi  too  konovrabli  and  virtuous  ladies,  the  Lady  Etitabtlk 
and  the  Lady  Kalherine  Somertel,  dougklcrt  to  the  right  hOMUr- 
abU  the  Earl  of  Wercititr  and  espoused  to  the  two  worthy  gentle- 
men. M.  Henry  Gilford  and  M.  William  Peter.  Esquires,  1596. 
The  poem  was  privalely  primed  foe  the  families  connected  with 
the  ceremony.  Ji  is  Spenser'*  latest  eitanl  poem:  Line  i.  That 
lightly  did  delay:  temper,  or  mitigate,  as  in  the  Faery  Queene, 
Bl.  M.  ix.  30  — But  to  delay  the  Heat.  Hugh«3,  however,  rejects 
Ibe  old  word,  and  feads  allay;  to  which  unjusttiiable  alteration 
the  modem  editions  also  conform.  Delay  is  repeatedly  used  la 
this  sense  by  Spenser.  (Todd.)  Line  12,  tVhosc  rutty  Bancke: 
that  is,  whose  bank  full  of  roots;    rootie  is  an  old  English  adjectiTC 


Line  J. 
the  Faer- 
eoadhl  £• 
eighteenth 

r  "Xv    S 


hmiHm,t 
ghry:  S< 
to   Englai 

crtppied  I 
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I   121,  Doth  tht«d:    put  t 


The  famoui  nsmc  of  knigblhood  fi 


Std    mm    im£t«li  ilillasui  ballcui  erbt.       (Upton.) 
Cf.  Tht  Faery  Quttnt,  V.  i.  2: 

Tbe   heavens   biichl-shiaing   baudrickt    lo  encfaacc 

Page    3S4,    No.    397  ~  A    Nsmph    ia    niarriid    lo    a    Pay.      This 
beautiful  poem  is  the  Eighth  Nimphall  in  Tbe  Mum  EUsium,  1630. 

Pack  395,  No.  398  —  /  t,h  ihtt,  Dick,  whtr,  I  have  bttn.     "The 
version  _of    thii    famous    ba^llad,    which    has    created    one    of    Itie 

Locke c-L^mpson  in  his  delightful  Lyra  Eleeaniiamm.  .  .  .  3e 
Bays  in  connei^iion  with  this  ^ad:  'Tfaii  is  one  of  bit  (Suck- 
ling's) best  poems,  and  as  Leigh  Hunt  says  — his  fancy  is  to  hail 
of  gusto  as  to  border  on  imanqation.     Three  stanzas  of  tbe  poem 

cut  from  the  poem  as  it  originillj'  stood.  It  was  wcillcn  upon  th« 
KCasion  of  the  marriage  of  Suckling's  friend,  Roser  Boyle  (Lord 
Br6ghil1   or    Broball.    afterward    Earl    of   Orrery),    tni    Lady    Uar- 

£ret  Howard,  daughter  of  the  Earl  of  Suffolk.  There  are  evi- 
nces Chat  it  was  set  to  music  which  was  very  popular.  John 
Lawson  wrote  of  the  ballad:  "This  is  really  excelletit,  brisk, 
tumorous,  and  poetical."  Wordsworth  wrote:  'I  fully  eoocm  la 
Mr.  Lawson's  crititism,  but  wish  he  had  been  more  espliiit.. .  .  . 
This  may  safely  be  pronounced  his  opui  magnum:  indeed  for 
Braee  atwi  almplidty  it  stands  unrivalled  in  the  whole  compaK  of 
sncieot  and  modem  poetry.'"  Lme  8,  Wt_.  .  ■doitll  our  fio^- 
The  Haymarket  of  London  jjf  lo-day. ,  Line  9,  (4  hovst  atlk 
jfflJrj.-  said  to  be  Suffolk  House,  afterwards  Northumberland 
House.  Line  31,  Tht  maid,  md  Iktrtby  hangi  a  talt:  Wordsworth 
wrote:  "His  portraits  of  female  beauty  are  not.  to  fioished  aa 
Byron  or  Moore,  but  they  possess  a  great  sttraeHon,  because  be 
Jives  Imly  a  glimpse  and  leaves  the  rest  to  fancy.'      (F.  A.  Stokei, 


E   40?.    Na    408  —  ;/   » 
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mtiCld'S  Potmi  in  Dimri  H*mori, 

Pase  407,  No,  W9~.Thtnct  t>atting  fetth,  they  ihorlly  dm 
arryut.  From  the  Faerie  Queeni,  Bk.  if.  canto  tii.  star.  42.  Thn 
nil-known  lelcctian  of  SpenKr'B  gorgeous  allegory  never  dtmin- 
isbei  in  charm  for  the  loven  of  what  is  most  beautiful  in  imagery 
and  mQBic  in  English  poetry.  Line  7,  Or  that  maji  dayntest  tancy 
ofgrate:  In  the  later  editions  daynesi  has  been  unwarrantablT 
changed  to  daintiest.     Line   17,  And   tie   iht  gait:    If  the  reader 

which  Taaso  has  given  of  the  palace  of  Amuda,  he  will  see  how, 
in  many  particulsia,  our  poet  barrows,  and  how  lie  varies.  The 
gates  (Bay*  the  Italian  poet)  were  of  silver,  in  which  were 
wrought   tie   stories  of  Hercules  and   lole,    of  Anthony  and  Cleo- 

with'Melea.  (Upton.)  Upton  gives  no  reference  (o  the  pac 
ticular  part  of  Tasso's  Giruialemmt  Libirala.  to  which  he  refers 
presuming,    perhaps,    thai    the    readera   of    Spenser    were    well    ao- 

Kiainted  with  it:  it  may  be  found  near  the  openii^  of  Canto  xvi., 
er  fentrala  maggior,  etc.  Line  69,  Gather  thtrtfort  thi  Roh! 
Maiston,  in  his  copy  of  the  Fatry  Qjuene.  adit.  1590,  has  eve- 
cially  marked  the  excessive  beauty  ot  Ibis  portion  of  llie  poeio, 
and  opposite  Ihe  words  Gather  therefore  the  Res*,  he  wrote  in 
the  margin,  Calligt  virgo  roiai.  etc,  CCollier.)  Line  72,  WAiW 
iBving  thou  maytt  loved  be  tvitk  equsl  crime:  Compare  Fairfax's 
transTation  of  the  GirKialnnmt  Uberata,  Bk.  xvi.  sian.  14,  l!i 
and  his  obligations  to  Spenser,  see  the  Preface  to  Coleridge's 
Sevm  Ltcturet  on  Skakeiptare   and  liiUon,  p,  xxxiv.    (Colliei.l 

P*OE  411,  No.  411  — JVo»  U  the  time  for  mirth.  Line  7,  Of 
pap:  i,e.,  sap.  Line  10,  Arabian  den:  uiikenard.  Ijne  12, 
rorlerf   hairi:    tossed   wildly  back.      Line   30,_  The  world  had  aU 


OK.-    a  ^ay  on  11 

ie  poet's  nam 

/^twdiu;' 

««o 

.      Line  21, 

Thii  1 

immensive  cup:    i. 

*..   measureless. 

Pag 

E   413,   No.   413  — 

The  lun   mhi, 

grtal 

"'vhTf^n 

Mng. 

This    poem    was 

n    both    folio 

Patau 

r,    or    The  Pauiox 

«'^^orfma«.' 

m' Eliot  Norl 

mong  Beau- 

mont', 

ofessor  Charli 

'uSsToi   Donne's 

Poems  a  tra, 

o   of 

s 

,    bis    Ad    Comilii 

'"  Md  "tI^ 

Leil 

rr    I«    Ben 

1.      Both    of   the    , 

.ems,    said    P 

found    to   be    impi 

the  ^common 

'U 

I'ThiB 

1   is  especially  true 

"•°,'  C"«i  '.1 

7..^^^. 

'and  "welVkoowo 

'to    all    th« 

i?v^rs 

vari 

sL  ^r« 

,.-„ ._  „ —  ,, if  the  MS.      (See  Studiei 

and  Satei  in  PhiJoEtgy  and  Literalure,  1896,  vol.  S,  pp.  I9.Z3.> 
Line  IS,  Snlclife'i  ml:  Probably,  aa  Dyce  suggests.  Dr.  Matthew 
Suteliffe,  first  Provost  nf  King  James'  College  m  ChelM,  of -whom 
Fuller  says  (CdurcJI  Hidory,  Bk.  X.  Leot,  iiL  3S-37>,  "Doctor 
Suteliffe    (was)    a    known    ri^id   ant i-remon tyrant;     and    when    old. 

Line  16,  LU  wkerehe  wilt:  i.  e.,  in  whatever  place  be  lodges--  Liiie 
»,  Rob*rt  Witdom:  He  contributed  to  Hopklne  and  Stemhold'i 
Ptalmi,  the  xsv>  pahim,  and  the  hymn: 
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NOTES 

I,    Lord,   by   thir  de»r   ironJ, 
and  Pope,  defend  ua  Lord,  d 


died  in  1568.  The  quaintnesi  ot  bit  name,  as  well  u  tbe 
rty  at  hia  poetry,  caused  hin  frequently  to  be  ridiculed. 
jcr.)  Foi  »  poem  of  Wisdom's  s«  p.  S47.  No.  iii.  i-ine  2Z, 
:  I<(j.-  i.  <..  to  make  bowl.  Line  Z7,  We  art  all  tqttal  rvery 
:    Seward,  at  Sympson's  suggettian,  pointed  the  passage  thus: 


We  are  all  equal:    ever;  whi 
Of  the  Und  that  God  gives,  i 


God  gives, 
-., old  puoctaaiion  is  rieht,  the  mean- 
ing of  the  Une  being —  f^ran  Iht  land  uhich  Cod  gtvii  mtn  here, 
thtir  viit  coma,  (Dycc.)  Line  30,  Main  hoiut  itH.  i.  *.,  the 
chief  landing  familT-iest.  whiidi  has  deaonded  from  father  to  sod 
for  tome  generations.  (Heath.  US.  Noiii.)  Line  fiO,  Bailaline: 
ballading.  Line  69,  Of  Ike  Guard.  Dyce  explains  this  as  egrd, 
•qulvalent  lo  rarden;  ■  questionable  inlerprelalion.  If  the  MS. 
reading  be  right,  it  is  a  ;est  at  some  e*fd  which  had  no  loul 
but   the  vegetative.      (Norton.) 

P*M  4M,  No.  417 —  Pint  knackt  for  ladietl  cheap,  ckoiee. 
brave  and  niai.  From  John  Dowland'i  Second  Book  of  Songs  or 
Airt.  1600.  "  Dowland  .  .  .  had  the  distinction."  says  Mr.  Er- 
*i"e  (StudiF  af  The  Blisbbithen  Lyric,  ed.   190S,  pp.  229-30),  "of 

—• -*—    '" of    the    famous    pedlar-songs    of    Elizabethan 

ntiqiiity   of    mercers'    songs    in    England 

.   _,   _ _.     ClUd.  Chap,  it.)     The  ciaractet  of  the 

luving  pedlar,  especially  if  he  were  wittily  impudent,  seems  to 
have  appealed  strongly  to  the  Eliiabethan  imagination,  tn  its 
normal  presentation,  Shaltespeare's  Autolycus  (see  below  Nos.  «8 
end  419)  sums  op  the  type.  Dowland's  pedlar,  however,  is  ideal- 
ized into  a  second-hand  philosopheri  every  line  of  bis  speech,  in 
phrase  and  thon^t,  is  a  barlcsque  echo  of^the  moral  verses  in  the 

PiGE  421,  No.  4ia  — Ldon  as  vhili  m  driven  tnoa.  This  soas 
and  the  number  following,  {iD,  are  from  A  tyinlerS  Tale.  1610, 
act  iv.  >c.  i.     See  note  to  No,  417,  above. 


,    1609.      The   first    ardour 


Ta  qHottfyfto  ieinptr/iaoamte^'"tt-froitus'a%dCrtiiida,  i 

,    ■  or  ia  yoot  Wood " 
..    So  nadly  hot.  that  nO  disconrse  of  reason. 
Nor  (ear  of  bad   success  in  a  bad  cause.   ' 
Can  qualify  the   same. 
Lme   4,    Uy    levl  wkich  in   Iky   breait   dflh    lie:    Cf.    Kin 
ard   111.,  act    i.   ic.    1 :     "  Eivn   to    thy  bteasi   tnclaieth   n 
heart."     Line   7,  JuH   to  the   timt.  not  vith   Hu:  itnw   txe, 

7*»; 
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^  Uirckt 

'tis  night,  you  do  not  look  od  me. 
auch  asbaoMd  of  my  «xcha»gt.     (Do 


1  Id  h 


Line  11,  Slain'd:  Staunton  proposes  itrain'd.  Line  14,  My  Ron: 
Shakespeaie  returnl  to  the  loving  name  vhtcb  he  has  given  hii 
friend  in  Sonnet  L:  "  Thai  Iktreby  biauiy't  Koie  tnifht  aivir  die." 

Pace  423,  No.  422— From  you  I  fiav£  bten  absent  in  tht  tpring. 
Sonnet  xcvill.  ia  Skakt-sptart' i  Sonnetles,  1609.  The  sonnet 
following  Ibis  (No.  4^3)  in  the  sequence  U  numbered  icvli..  and 
treat*  of  absence  in  Summer  and  Autumn.  Professor  Dowdea 
thought  it  Ijegun  a  new  group.  To  me,  however,,  the  better  arrange- 
ment, especially  for  my  purpose  here,  is  the  tranwioEiiiDn  I  have 
made,  though  Mr.  Quiller-Couch  and  other  editors  have  followed 
Che  order  in  the  Series.  The  mood  her;  is  of  Absence  in  Spring. 
Lines  2-3,  Proud-pied  April:    Cf.  Romeo  and  Juliet,  act  i.  se.  2; 


J  ilory  tell:    By  a  Snm- 
■nd  queca 


s*. 

'fiiri^rii'cam'TMi:;, 

in    Tkt    Winter's    Tale 
■•     So  also  in  Cymbet. 

,;».,,  miiS  iVii.  ff. 

tlte 
r    bii 

other 
r(    tor. 

IS'S4;  %^'Si. 

iiiS'SF""^'^..,....,   ■ 

Line  I 
nmel, 

Err. 

ielighl. 

1,  Tkiy  aere  but  swtt 
bal,"  etc.      The    poet 
are   only    sweet.    o«ly 

declares,    as    SteeTcns    says, 
delightful,    so   far    as   Ihci 
:    "  They  were  but  Beetint 

,  "ths 
■fig" 

■ri  of 

^Pam  424,  No.  423 -Hon. 
Sonnet  xcvii.  in  Shaki-ipeore' 
removed:   this  lime  of  atsenc 
Hop.  of  orokons:    such  hope 
the  birth  ot  children  whose  i 

like  a  wilier  hoik  tny  absena  bem., 
■s  Sonnelles.  1609.     l/ne  5,  Tkis  lio..  ■ 
e.     Line  T,  Prime:    Spring.     Line  10, 

rather  is  dead.      (Staunton.)      Dowden. 

Pack  424,  No.  42A~ Absenet.  hear  Ikott  my  froUHalion.  Oa 
the  evidence  of  an  early  MS.  this  poem  has  been  assigned  id 
Donne,  which  seems  well  affirmed  by  the  pecoliar  attributes  it 
possesses  of  Donne's  genius.  It  appeared  unsigned  in  Davison's 
PocJicol  Rhapsody,  1602,  and  later  in  a  collection  of  verse  called 
Tkt  Grove,   i72l.     "The  circumstances,"  writes  Mr.   Quiller-Coueh, 

se^reiar™"*  'the  XOTd'oianMn"'  Elle!'me^!''h'e'^  ■  "as™  alely  fell 
in  love  with,  and  privately  married,  a. niece  of  the  Lady  Ellesmcre's, 
the  daughter  of  Sir  George  Moor,  Chancellor  of  the  G»rter..and 
Lieutenant  of  the  Tower,  which  ao  much  enraged  Sir.  George,  that. 
743 


DoliiHihyGoOgle 


ke    not    oalf    procured    Uf.     Dome's    diswissioii    from     Us    em- 
ployment under  the  Lord   Chancallar,  but  osKr  nsted  till   be  had 

before  be  wis  inlsrged  from  his  confinement,  yet  h»  troubles  stiQ 

suil,  whicta,  together  with  travel,  boijis,  and  a  too  litMral  disposi- 
tion, contnbuted  to  reduce  bis  fortune  to  a  very  narrow  compass. 
" '  Adversity  has  its  peculiar  virtues  to  exercise  and  work  upou. 
■1  well  as  the  mosl  flourishinH  condition  of  life;  and  Mr,  Donne 
had  nov  an  opportunity  of  saowin£[  his  patience  and  aubmissioo, 
wllicfa.  together  with  the  general  approtiatioii  he  everywhere  met 
with    of   Mr.    Donne's   good  qualities,    with   an   irresistible   kind  of 


suaaion  so  won  upon  Sir  GeorEe,  that  he  begaii  now  not  wholly 
disapprove  oE  his  daughter's  choice:  and  was  at  length  so  faj 
onciled  as  not  lo  deny  them  bis  blessing.'     The  death  of  his  wife 


TBraea    with    Carew's    Ta    I...    _ 
Paemi  of  Carew,   ISW,  p.  29. 


/  India, 
...  ._ „, 3,    Or  lU 

Sfarlani  imitali :     Dr.    Grosart   reUins  the__readin8  of 

but  iittie  less  difficult   lo  Explain  t: 

a  ;^  .1 —  -^ —  -*    ._ "  ci.,j  grown  so 


ae    I6«    folid,   e«rlfd.     "The    reference   in   any 
Pollard,    "is    to    the    cfanrlish    brevity    oE   the    5e 


Mjd^ 

X„' 

"n 

hejord 

in  the  set 
lo  her.'' 

Page 

lo  No 

426, 

im. 

No 

436  —  Ti 

I  me  not. 

Page 
Tht  P 

^b 

No 
N 

si.  im. 

sieine  fn 

I,  J  «m  uniind.     See  note 


miuhle   gold. 


tinian  Cojoje  has  some  wonderful  words,  sassafras,  HociluU.  that 
make  the  fortune  of  their  rhymes,  and  the  relief  is  heightened  by 
the  subtle  — not  really  prosaic  —  soberness  of  iheir  epithets:  m- 
duslrious  HacklatI,  useful  sassafras,  like  words  almost  in  the  ordi- 
nary pitch  interjected  in  a  chant.     This  odo  runs  more  easily  than 


Go.  and  iDbdue, 


itash  to  the  loud  and  hopeful  thrttmm 
M  outward  to  where  beyond  the  P<1 
,    one   day   to   be   populous   with   poet! 
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NOTES 


£  the  high-hearted  voyagen."     Line  16,   Where  Eolut 


itseli. 


naaiuyL  m  uda,  iukiukq  mc  va&inev  OI  tnc  worm  itSef  " 
infinite  number  of  the  races  of  mankind,  the  variety  at  their  laws, 
their  customa,  Iheir  rdiaions,  their  very  inatinils.  We  see  the 
influence  of  this  new  and  richer  knowledge  of  the  world,  not  otHi 
<a  the  life  and  richnets  which  il  save  to  the  imagination  of  the 
lime,  bnt  in  the  immense  interest  which  from  this  moment  attached 
itself  to   man."     {Green's  Enelmd,  voL  a,  bk.  vL,  p.  462.) 

P*GB  433,  No.  433  —  Vt  Imdi  of  Bratui"  Land,  Cowagteiu  youth. 
HDD  pAiy  jour  parli.  From  A  Petit  of  GilloSowers,  icht  dif- 
ItriKg  from  BIhtr  it,  colour  and  odour,  yet  all  tvieele.  By  Hum- 
frey  Gifford,  Gent..  1180.  Line  1,  Ve  bad!  of  BrutMs'  laud:  i.t., 
Kions  of  England,  from  Ihe  mythical  descent  from  Brului. 

P*GE  434.  No.  434  — Foir  Hoed  the  wind  for  Frenci.  "This 
poem,  like  the  BatlU  of  Brunauburh,"  writes  Mr.  Erskine,  in  his 
Minot'i  songs,  "is  remarkable  for  its  ehoric  quality:    (he  voice  of 

of  some  of  Campbell's  odes,  and  Tennyson's  Charei  of  lfc«  Light 
Brigade.  Tennyson  may  have  been  influenced  by  DrartoD.  Their 
two   battle-Eongs    have    almost    the    same    narrative    Tnethod,    almost 


baitle-EonKB 
same  rhytbni 


.1  Study    (Ed.    1 


vnvcr  biion,  in  laic/taei  urayron,  ^  oriricat  ^luay  \Eja,  iyuo./| 
•ayi  of  this  ode:  "  It  was  not  many  years  since  the  great  theatrical 
■occcsB  of  Henry  V.;  and  the  most  famous  of  Drayion'g  odes  ma; 
be  taken  as  a  lyrical  epilogite,  or  rather  intermezzo,  by  Shake- 
speare's countrymen.  It  has  been  so  arransed  by  Mr,  Henley  ia 
hii  Lvfn  Htokb.  Usually  known  as  the  Ballad  of  Agincourl,  it 
"SB  first  entitled  To  my  Frienda  the  Camber-Britons  and  their 
Harp.  The  old  popular  dilty.  Agincourl,  Agiutfuii,  was  in  the 
writer's  ears.  He  liked  his  poem,  if  we  may  judge  Iw  his  nice 
and  numerous  improvements.  The  earlier  version  suffers  from 
uBgainliness  or  emptical  grammar:  a  few  remaining  traces  of 
them  in  the  taier  one  are  the  only  interruptions  1o  its  felicitjt. 
There  Is  also  a  tendency  to  multiply  the  spondees,  the  belter  to 
bear  the  thud   of   the  marching   urms  —  ftfi,   right.      A   few   lines 


how  the  cl 


U\9 


when  we  our  sails   advance  When   we   our   i 

Aud  now  to   prove   our   chance  Nor   now   to    pr 
„         Longer   not    tarry:  Longer   w 

But  Hit  unta  the  main  But   «ulli'nF   Co 

At  Kaux  the  month  of  Seine  At  Kaux  the  mi 

With  all  his  warlike  train  WHb   aU   his  mam 
Landed    King   Harry.  Landed    Kin) 

J« 

And  new  pretariug  were 

FOr.thc  fats*  Prenchmen.' 


O  Lord,  how  hot  they  were 

On   the   false   Frenchmen: 
74S 
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the     French     host 


This  poem,  tti«  fine  Sower  of  old  patriot  lyric,  shows  a  happier 
and  more  sensitife  use  of  proper  names  than  the  play  of  Htnry  V. 
Shakeapeire,  [n  bis  list  of  those  who  fell  al  Agincourl,  uses  namei 
for  purely  memorial  reasons,  copying  Holinshed  like  an  inserip- 
lion:  and  '  Sir  Richard  Ketlef,  Davy  Gam.  esquire.'  is  the  worst 
line  in  his  works.  '  Ftcrers  and  Fanhope,'  in  the  ballad,  hate  a 
different   value  to  the  ear." 

or  three  insiances  of  single  epithets,  which,  despite  Mr.  Elton's 
opinion,   uem  the  more  apt  for  both  sense  and  rfaylhrn. 

The  Battle  of  Agincourt  was  fought  October  251h,  141S.  A 
■maU  army  of  Enghshmen,  under  Henry  V.,  defeated  the  French 
sixiy  thousand  strong.  "  The  triumph  was  more  complete,"  says 
Green,  "  as  ihe  odds  were  even  greater  than  at  Cretj.  Eleren 
thousand  Frenchmen  lay  dead  on  the  field,  and  more  ihsD  •  hun- 
dred princes  and  great  lords  were  among  the  fallen."  Line  83, 
Bilbois:    swords,    from   Bilboa. 

Pagb  439,  No.  435  — Hij  gotdtn  lacki  Time  hath  lo  silver 
turn-d.  From  Polyhymnia,  Dricribing,  The  HatiourabU  Triui^ph  at 
Tylt,  bifare  htr  iSaiittie,  on  iht  17.  0/  Navembtr  fast  (iiv>). 
being  the  grit  day  of  the  three  aid  ihirliiih  years  of  her  Higk- 
nessi  raigne,  elc.  Xte  following  account  of  itie  yearly  Triumph 
at  Tilt  is  condensed  by  Oliphant  from  Sir  W.  Segaia^  Honors  Mill- 
lary  and  Civil,  1602,  conUined  in  Nichob'  Progresses  of  Queen 
Blaabelh,  vol.  i.i     p.  60    as  given  by  Dyca-B  ed.  of  Peele    p.  265: 

plause   of   her   MajestyS   subjects    at    the   day    of  her  most    happy 
■eeesinnn  to  the  crown  of  England,  which  triumphs  were  first  bogon 
led   by   the   right    virtueus    and  honourable   Sir    Henry 


Lea,  master  ofhei 
ning    of   hei 


the   glory  of  her   Maiesty's  court  in  the   begii 
I,   vofiintarily    vijwcd,  —  unless   infirmity,    a^    c 

the  till"  armed,  the  day  aforesaid,  yaariy;  there  to  perform  in 
lOur  of  her  sacred  Majesty  the  promise  he  formerly  made.  The 
thy   kni^t,   however,  ,  feeling    himself,  at  length   overCabea    with 

the^irth"  of  NoMmber7l590,  present  himseff,  together'w'fili  the 
'1  of  CuraberUnd,  unto  her  Highness  under  her  gallery  window 
■'--  --'-   -  — '     t  Wesiminster,   where  at  that    time   her   Majesty 

■..     ....    ,.■ .    .- -mbassador    of 

Her    Majesty, 
ddeiily 


beholdinj   these   armed    knights    coming    toward    her,    did    snddt 


impanied    with    the    Viscount    Turyn,    Ambaasadoi 
nany   ladies   and    the    chiefest   nobmty       

a  sweet  and 
nu»c  ■  fores 
i  sung  by  J 
art  eiceliei 
My   goldii 


nendahle 

Henry   Lea  disarmed 'himself,    and    laieeliag   upon    his    lineei   pit- 
tented  the  Earl  of  CniDberland,  humbly  beseeching  that  she    wonU 
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receive   fai 

im   for  her 

knight,  to 

<  continue 

.."■^.Sf 

■aid.       Her    Majesty 

having   Bi 

:cepled    tl 

knight 

armed  Ihi 

:  tarl,  and  . 

im  upon  h 

ia  horse. 

That  beini 

be  put  up 

on  hii  own 

aide-coat  i 

>[  black  1 

relvet  and  c 

'o««J 

his    head 

ip   of   the   c 

fashion." 

"rhe'poem 

hM  been 

a^'igne^d 

to   Rota 

rt   Devereoi,   £aA 

of   Ease, 

in   a   Ma« 

,ut  at   Gr. 

(^T'fcir'j 

E«elwA   Gorntr.l 

It    was   9> 

of  John 

.SoKfl 

and  Aits, 

«"?,  H«' 

hctmtt  •> 

™*i'o    *1 

7^,   /Sr 

6e«.-     In 

Alciati's  £i 

FfiAtemi  Ih 

™       V-' 

ing  in  a 

helmet.    CI. 

Whitney-a 

.  "^mT  "'  ***'  ' 

?/  £m»((BU. 

1586: 

Behold,   for  hive  the   bees  in  quiet  «rved; 
And  when  that  ware  with  bloody  blows  had  end, 

They  hon -■-■  -'■ '-■ ^■ 

Which 


ae  to  Thack- 

is  put  into  the  month  of  George  Wariinton  in  consolation  to  CoL 
Newcome  when  be  became  a  pensioner  at  old  Gtey  Friars. 

Page  441,  No.  43S  —  Thtict  toil  thtte  oaiia  othti  in  tin  air. 
Pram  Campion's  Third  Scot  of  Airs,  1617.  This  poem  was  in- 
cluded in  the  1633  ed.  of  Joshaa  Sylvester's  Works,  among  the 
"  Remains  never  till  now  imprinted."  Sylvester  has  not  a  shadow 
of  s  claim  to  it  Tberc  il  a  copy  of  it  in  Harltlan  MS.  £910,  fol. 
15D,  where  it  is  correctly  asaigiied  to  Campion.  The  MS,  is  given 
in  form  of  a  sonnet.  (Bullen.)  Dr.  Grosatt  in  hia  ed.  of  Syl- 
vester's   Works    iChirtity    Worlkiti)    claims    it    positively    for    hi* 

Page  443,  No.  439  — Son  af  Erebus  and  Nighl.  From  Tht 
Inner  Ttmpti  Maiqut,  1614-15,  K.  2.  Warton,  who  was  the  first 
to  suggest  Milton's  debt  to  Browne,  quoted  this  poem  in  his 
History  of  Entliih  Poetry,  1777-81.  Ijoe  6,  Mandragoras:  man- 
drake, see  note  to  No.  lis-  Line  9,  Coil:  tumolt.  Line  IS,  Moly: 
Cf.  Odyssey,  x.  305.  (Schelling.)  Line  17  Jaspis:  jasper,  which 
the  ancients  believed  to  possesi  the  power  of  breeding  spells. 


ead  thiis  1  tote.    From  The 

Pagi  446.  No.  444  —  Old  Chaacer  detk  of  Tepas  ML  It  is 
certain  that  no  one  will  dispute  Mr.  Oliver  iEllon's  statement  that 
this  Is   the  "finest  of  all   
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WJTES 

■dd  that  [I  a  tbe  fineit  in  all  the  tanpage.  To  quote  Mr.  I 
further  from  Michail  Dtajion.  A  Crtliaa  Study  (ed.  1905], 
reaKD  is  sppaienti  "To  aonccive  coaiDion  things  io  minia 
fitted  IO  the  need)  of  an  elf;  to  plant  the  faintest  sting  of  s 
in  a  gay  parody  of  we11-ni^  fortotten  chivalrous  ballads;  to  c 
tke  vein  of  Sir  Topas  into  the  ¥iorld  of  Oberon;  it  is  all  <l 
and  yet  without  one  li>uch  of  the  suffusing  inugination  of  SI 
nware'i  Dream,  wUeh  Drayton  had  before  him.  The  Nympi 
does  not  move  in  the  land  of  dreams  al  alt.  their  wings  do 
bnuh  it.  The  smallest  things  described  are  in  clear  dayiieht. 
-the  verses  are  kept  fresh  by  ilia  nicety  of  cutting."  Line  63,  7 
dancmi  hayi:  country  dances.  Line  71,  This  Bxl/e:  i.e., 
lAne  2SI,  Til  nlver  Kh.-  cease.  Line  2ds,  Thorough  brake, 
Cf.   p.   441.    No.  417- 


moods.  Folio  1640.  Line  6,  And  (thai)  desi: 
there  is  a  deficient  syllable  where  the  btsckels 
plied  so.  and  Whalky,  guile:  neither  of  wl 
that.     Line  36.  Safe  frem  thr  wolfs  black  j 

son's  disl^  of  the  alagc  here  breaks  out;    at 


ad.  This  poem,  an 
lote  to  No.  445i.  »» 
.   of  Lord  Brooke's 

Works,  1623.     It  is  reprinted  in  Dr.  Hannah's  CoMrlJy  Poets,   1870. 

Tbe    original    arraDgement    of  the    lines  is    after  the  form  of  the 

poet's  lament  for  Sidney,  and   run: 

Who  grace  for  zenith  had,  from  which  no  shadows  grow; 
.    Wbo  had  seen  joy  of  alt  bis  hopes,  and  end  of  all  his  woe.  etc. 

Line  ,13i,  Tht  ship  of  Creect:   Tbe  reference  here  is  to  the  famou 


The 
ivi.»—«    v.^....™..^    .«    I......... .V     ..    «ntil    the    davs    of    Demel 

ilereus,   the    rotten    timbers   being 


Albenians    professed   to    preserve    it  tintil    the   days    of    Demeti 
Phal  ^^-         ---    '  " -■    ' 


—. ,  Tkes.,  ^  --.   —   , 

This   passage."   says   Hannah,    "in    which  Lord   Brooke   compares 


e  called  the  same.     (Plutatch.  Thes.,  p.  10,  ed.   162 
■      "  ■         ■ '  li  Lord   BrOi  ■ 


._.    of   his   mistress   to  that    ^ip   of  Greece,   and    .. 

ever  flowing  stream  —  the  same  yet  not  the  same  —  perpetually  alter- 
ing, yet  bearing  continuously  the  antique  name,  — is  an  excel- 
lent specimen  of  the  subtle  conceptions  wbich  he  loved  to  elaborate 
In  his  poetry.  But  the  whole  poem  is  raised  Ic  -  ' — '  ''  ■"■ — ''' 
■      ify^differi        -  -  <■  - 


0  pieces  br  Dyer  ai 
nn  wnicn  ii  is  oonnecicu, 

4g],    Mn    d^n  —  fitlitiil  ■'•   Ikr    1 

From  Willi: 


#dl,  with  which  it  is  oonnected, 
ISO  —  Sound  is 
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Page  •M,  No.  AM  —  Tht  moii  of  lift  MfHght.  From  Camtion 
mnd  Roaseler's  Baak  of  Airi,  1601.  "  Campion'*  clusical  interest," 
says  Mr.  Erskine  (TAc  £;ua6(lJidn  Lync),  "  is  seen  also  in  Irant- 
Ulions  and  paraphrases  from  the  L«tin.  .  .  .  More  cbaraeteristic  of 
his  classicil  mood,  however,  are  the  Horalian  lines,  suggeslive  of 
iHttgtr  Vila,  The  Man  of  lift,  etc  Whenever  Campion  moraliiel 
he   is  likely  to  take  this  tune,  uid  his  theme  is  almost  sureio  be 

miscellanies,  and  Campion  at  times  merely  carries  on  the  miscel- 
lany mood  at  a  faiglKr  poetic  lenel."  This  poem  has  been  attrilinted 
to  Lord  Bacon,  hut  the  claim  is  valueless.  It  was  reprinted  in 
Campion's  Two  Bvalis  of  Air,.  1613.  with  leWual  alterations. 

Pace  4S5,  No.  4S5  — H<  that  hia  mirth  haik  tost.  "This  poem," 
saya  Dr.  Hannah,  Coarilj  Poets,  ed.  1870,  "must  have  been  biehlv 
eiieenied  la  have  obtained  the  compliment  of  adaptation  and  imi- 
tation  from  Robert  Southwell  atid  Lord  Brftofce;    and  yet  I  am  not 

■  inted  before,  except  very  imperfectly 

..    _...    "..(,„d,    and   SDiBe   enlracii 

from""!'  caretui  comparison  ~of~~ali  the'malerials."  It  ia'tbe  "same 
piece  which  Wood  erroneously  called  'A  Deicriptton  of  Frttn^ 
Mp;'  a  title  wbich  he  tooli  by  mistake  from  another  poem  m  the 
AihmaUoH  MS."  Line  S6,  /  rtad  the  hyacint:  spelt  *o  for , the 
rhynie.  Literal  meanins,  to  read  the  fancied  letters  on  its  leaMs. 
Tin.   HI     H»j.... .    In,  -I B,s.™r  „».  it,^  ,M,n,.A  often.     Cf, 


Pace  491,  No.  456  —  Not  to  knen  vict  at  alt,  and  keep  true  ttalt. 
This  poem  oriKinally  appeared  in  Love'i  Martyr  or  Roialin's  Ca«- 
plaint.  "  Allegorically  shadowing  the  truth  of  Love,  in  the  con- 
itsnt  Fate  of  the  Phsnii  and  Turtle.  A  Poem  .  .  .  now  first  tiani- 
lated    out    of   the    venerable    Italian    Torquato    Galliano    by    Robert 

modern*  writers,  whose'names  are  subscribed  to  fiieir  several  Works; 
upon  the  first  subieot,  vii.;  The  Pbimii  and  Turtle,"  The  poem 
was  reprinted  in  The  Forest,  folio  1616.  Mr.  Swinburne  says  of 
this  poem:  "In  "The  Admirable  .Epode,"  as  GifFord  calls  it,  .  .  . 
thoueh  there  is  remarkable  energy  of  eipression,  the  irregularity 
and  inequality  of  style  are  at  least  as  conspicuous  as  the  occasional 
vigour  and  the  casual  felicity  of  phrase.  But  if  all  were  as  good  as 
tbe  best  passages,  this  early  poem  oi  Tonson's  would  undoabledly 
be  very  eeod  indeed.  Take  tar  instance  the  description  or  defini- 
tipn  of  true-love:    'TAal  ii  on  esunce   far  mare  gentle,  fine,'  etc. 


.— le  to  r 
Study  of 


;S-SO.]^^Agaii^^^   _ 

""  "hi  'iifol'' 


5.1     And  ^ew  of  Joi 
r  tVn  the  following: 


liable  to  the  danger  of  monotony,  i>  to  my  ear  very 
"-  "        '    "        '  '"89.)      Line   I,  Slate:    statu 


IS,  Close  cause:    secret  cause.     Line  23,  Lon..,..    _ — 

29.  Passions:  the  final  ion  is  frequently  made  dissyllabic  in  Eliza- 
bethan verie.  Cf.  Page  641,  No.  630.  line  Z3.  Line  41,  With  nikam, 
•to  rides:  ahom  refers  to  Blind  Desire  (line  37),  mho^whoever, 
Une  4d.  prove:    experience.     Line  47,  A  golden  chain.     Cf.  these 
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IIbu  from  Jomon'*  HwnnxKi,  a  liaiqat,  1606,  referred  br  a  mai 

ginal  note  to  lUod.  vui.,  19: 

Such  was  the  golden  chain  let  down  ttom  Heaven: 

And  not  those  link!  more  even 

Than  thcK:    bd   i*reell;  tempered,  10  combiDcd 

Br  union,  and  refined. 
Lines  63-6S,  At   nggestiait  of  a  lUip   dttirt,  etc     Frofeuor  Ki 
tredsc  lugECSts  that  ■  ateep  desire  is  a  precipitous  desire,  a  deair 
into  which  a  man  casts  himself  headlong;    tuggtjIioH  implies  tempt] 
tioQ.     The  figure  i»  cYidentiy  inspired  by  the  tempiaiion    of  Jess 

■parrow  was  sacred  to  Venus.     Line  IM,  Only:    exdusiveli.      Lin 
113,   Thai  knowi  ihe  aeighl   of  g<iill:    Cf.   Seneca: 

Quid  poena  prguens,  consciz  mentis  paTor: 
Animusque  culpa  plenua.  et  semet  timens? 
Scilui  aaquitutum  mlla  •ecurum  tuilt. 

(Hippolytus,  I.,  i6a  a  stq.) 
PAOa  496,  No,  458  —  Wkire  aardt  art  wok  and  foes  encounfrin, 

[""'Mordi ' 

inlo  the  midai  of  the  city,  and  cried  with  a  loud  and  bitter  err." 
{Baher,  chap.  IV.  1.)     Aman:    Haman.     Mardochtus :    Mordecai. 

Paci  497,  No.  459  — Le*  not  tht  iluggiih  sleep.  From  William 
Byrd'i  Psalmt.  Sang],  and  SonMti.  1611.  "  Quaint,  old-fashioned 
moral  verses  were  much  affected  by  Byrd,  particularly  in  his  latest 
Bon^-book.  He  incukates  precepts  of  homely  piety  in  a  cheerful 
(pint,  with  occasional  touches  of  naive  epigrammatic  terseness. 
Many  men  strongly  object  to  be  bullied  from  a  pul[Mt,  but  he  must 
be  a  born  churl  who  could  be  offended  at  such  an  exhortitioa  a* 
the  following."  (BuUen,  IntrodtKtion,  Lyrici  from  Elaabelkm 
Saitg-Boalti,  ed.  1891.) 

It   goiitg   It   my   naked   bed   as  one    IKot 
Tht  Parodist   of  Dainty   Devicei      1S76, 

boys  at  the  Chapel  Royal."     He  died  ten  years  before  Tkt  Parodist 
appeared. 

P*GK  SM,  No.  462  —  My  hovering  Ihougkli  would  Ay  (o  htovtn. 
Line  5,  HoUd  dovn:  hauled.  Line  11,  Jissts:  The  short  strap, 
aiually  of  leather,  fastened  about  the  leg  of  a  hawk  nsed  in  falconry 
and  continnally  worn.  Line  13,  Trains  lo  Fleasure'i  lure:  To  train 
was  the  usual  term  in  falconry  for  drawing  or  enticing  the  hawk 
back  to  the  fist     "  Tht  lure  "  was  the  decoy. 


t  a  babble 


,    Hannah's   Cnrtjy   Pol. 


•le  a«d  the  lift  Bf  now. 
■m  was  signed  "  Ignoto  " 

'-   -trnaby-s  f '- 

ileigh.   Do 
lUlhorship 


ascribed  to  Bacon  In  Farnaby's  Flort- 
iere_  been  ascribed  to  Raleigh.   Donne, 
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Tbt  'poem  ia  paraphrawd  from  a  Greek  epigram  vanoudy  attributed 
to  Poseidippus,  lo  the  eomic  poet,  Plato,  and  to  Cratei,  the  Ijrio 
'  poet,  beginning  I 

Qoiriv  Tig  /3tOTO(o  rafiot  rpl^v ;  eiv  'ayopy  piv 

Nh'kio  Kal  -vaXfTai  ir/)^£(tc  K.  t.  X, 

"■  (Astbot.  Orsa,  It  3».) 

A  literal  tranalatioii  of  this  epigram  reads:  "What  path  in  lile 
ihall  a  person  cut  throughl  In  the  forum  are  quarrela  and  difBcutt 
luits;  at  home  carcB:  in  the  fields  enough  oE  toils;  in  the  tat 
fright;  in  a  foreign  land  fear,  if  you  bave  anything:  but  if  you 
—   '-    '    ^^---'tyTveitation.     kaye  you   a  wife^    you  will  not  be 


,.     ..„  j„ .Tied?    you  1 

Children    are   troubles.      If    childless    life    is 
"'  Dughlless.      Gray    hairs 


er  to  tiaye  been  bom, 
eral  other  Elizabethan 
of  the  epigram.     The 


Who  would  not  one  of  these  two  offers  eho< 

Not  to  be  bom,  or  breath  with  speed  to  lou 

«Sir  Jobn 

Who  vonid  not  one  of  these  two  offers  try,  — 
Not.  to  be  born,  or  being  bom,   to  die? 

<Dnimniond  of  Hawtborndeii.} 

Paqe  503,  No.  464  — Co,  KigMly  catts,  Iht  tntmy  If  tett.  From 
John   Dowland's  A  Pilgritn't  Solact,   1612.     Line   13,  Atiiau:    coo- 

Pagb  503,  No.  465  —  Ht  that  to  luch  a  htight  hath  built  Mi  iKinif. 

This  seems  tc  me  to  have  been  the  noblest  moral  ode  in  Ihe  Un- 
gnage  iirior  to  some  of  Wordsworth's  Odei,  of  which,  indeed,  the 

Maraa  ret.  Countess  of  Cumberland,  to  whose  daughter,  Lai^  Anne 
Clifford,  Daniel  was  appointed  tutor  in  1600,  Wordsworth  quotes 
It  in  The  Ercurrion,  Bk,  iy.,  lines  3Z4-33S  (Peeiical  fVorti,  1865, 
vol.  -ri.,  p,  133),  and  declares  It  to  be  "  ao  admirable  picture  of 
the  state  of  a  wise  man's  mind  In  a  time  of  public  commotion." 
"Certainly,"  writes  Mr.  Quiller-Couch  (Advinturts  in  Criticiim, 
IM8,  p.  58),  "if  ever  a  crilk  shall  arise  to  deny  poetry  the 
»frtoe  we  so  commonly  claim  for  her,  of  fortifying  t«en's  SouU 
against  calamity,  this  noble  epistle  will  be  all  but  the  last  paM 
from  which  he  will  ortmde  her  defenders." 

Page  505,  Ne.  466  —  IVkal  if  a  day,  er  a  month,  or  a  year.  From 
Slchard  Alison's  An  Htmr'i  Rirrealion  in  Uutic,  1606.  Thne 
additional  sUniaa,  found  in  The  Golden  Garland  cf  Princtty  Di- 
nthti,  and  in  the  Roxbarghe  BaUads.  are  not  given  in  Alison'i 
leraian,  and  Mr.   Bullen  doubts  if  they  were  written  by  Campion. 
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Ako  in  tbe  Rexburght  Balladi  ■  "  Second  part "  ii  sppcnded.  It 
would  uem  tbil  Campion  wu  indebted  to  a  fifteentli-centui;'  UBi 
(contained  in  Ryman'i  collection  in  the  Cunbridgo  Public  Xibrarj) 


e  erery  deyghtc, 

for  in  Sandenoa'i  Dwry  {in  the  Biitiali  Museum  MSS.  La/udow*, 
241,  fol.  49,  temo.  Eluabethj,  the  firit  two  itaniaa  of  the  Hns 
appear  more  like  the  song  in  KTniui,  and  differing  in  minor  pointa 
from  the  later  version.  The  nrat  tno  stantas  sere  anonymonilr 
printed  as  early  as  1603,  at  the  end  of  A  virit  ixctlint  and  dfleOa- 
bill  Treatist  iHlilulil  Pkilotui,  etc  A  lonE  notice  of  this  song  i) 
given  in  Chappell'a  Popular  Miuic  of  thi  Olden  Timt,  vol.  L,  p.  110. 

e  giidcd   folliii,    plroiing    Irm- 

'•  Angler  this  poem  ia  ptefaced 

f   written   br  Dt.    D.    [DoDne.]"     Id 

_    _.i    aome    eay,    written    by    Sir    Hatty 

tn  Athmolean  MS.    3B,   the   versa,  are  entitled    Doctor 


edited  to    Sir   Kenelm   Digby.      Sir  H.    Nicolas  is  authority 


for  Iht  „ __ 

Raleiih  in  the  Tower  shortly  hef< 


roft   gives  them   with 


a  elobe,  Ihus  sprakHh  (MS.  Tarn.),  but  doei  not  mention  any 
Butlior'a  name.  Line  17,  Unkind:  unnatural.  Line  18,  Mitid: 
mine.  Line  31,  i^ie  angtls  niilh  India:  Vit,  here  a  techr'  ■ 
term  (torn  the  gBme  gieclc  or  primero,  signifying  to  wager  o 
hand  of  cards.     Hence  here  to  wager  angel-nobles  to  an  amount  i 

as  India,  witl   "  

.  (SchellinE.) 


I,  with  her  weal^,  would  not  be  able  to  e 


5i»iii*t*,  . 

Pace    Sit,   No.   471— Jtfjr    mind   to    mt    a    kingdom    is.     Jot 

alludes  to  thi- '-   *-'-   -'—     "^ "'-      -   -      '  ■-  -  "- — 

acted  ISW,  a.- 

D.    17,   by  Dr.   Hannah   in   his  Co«M/y_  Ti 

incfiiding  Percy.     Sylvesler  imiuied  fl;    Works,  p.  6S1. 

.  Paoe  !15,  No.  474  —  Af orliaf,  the  things  that  do  attain.  This 
eoen  is  a  translaiioa  from  one  of  MartiaVs  Epigrmat.  The  poem 
haa  not  only  the  nterit  of  being  one  of  the  earliest  ttanslations 
in  our  language  from  any  approved  classic,  but  of  being,  perhaps, 
the  beat  translation  that  has  appeared.  Surrey,  having  selected 
a  poem  of  a  grave  and  moral  nature,  from  an  author  who  abouodi 
with  many  of  a  liithter  cast,  socli  tis  would  be  considered  more 
attractive    to    the    generaliiy    of    youthful    readers,    proves    him    lo 
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imenua,  aalubre   corpus, 

tristis  torus,   et  tamin  pudicus, 
sia  esse  vdis,  Dihilque  malis: 


richeist  ia  frequentlv  used 
ptrsomfied,  --  ■-  ■■--  "- — - 
of   wealth, 


Il    will   be    proper   » 

-   used    IS   a   Bin^la 
Romatiitt  of  Ihi  Ro 


em   both  there  was  but  little  itr 
le  Ho^i  of  Riclnsit  irota  hell-m 


,  The  HdkkJ 


Page    SI5^  No.   475  — How  happy  ii  he  bar 
the    Rtliguia    WoliBrtiaHa.    and   repfinteij   by 


embassies  to  (iernuny  on  behalf  of  E 

^  Page_  S19.  No.  481  ~  Hoppy  aitre  he  could  Rnish  forth  his  fair. 

Eliiabeth''f™m"lrt'and  in  "159""     {Hamt^fcJ^nty  'p"u°p.  17^) 
Ijoe  6,  Htps  and  haai:    The.  ftuit  of  the  vrild-rose  and  bawthom. 

Pack  S24,  No.  48?  — Epfj.  ivch  is  Time,  that  lakti  ■'■  mm.     Of 

thw   poem,    with    another    beair-'--    -■ "--    •"    -' 

fluiel   (see  No,    606.    p.   617>,   ii.   ._   .„ 

Ihem  in  the  Tower  on  the  niiht  befon 

Coach  judges  that  the  assertion  is  probably  based  upoB 

thoDgb  he  admits,  even  if  Sir  Walter  wrote  them  either  tl 

any  other  time,   that  they  should  have   been   attributed    to   Dim   as 

appropriate  is  evidence   in   favour   of  a  "character  that   baa  been 

judged    BO   variouslr."      Dr.   Hannah   meniioni    it    as  printed    with 

Raleigh's    Prerogalwu    of    Parliamenli,    16Z8,    and    prcdubly    still 

Mrlier;     alio    with    Te-day    a    man,    To-moTtom    none.    1644-4,    in 

tUleiKh's  R/fMti'fu,  lect.     Reliqaia  Wmtoniaua.  1651,  «ves  il  with 

the  title.  Sir  WaiHr  Iht   Night  before  hij  Deqih. 

?S3 
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NOTES 

Pace  52S,  No.  48S  —  Timf  u  tkt  fealhtrcd 
was  Archdeuon  of  Chichuler.     He  played  I] 

Virbiutt    and   prcAxed 
Flilchti,   1679.     In  m  __._   ..._ 
here  giveo  h  by  far  the  best  of  h 

Pace  536,  No.   489  — /og  on,  jot  on,   Hit  foot-path  viaj.     Vtota 
The  Winit?j  Tate,  1610,  act.  t».  sc.  J. 

with  Mood. 


c  TCrt  tapiBsdc, 


I«9  bois  son 

t  couverts  de  feuilUKe. 

De  vert  se  pare 

le  bocage. 

Sea  raineaux 

Et  moi,  Us 

r 

ve  de  ma  ploire, 

fqi."%"«"i 

Des  olseaux 

la 

Ch.nUnt  d'u 

S'igaje  am 

boi 

a  aui  mieuK  mEem 

Et  tnoi  lout 

remoli  de  furie 

Je  sanglotte 

pi  re   et   crie 

Par  ]«  plus 

so 

Che 

chent  la  verdure! 

Moi,  je   cherche 

une  afpullure. 

Pour  voir  m 

roalheur  limit £. 

Vera  1e  ciel 

ils 

ont  leur  volte: 

El  mon  ame 

desolte 

N'aime  rien 

que 

robscurit*. 

Lodee  (treatly  admired  and  often  imitated  Deipartes,  of  whose 
worfia  he  Bpeaks  (1589)  as  '■  being  for  the  most  part  Englished  »nd 
ordinarily  in  every  man's  hand."      (See  Kos.  194  and  i<0,  pp.    172, 

P*o«  531,  No.  iW  —  Thfy  that  have  power  to  hurf  and  mill  it 
none.  Sortnet  Jtciv.  in  Shake-speart'i  Sennelles,  1609.  Shake- 
«peare  has  described  hEs  friend  (see  Sonnet  xciii.)  as  able  to  shoK 
a  sweet  face  while  hartmiring  false  thoughts;  Ihe  subjeel  is  en- 
lai^d  On  in  the  present  sonnet.  They  who  can  hold  Ib^Er  passions 
in  check,  who  can  seem  loving,  yet  keep  a  cool  heart,  who  can 
move  passions  in  others,  yet  are  cold  and  unmoved  themselves,  — 
they  '  rightly    inherit    from    heaven    large    gifts,    for    they    husbaiid 
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advantage  of  the  prudent,  self-contained  peiMni.     True,  thet«  tdf- 

Bower'iB  sweel'^o  the  Bummer,  though  It'  live"  and  die™nly  to 
itself.  Yet,  let  such  an  one  bewaie  coiruplion,  which  makes  adioiu 
the  sweetest  flowers.  Line  6,  Expensi:  eipenditure,  and  bo  loss: 
Line  11,  Bam:  Staunton  propoaes  foul.  (Dowden.)  Line  12,  Tha 
bairst  tueed:  Sidney  Walker  piopo»s  the  barest  weed.  (Dowden.) 
Une  14.  Lilitl  that  fislir,  etc.:  This  line  occurs,  says  Dowden. 
in  King  Edward  III,,  act  ii.  sc.  1  (near  the  close  of  the  Kene). 
I  quote  the  passage  thai  the  reader  may  see  bow  the  line  conies 
into  the  play,  and  form  an  opinion  as  to  whether  the  play  ot  tha 
sotuiet  has  the  ligbt  of  first  ownership  in  it. 

A  spacious  field  of  reasons  could  I  urge 
Between   his  glory,   daughter,  and   thy  shame: 
That  poison  sliows  worst  in  a  golden  cup; 
Dark  niEhl  seems  darker  by  the  lightning  flash; 


It  should  be  remembered  that  several  critics  assign  to  Shakespeara 
a  portion  of  this  play,   which  was  first  printed, in  1596.     The  line* 

Face  532.  No.  5D0  — SAhb  dtlaya,  ihiy  brtid  remorse.     Southwell 
wrote  seven  sianias  to  this  poem,  of  which,  following  Mr.  QuUler- 
Couch's  esample,   I  irive  only  the  first  three.     The  other  four  con- 
vey the  same  advice  in  varying  metaphors,  and  the  poem  conchidesi 
Happy   man,   thai   soon    doth   knock 
Babel's  babes  against  the  lock. 

Pace  S34.  No.  5D3  —  AII  the  fiaveri  of  tht  ipring.  From  The 
DevU'i  i.™  Case,   1623. 

Pace  547,  No.  iZZ  —  The  iKdinn  ^ttd  ailkerid  quite.  Prom  Mr. 
A.  T.  Quiller-Couch's  Golden  Pomp,  1896,  where  tlie  editor  says  it 
was  "  Kindly  sent  to  me  by  Dr.  Grosart,  from  a  MS.  in  Trinity 
College.  Dublin."  Wisdome  was  a  Protestant  fugitive  in  Mary^i 
reien;  afterwards  Rector  of  Syited  in  Elssex  and  of  Scttrington 
in  Yorkshire.  He  died  in  1568.  Ralph  Erskine's  Tobacco  Spiril- 
ualised,  beginning:  "  Ti>hlcro  ij  an  Indian  need,"  etc.,  is  dearly 
but    a    copy    of    thii    old    ditty    of    Wisdome's.      Erskine    died    in 

Pace  S47,  No.  S23  —  lf  «*»i.  survive  my  well-contenled  day. 
Sonnet  icoiii.  in  Shabe-speart't  Sannitles.  1609.  From  the  thought 
of  dead  friends  of  whom  he  is  the  survivor.  Shakespeare  passes  to 
the  thought  of  his  own  death,  and  his  friend  as  the  survivor.  This 
tjne  *.TIty  deceased 
of   the   Elizabethan   age 


the   loves   i 
•ompare   them  . 


special    passion    of    lo' 
Compt  -   "  —- 
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Page  548,  No.  S2^  —  TH'  Aisyrian  Ki«e,  in  peact,  vrilh  fmd 
dtrire.  "  It  was  a  favonrife  exercise  with  tbe  Italian  poets,"  aayi 
Nott,  "  with  both  the  Greek  and  I^lin  writers  of  the  lower  ages, 
to   compose   short   copies   of   verses  sometimes  in    the   form   of  in- 

The  character   of  Sardanapalus,   whether  it  be  a   translation  or  aa 

thif"sur'i-ex''ha'd"'th'e'condu«  Of  H«n™'vift.  in  mind  "  ?tie  un' 
fortunate  Anne  Boleyn,  who  had  beep  sacrificed  to  that  king's 
capricious  passions,  was  Surrey's  lirst  cousin."  Leigh  Hunt's  inter- 
pretation of  this  sonnet  Is  interesting,  for  he  conceives  it  to  be 
■  direct  ridicule  of  Heniy  under  the  guise  o(  Sardanapalus,  which 
was  no  doubt  instigated  from  the  beginning,  as  Nott  intimates, 
because  of  (he  close  family  connections  between  Anne  Boleyn  and 
Surrey.  He  says  (.English  SenHits),  "By  murdering  himself  to 
'show  some  manful  deed.'  he  means  to  intimate,  that  tbe  only 
thing  which  was  left  for  Henry  to  do,  in  order  lo  ^ow  himself 
not  inferior  to  Sardanapalus,  was  to  be  bold  enough  lo  commit 
Mieide;  but.  as  Henry  failed  to  do  this,  he  is  here  deliTCred  op 
to  the  disgust  of  posterity,  as  a  thoroughly  unmanly  scoundrel. 
,  "  The   boldness   ot  the  sonnet   is  wonderful,   if  we  consider  the 


di^.« 

ram    of    Surrey?      Henry    picked    an    fli-foanded    (jaartel 

with  him 

■ssamptio 

n,    had   it    even   been   illegal,   compared    with   this  terrible 
One  imagines  Henry,  with  wrath-white  lips,  putting  the 

biyectrve 

eopy  of 

t  into  bis  pocket,  and  saying  internally,  ■  I'll  murdrr  you. 

Pace  549.  No.  SZ6  — This  night  i,  my  departing  nifht.  These 
verses  are  supposed  lo  have  been  written  by  one  of  the  Arm- 
strongs, presumably  Thomas,  executed  for  the  murder  of  Sir  John 
Carmichael  of  Edrom,  Warden  ot  the  Middle  Marches,  on  June  16, 
1600,  at  Raesknows,  near  Lochmaben,  whither  he  was  going  to 
bold  a  court  of  iusHce.  "Two  of  the  ringleaders  in  the  Sautter 
(MIxslrelsy  of  Iht  Scollish  Bordtr,  vol.  iC,  p.  19),  Thomas  Arm- 
■trong,  called  Ringan's  Tarn,  and  Adam  Scott,  called  the  Prrtel, 
were  tried  at  Edinburgh  at  the  instance  of  Carmichael  of  Bdrom. 
They  were  condemned  to  hai-e  their  hands  struck  off,  thereafter 
to  be  hanged,  and  Iheir  bodies  gibbeied  on  the  Borough  Moor; 
which  sentence  was  executed  14th  November,  1601." 

Pags  549,  No.  527  —  My  prime  of.s/nith  is  bul  a  fresi  tf  caret. 
These  verses  are  from  Rehquia  wo^onians,  wbere  they  are  said 
to  have  been  written  by  "  Chidiock  Ticbborne,  being  young  and 
then   in  the   Tower,   the   night   before   his  execution,"       Tichbome, 

S  native  of  Southampton,  was  executed  in  1586,  for  participating 
I  the  Bahington's  conspiracy.  "  A  beautiful  letter,'^  says  Mr. 
QuiUer-Couch,  "  to  his  wife,  written  before  his  execution,  is  stm 
preserved,"  The  poem  was  set  to  music  in  John  Munda/s  Sonii 
and  Psalms,  1594;  in  Richard  Alison's  Hoars  Rscrealtan,  1606; 
and  Michael  Este's  Modrigals  of  three,  four,  and  Hvt  Patis,  1604. 
756 
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purportinc  to  hane  been  written  by   BaWngton,  TichbOroe'*  fellow 
conqiirator,  beginning: 

'ind  blaMed; 


ind  the 


TTij  feast  of  joy  !s  an  idea  found 

•   I'hei'i 


Pagi    550,    No.    S2B  —  Comi    Ikott,    who    art    ihe    witt    and    mil. 
■-■'■■■  ■  ■'        -I    Plaio    in    TtmauMi,    Ihe 


fiUtonick  year:  Aieording  to 
which  Ihe  «tel>t  stellar  dntles 
axis  of  the  Koamos,  and  cetuc 


Sbakeapea 


Dear  religious  lone:  In  A  Lovtr't  Complaiai,  the  beautiful  youth 
pleada  to  his  love  that  all  earlier  hearts  which  had  paid  homage 
to  him  now  yield  ihemselves  through  him  to  het  service  (a  thought 
■imilar  to  that  of  this  sannet);  one  of  these  fair  admirers  wai 
a  nun;  a  sister  sanctified,  but  (line  250);  "  Rihgwus  love  om 
out  Religion's  tyii."  (Dowden.)  Line  10,  H<i«t  tviih  Iht  Iropkutt 
of  my  lovtrt  gone:  Cf.  A  Lovf's  Coviflaini.  Ime  218: 
Lo,  all  these  trophiei  of  affections  hot 

Must  your   oblations   be, 

Paoi  555,  No.  533  —  My  Lute,  bt  as  thou  mert  when  Ihou  didst 
erotv.  From  Poems,  Amorous.  Funeral,  etc..  Part  II.,  1616.  Line 
4,  Ramage:    Music  of  the  bought  woodland  song. 


t  556,  Ho.  536  — Wo  longer  i 
■    Uxl      Shakt.sfeare's    SonK 


I  aihen  I  am  dead. 


back   to    the   thought    of   hi 
sway   by   Sonnet  ttvi 


^,..    -uiiu   ...    L.i.=   ouu..=. "vlte''worll"'d^rilKd'in   liiii 

(Dowden.)     Line  2.  The  surly  luUen  bell:    Cf.  i  King  Henry  if, 


1  Kixg  Henry  IV..   act 


J.  and  hen,  and  hirel 
halh  the 
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tht  whole  ran^  of  EngUifa  poctr7  there  !g  Tiot  z  more  IvprcMhr^ 
IttIc  thu  this,  1  uy  imprriiivr  becauie  after  fawnnatine  with 
tliat  mysterioua  and  iniiiiite  depth  of  Mom  liu'a  noile,  —  like  Ibe 
eninoa  of  La  Giaconda'a  mouth,  — '  iu  final  emotioa  ia  an  irre- 
■iUible  falaliiv  whicli  seemi  unetcapable.  Mr.  Bullen  aayi  of  it; 
"  For  roauDi!c  beauty  (it)  couM  liardly  be  matched  outside  of 
the  sonnets  of  Shakespeare."  (Introduction,  Lyrici  from  EKia- 
bttktn  Sonf-Books.)  Line  4,  wUit  lepe:  The  memion  of  whhe 
lopc  nnit  have  been  suggested  by  a  passage  of  Propertiua,  ii.  28: 

Sam  Bpud  infernos  lot  millia  formasaram; 
Pulcfcra  sit  in  aaperis,  si  licel,  una  locis. 

Vobiscum  est  toi>e.  vobiscum  Candida  Tyro, 
Vobiscum   Europe,   nee  proba   Pasiphae.  (RuIIen.) 

Paci  SCO,  No.  S*Z  —  }Vhtn  I  do  couiU  tht  clod  thai  telli  Iht 
limt.  Sonnet  xii.,  in  Shahe-iprarfi  SonHcttei,  ie09.  Thii  sonnet 
seems  to  be  a  gathering  into  one  of  Sonnets  v.,  vi.,  Tii.     Lines  i,  2, 


decay^and  loss  of  the  brighti 


beauty  of  the  day;    lines  3-S,  like   Sonncu  t.,  <i.,  oi  > 
beauties  of  the  year.     (Dowden,)     Line  3,    ViBlel  poit  r--~-     -.. 
Hamlet,    act  i.    sc.    3:     "A   violet  In   thi  youth  of  primy   flolHrc." 
Une  i.     CI.  A    Uidnmmer  Nigkfi  Drtam.  act  iL  K.   I: 
The    green    com 
Hath   rotted  ere  bis  youth  attained  a   beard- 
line   9,  Qiuition   watt:    consider. 

Page  560,  No.  543  —  Lilte  at  tht  Cutvtr,  oh  tht  barid  bangK 
The  concluding  sonnet  (Ixxxviii.)  in  Amoretti.  1595.  One  8.  A^ 
vtr:  dove.  So.  in  Caxton's  Librr  Ftiiivatis.  1483;  "The  offerynge 
of  the  riche  nun  was  a  lambe.  and  for  a  pure  roan  a  payre  of 
Mrtylei  or  two  cvlver  byrdi." 

Pace  561,  Na  544  — To  mt.  fair  friend,  you  never  can  bt  ttU. 
Sonnet  civ.,  in-  Shulie-spcare's  Sonnetlei,  1609.  Line  3,  Eyed:  Cf. 
"I  tar-d  her  Unguage,"  in  Tke  Two  Nobll  Kinsmen.  Line  4, 
Three  summers'  pride:  Cf.  Romeo  and  Juliet,  act  i.  sc.  2:  "Lei 
two  more  summers  wither  ■<•  their  pride."  Line  10.  Steal  from  hit 
figure:  creeps  from  his  figure  as  the  diaL  So  in  Sonnet  bcxvii, 
"  thy   dial's   shady  slialth.'' 

Pace  562,  No.  545  — FniV  Summer  droopt.  droop  fflfH  and  beatli 
therefore.  From  Summer's  Lost  Will  and  Teilamenl,  1600  (acted 
in    the  autumn   of    lf93,    while   the   plague   was    raging).      LJne    6, 

-IVith   fair  Ctrtt    Queen   of  Grain.      From 
e  8,  Champians:    Champaign;     open  country. 

Pace  563,  No.  547—  JChin  icicles  haug  by  the  wall.  From  Lere's 
Labour's  Last.  ISSO,  Line  9,  Keel  Ike  pot:  cool  by  ladling  to  pre- 
vent boiling  over.  (Malonc.)  Line  II,  Saw:  a  story.  Xlne  14, 
Crabs:   wild  apples. 

Pack  563.  No.  S4B  — Woiu  mnler  nights  enlarge.  From  Cam- 
pion's  Third  Book  of  Airs,  1617.  "In  (Tiis  collection  {Lyrics  from 
Bliiabethan  Soitg-Bookt)  where  all  are  good,  my  favoarite  is  '  Norn 
winlir  nights  enlarge.' ''     {BuUen.) 


hv  Google 


Pads  564,  No.  549  —  Shakt  off  yo*r  ktmiy  ti 
Uasqtu  of  Iht  Iitntr  TtmpI;  performed  Fehi 
faonsnr   of  the  maiiiage   of  the   Count   Palatine 


vcs-    Tali: 

What?     nol    a    word    but   mum.'    then    Sacrapsnt, 


P*.CB  555,  No.  551  — CoiBi.ve  hiio' 
DowUod't  Stcond  Baai   of  Soigi   a< 


ef  HigU.     From  John 


Pack  566.  No.  552  —  0  Soma,  Sorrow,  lay  aihtrt  doil  tkoa 
dmwiif  Prgt,  SchelHng  comments  on  the  popularity  of  thia  dia- 
logue form  in  Eliiabellien  songs,  eiling  a  atania  "from  •  recentlr 
diacoverfd  pley  of  Heywood's,  The  CapHvr.  or  Iht  Loit  Etcovtnd, 
1624    (BuUen's    Old    Bneliih    Plays),    beginning: 


village,  tiorough.   town   or  city, 
nain  there  yet  no  grace  no  plty^ 
In  lighs,  not  in  want,  not  in  tears,  etc 

Paob    Sfi7,   No.    554  — HiRM    oil  ym   coin   delights.      Prom    Tht 
Nice    falonr,    or    the    Pastionate    MadmaH.    1647.      It   is    supposed 
ih>t  fh;«  ^y^^mf  o-..vrt*»*,i  u:u.^*»  II  pgnsffroso.     Dr.  William  Strode, 
reply,  published  in  Wit  Restored, 


I  Lady  o 
din.  1601 

)«*  of  i 

Pace    574,    No.    %62  ~  Shepherds   all,    and   t 
The  FaUhM  Shepherdess,  1609'1D. 


<  dath  rule   tht  sky. 
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mpuUr  langa,"  nys  Hr.  Enfcine  ( Tht  Elaabtlli<m  ^7"^  *^  ""^ia 
'  whicb,  however,  is  itteped  in  claaaiol  rather  than  m  En^iih  f«H- 
ag.  .  .  .  The  lyric  emotion  in  Jonion  never  bums  •nrj  bright:  h« 
■  an  inlellccliuil  anist  rather  than  a  liager."  Lines  3-4,  Sraltd 
s  thy  silver  chair  Slate  in  wonted  manner  keep.     Coleman  suggests 


5?a%.'S&3=SS? 

(11  Ptm 

erow.) 

Line  10, 

To   clear:    to  make  bright,  to  lighten. 

Pace   ; 

>S6.    No.    S7S~  Cynthia,    because    your   horwi   loo 
rom    CaeSica,  in  Certain  Learned  and  Elegant  Wor 

Fulkc'   G 

*J,  1633. 

reville,    says    Nauntoo,    "had    the    longest    lease 

and    the 

:  time  willioat  rub,  of  any  of  her  [Eliiabelh's)  fs 

ivouriles. 

.™"He"   .                         -       ,he         r     of  hi.  now  extant  «> 

me    frag. 

2^?.*of"""'"'  '•"■■'■ """  '"  "*  "'  "'""  """'  " 

t   him  in 

the  Mn,e 

B,  and  which  shews  the  Qaeen's  election  had  ever 
and   ils   motions   more    of   yirtne   and   iudgmeiit, 
IFragmenla  Regalia,  ed.  Arher,  p.   S0.>     Cine  7, 

«.ndn«, 
fancy." 

than   of 

Line   9    Yil  who   thit  language,  etc      This   is  i 

.    x^_ 

ei^ple' 

lS^"li 

I   things   as   they    really   are    breaks   the    rule  of 

which   the  sense  worships,   ue.,  the  appearance  of  Ihinga. 

Pagi  S 

87,  No.  576—  Wiffc  how  ead  stefi.  0  Moon,  thou 
Sonnet  nai.  in  Attrophel  and  Stella,  1S«.     '" 

cUmb-il 

the  ihiee. 

rhe  first 

GtK; 

charming  sonnet  in  the  English  UnpiBEe.  a  sonnet  which 

bury,  Ui4 

:lory  of  Eiieabelhan  Literature,   1887.)      Line  S,  L, 

ong-with- 

as; 

ire).      rn    his    Defense    of    Poetry    fie    considers 

English 

"partieul 

arly  happy  in  compositions  of  Imo  or  three  words 

n""?"" 

i.U'^'''] 

h  IB  one  of,  the  greatest  beauties  that  can  be  in  la 

, ,.     I.  The  last  li...   _ 

poem  is  a  lillle  obscure  by  transpoMtion.     He  means.  Do  they  call 
»ngrBttfulness  there  a  virluef     (C.  Lamb.) 

Pace  S87,  No.  S77  — Cynthia,  ahoie  glnriti  are  al  full  forever. 
From  Caelica.      (See  note  to   rfo.  m) 

Page  588,  No.  STB  — Look  how  Ike  pale  unten  of  lie  silent  night. 
InclDdfd  in  Davison's  Poetical  Rhapsody,  1602.  Of  Charles  Beit 
little  is  known.  He  has  verses  before  Robert  Pricket's  Honourt 
Feme  in  Triumph  Ridifig,  1604,  and  Sir  Williem  Leighlon's 
7"eari  or  Lamenlalions  of  a  Sorrowful  Soule,  16H,  which  probsWr 
belong  to  Christopher  Brooke.  John  Dsvies  of  Hereford  addressed 
•n  epigiatn  to  "  My  kind  friend,  Mr.  Charles  Best "  (amons  the 
Epigrams  to  Writing  Persons  in  Thi  Scourge  of  Folly,   leiO-lt). 

Page  589,  No.  S?9~  Golden  slumbers  hiss  yoor  <>ef.  Frmn 
The  Pleasant  Comedy  of  Palitni  Griiell,  1603,  by  Dekker,  Cbettle, 
■nd   Haughton.      Doubtless   the    songs    are    by    Dekker. 

Pace  589,  No.  580  — Comf  Sleep,  and  with  thy  meet  dectivmg. 
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From   Tht^Womc 

by  "Beiumi 


LOE  5(9,  No.  581  —  Carfcltarming  Sltt/f,  Ihett 

Coleman  auggeiti 


From    Thi^  Traetily    of   p-fl/inliniaii,  JM7.'a«   '-^•^J-_   ^'^    f- 


thai  the    true   reading  should  be   eitMi  soaiht   oi , 

Cutwrisht's  rjit  Sntt  or  Lavt'i  Cenvert,  16St,  conU 
ol  Ibis  Iwaulif 111.  JDvocalioni 

Seal  up  her  eyes,   O  Sleep,  but  flow 

Slide  Uft'i'nlo*hi^,"lia°  ?=t  she"' 
May    receive    no    wound    from    Ihee. 
And  ye  present  ^her  ihoughli,   O  dreamj. 
With  hushing  wmds  and   pmling  streams. 
Whiles   hovering  Silence  arts  wiilioul, 


^Pa6S  S90^No._SS2  — Corr-cftorBJEr  Slftp.  Son 

["wholTy's 


"Samuel    Daniel    had    an    eminently    coniemplative    genius    wh 
might    have    aniicipated    the    sonnet    aa  It    is    in    Wordsworth. 


subject  of  Love.     In  the  splendid_  Care-charmtr  Steep  . 

his  prevailing  faeuUv." '  (George  Sairltsbury,  Hiilorv  of  Elisabeth 
Literature,  18S7.)  Bartholomew  Griffin,  Gent.,  io  bis  Fldeisa.  m, 
Chatie  than  Kind,  1596,  has  a  sonnet  remimscent  of  thia  and  i 
pfeeeding  rrambers,  which  opens: 

Care-channer  Sleep,  awtet  ease  in  restless  misery, 
The  captive's  liberty,  and  his  Ireedom'a  song. 

Balm  of  the  braised  heart,  man's  chief  felicity. 


Pace  S9I.  No.   SBJ  — Hort 
npion   and  Bosseler's  A    Bo 

■e  o?Camp'ion's"(^X:   an 

11  yon  Lodiet  that  de 
ok   of   Air,,    1601.      Th 
ch  are  omiiud  in  most 

hold  watch   with  love 

damask  hue, 
ecka  alight: 

or  loved,  before, 

that  loving  humour  m 

aUy  dropped 

om  the  t 

jct   here,   read: 

All    you  that  will 

The  fairy-queen 

^^11  make  tou  fa 

Roaes  red™1Jea 

And  the  clear 

Shall  on  yonr  e 

Love  *ni  ado 
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Thii  poem  irai  printed  anonynuiDsly  among  the  Peemi  of  Suairit 
olhir   Noblemen  and  CtnllttHtn,   annexed   to   Ihe  (urreptitious  cdi- 

tion   (Newman's)  of  Astropbel  ami  Stella,   15!>1. 

Pack  S91,  No.  5S*  — Sleep,  angry  beauty.  Sleep,  and  fear  not  me. 
From  Campion's  Tkird  Book  of  Airt,  1617.  '•  Erquijile  in  ita 
eQually-baUneed  mctrital  flow."    (PalKrave.) 

Paob  SW,  No.  Ki  —  Camt,  SItet:  O  SItepI  Hit  cerlain  knot  of 
peace.  Sonnet  xxxix.  in  Aitrofhel  and  SleUa,  1591.  This  HmiKt 
U  one  of  the  three  which  Charles  L      ■  ■"     '" 


1   single   throughout   lines    1-4)    eatriei 
r  K„.   ....„   -Jf.ions   of   1591    is    incor- 

, , Jne  10,  Deo/  lo  nan 

ana  o»na  i«  light:  The  lirst  two  editions  read  deaf  ef  noise  and 
lAind  of  light,  which  Grosart  believes  to  be  more  Sidnian.  consider- 
ing the  change  to  to  as  the  Counless  of  Pembroke's  or  editor** 
ituprovemcDts.      So  also  of  the  change   of  in  rigitt  to  by   right  in 

Face  592,  No.  536  — By  him  lay  heavy  SlteP,  the  couMn  cl 
Death.  Thomas  Sackville.  Lord  Buckhunt,  horn  in  1516,  was 
elevsted  to  the  earldom  of  Dorset  with  the  accesMOn  of  Jame;   I.. 

with  CKrles  ^ckville,  sixth  Earl  ot  Dorset' (1638-l?'o6).  He  was 
the  author  of  Gorbodac,  the  first  English  tragedy,  first  aiUd  1562, 
and  greatly  admired  by  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  who  describes  it  in  his 
Defense  of  Poetry  as  "  Full  of  slatelj  speeches  and  Hell-sounding 
phrases,  climbing  to  Ihe  height  of  Seneca  his  style,  and  as  full  ot 
notable  morality,  which  it  doth  most  delightfaUy  leach,  and  thereby 
obtain  the  very  end  of  poetry." 

Pace  S9J,  No.  SS7  — TAe  Boar'i  head  in  hand  bring  /-  From 
Ritson'9  Aneieat  Soaes.  where  it  is  said  to  be  from  Wynkyn  de 
Wsrde's  Cliriitmasst  CaroUei,  1521.  In  Mr.  Bullen's  Caroli  and 
PcdBj,  p.  171,  he  prints  "a  modern  version  of  the  previous  Carol 
(The    Boar'i    Head,    etc.)    from    Dibdin'*    Typog.    Aniiq.    iL    252," 


I  pray  fOu.  my  masters,  be  merry, 

Capal  apri  de/ero' 
Reddens   laudes   domino. 

Soar's  head,  as  I  understand. 
;  rarest  dish  in  alt  the  land, 
h  thus  bedecked  with  a  garland 
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Rsddtns  laudes  damino. 

Pms  594,  No.  588— TA*  Boar'i  Hiad  that  m  bring  heri.  This 
ia  anotlicr  of  tbs  Boar's  Htad  caroli.  Mr.  Bullen  UTS  tbat  Rib 
•OB  fir»t  printed  it  from  Add.  MS.  5665,  the  valuable  folio  wMcb  ba 
prseated  to  the    Biitiih   Muwam. 

Page  596.  No.  590  — Comr  bring  vrith  a  noise.  Line  IZ,  A-lttHd- 
itig;    IcindUng. 

iSS,    but 
aad   left 
witnout   a  degree.      He  removea,  socin   eiier  miB,   lo  jiniwerp,   and 
■bandoning  his  EugU^  name,  astumed  the   surname  oE  his   Dutch 

Kndfather,    Vertlegm.      In    Antwerp    *—    —     —    -    ■- 
ka.  some  of  the  ciztB  for  -which  ho 
Bud  acted  as  agent  for  the  transmissi 
letters  between   England,   Spain,   Home. .-_    __- 

Antwerp    In    1620.    Four  ■tanias  appeared  in  'Martin  Peerson'i  Pn- 
voll  Music,   1630..  MoEt  anthologies  give  only  the  tirst  three  Maa- 


Pagk  603,  No.  593 — As  I  in  hoary  aintiy't  tiigkl.     Ben  Jonsoo 

to  destroy   his    own  writings  if  he  could  have  written   ibis  poem. 

.  Paoe  j606.  No.   59S  —  Lei   others  took  for  pearl  and  gold.     Line 
2,  Tabbies:    a  Itind  of  ihick-tbreaded  watered  silk. 

Pact  607,  No,  S97  — Live 
»(  stine.  These  lines  are  tali 
Prof.  Sainlsbary  says  iHitior 
"His  (CrashaW's)  masterpiece, 
in  English  or  any  literalnre, 
of  The  Flaming  Heart.  For 
pattli  playing  on  some  triflii 
of  Saint  theresa  and  a  serapl 
j«t  in  ■  vein  of  grovelling  E 
Dryden  in  the  stage  of  hisi 
i^sitatned.  And  then  in  a  m 
•rilhout.  warning  of  any  sort,  t 


the  beginnings  atid^the  Bplentfi 


763 
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tike  ii  occur  >I1  orer  Craihaw'i  work."     I  luve  pcefernd  to  begin 
my    selection    from    thii    poem    it    the    point    indicated    by    Prof. 

SsintibuTT  instead   of  at  the   line   0  4hen   UHdanattd  daughter  of 

Pace  609.  No,  SM  —  Tluit  tyu.  dtar  Letd,  o»ct  brandont  of 
ditirei.  From  Flowirs  of  Sxoh,  1623.  Line  I.  BraHiJnni-  (nn-lnv. 
The  folio  and  tbe  callecced  eiiition  df  1656  n 


r  Schcilins  find!  these  lines  permeated  with  subtle  punn 
Lterprelina  them  as  follows;  ."These  locks,  the  gilt  (i. '. 
jlden    and   giliy),  attire   of   blushing   deeds;     *avea    {of 


ocks,    the    gilt    ' 

wradiful  sbelves  (sliipwreckiiig  [cefej;  rings  <ringlets"af  hair) 
which    wed   aouls,   etc.,    do   now  aspire   to   touch   Cby   sacred    fat 

pA<a  filO.  N9.  tOO  —  LcVt,  ihou  trt  obiahite,  sole  Lard.  "Tbe 
HTtnn   toSaint   Theresa  to   which    Thi  Floming   Heort    is   ■    kind 

ootel^No.  'sgi.)  "sm  it^i^  !%T  milona  eM"ufi'on',''far  the 
best  of  Craahav  ■  poeina.  Yet  anch  uniform  exaltation  must  be 
■eldatn  sought  in  him.  It  is  In  his  little  barsti  .  .  .  that  hia 
daim  coniista,  often  ...  it  hai  an  anearlhtii  delieacir  and  witcherf 
which  only  Blake,  in  a  few  uistcheB,  has  ever  eiiualled;  while  at 
other  times  the  poet  seems  to  invent,  in  the  most  casoal  and  un- 
thinking fashion,  new  melrical  efFecti  and  new  jewelries  of  diction 
which  the  greatest  lyric  poets  since  —  Coleridge.  Shelley.  Lord 
Tennyson,  and  Swinburne  —  ha»e  rather  ddiberatety  Imitated  than 
■iKintaneoDsly  recovered."  (Saintsbnry,  Elaabtihan  Liltramrt, 
18«7.> 

"These  verses  (lines  29-SD  of  thii  aelection)  were  ever  nrea- 
ent  lo  my  mind  whilst  writing  the  second  part  of  Ckristabel;  if, 
indeed,  by  some  subtle  process  of  the  mind  they  did  not  aq^gest 
the  first  IhouEbt  of  the  whole  poem."  (Coleridge,  Table  Talk  ani 
Oninr'dna.)  This  poem  being  written  before  Crashaw's  change  of 
tsith  shows  the  essential   Catholicism  of  his  spiritual  nature. 

Pace  fil4.  No.  601— Gracious,  Divine,  and  moti  OmnipoHnl: 
"In  1593.  the  Influence  of  the  Sidney  poems  .  .  .  was  new  and 
the  unitators  .  .  -  display  a  good  deal  of  the  quality  of  the  novice. 
The  chief  among  them  are  ^amabc  Barnes  with  tils  Parlhenophil 
and  Parihenophe  tand  other*).  .  .  .  Barnes  is  a  modern  discov- 
ery, for  before  Dr.  Groaatt  reprinted  him  in  1875.  from  the  unique 
original  at  Chatwotilt  for  thirty  subscribers  only  ...  he  w»» 
practically  unknown.  Mr.  Arbcr  has  since.  In  bis  E«e'tsh  Ganer, 
opened  access  to  a  wider  circle.  ...  As  with  most  of  these  minor 
Eliiabethan  poele.  Barnes  is  a  very  obscure  person."  (Saintsbnry, 
Eliiabelhart  titeralurt,  1887.) . 

scal!o6-shell  of  quiet.  It  is 
n.  and  thai  .beginning.  Eduh 
^e   Note   lo   No.  af),    in  the 
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be  difficult  to'  fi 

eimreision,  iia  jngaling  "ith  worda.  and  its  daring  mmurc  Di 
thmsa  celeitia]  with  -things  mundane."  iA  Boat  of  Elinbilkan 
Lynci.y  Line  1.  ScaUop-ikell:  cockle-bat.  {5«  note  to  No.  619.) 
line  9,  Palinn-:  a  pilgrim  who  had  relumed  from  the  Holy 
Land,  bad  fulhUed  his  vow,  and  farought  s  palm  branch  to  be 
depoiited  on  tbe  altar  of  the  pariah  churdi.  (Cinlury  Dictionary.) 
Line  16.  Milken  kill>  Perhaps  hill  of  pleniy,  mnnmg  with  milk 
and  honeji.  (SchellingJ  Line  25,  Sticketi:  sweetmeats,  delicacies. 
Line  42,  Angelt:  Ad  EHiabethan  pun  oil  the  popular  name  ior  the 
angel-nablea,  a  coin  Rrst  slmck  by  Edward  IV.;  ita  valae  varies 
from  61.   8d.  sterling  to   lOi. 

F*OB  6ZZ,  No.  609  —  To  tnutit  bent  ij  my  retired  mind.  From 
Campion's  Two  Books  of  Aira,   1613. 

fuBM  626,  No.  613^Never  tuealher-beateil  tail  more  willing  bnl 
to  ihore.  From  Campion's  Divine  and  Moral  Songs  in  Two  Bookt 
of  Airs,    eire.    1613. 

Paoi  627,  No.  615  —  1ft  could  ihm  Ihe  gale  against  my  tkoaehU. 
From  John  Daniel's  Songs  (or  the  LkIb,  Fiol,  and  Voice,  1606. 
Il  Is  enpposed  that  the  auihor  of  this  poem  was  a  brother  of 
Samuel  DanieL  Little  is  known  of  him  except  that  be  was  one 
of   ihe_  court    mjistcians    of    Charles  I.,    aad   the    publisher    of    hia 

'   sovereign    lord. 
'—•■   "ereLyrici 

'^  The'"dfr 


loyal    I 
ilarir    i 


of    his    earthly    kinK    is    iingularV    impressive.      Few    coutd    l>av« 
dealt  with  common   household   objects  —  tables  and  chairs  and  can- 
dles and  the  rest  —  in  so  dimified  a  apirit,"     It  would  be  interert- 
ing  to  compare  these  lines  of  Mr,   Bullm's  enthusiastic  praise  with 
that  other  marvellously   poetical   description    of  common,  objects  in 
Tennyson's  The  Revival,  in  The  Day-Dream,  beginning: 
A  touch,  a  kiasi    the  charm  was  snapt. 
There  was  a  sound  of  striking  clocks,  ct& 
Mr.    Bullen   Is   of  the    opinion   that   Henry   VauEhan,    (he   Silurist, 
is  tbe   author   of  this   poem.    "I   know    no  other   devotional   i>*et 
who    could    have    written    it,"    he    says.      Bui    as    Prof,    SchelliiiK 
noints  out   that   Vaughan's  earliest  published  work   is   dated    1650. 
.-   .1..    j.-.L    j,£   Fqid,    who    died    «    very  old    mtn. 


from  EUaabelhan  nremaliiii, ' p.  viil),  "are  of  a  sombre  tiitn. 
We  have,  it  is  true,  the  delicious  verses  in  praise  of  spring;  and 
what  a  pleasure  i<  is  to  croon  Chem  overt  But  when  the  play  waa 
[foduced  it  wassickly  autumn,  aodthe  plajuo  was  stalking  thro^ 
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^   >-— ..-0  was  stalking  throtigli 

.  Very  vividly   docs  Nashe  d^ict   the  feeling  of  fair* 


NOTES 

— tei   by  the   doloroiu  advent    of    the    dreaded 

, Hit  address  lo  die  fading  aummer  (Co  nol  hence,  brigU 

ml  a/  Iht  ia<t  year)  is  no  empt)'  rbeiarical  appeal,  but  ■  solenD 
aupplication ;  and  Ihow  pathetic  itanzaa,  AdtenI  farewell,  earth' i 
bliu,  must  have  had  siradDe  ligui&caiKc  at  a  lime  when  on  ercrr 
tide  the  death-bells  were   loUing." 

Paoi  640,  No.  628  —  Lay  <t  (orJa-J  an  my  htaru.  From  Beau- 
nont  and    Fletcher'i   Tht   Maid'i   Ttagtdj,    1619. 

Pust  640,  Ho.  639  — Haw  ihcuU  I  jaur  Ime  love  kHon.  Fnmi 
Hamlet.  IfiOJ.  Dr.  Furneu  prints  (he  traditional  music  of  tfail 
song  in  his  Variorum  ed.  sf  HaKtIel,  vol.  L,  p.  iiO.     Line  3,  Cactle 

by  'pilgrims  as  tbe  badge  of  their  vacatiDn.     (Schclling.)      Line  10, 

mildly   auay.      Lbie 

'    tpherei:    A    notion    which    the    Ptolemaic 

tally  due  to  ihe  motion  of  the  axis  of  the  earth. 

rv.l      Linca  25-36,  //  they  be  two:    These  Mamas 

iM  raaiairr  on  "the  meiaphysieal  poeta," 

iwed    from    a  ^hint    of    UtT- 

parison  of  a  man  thai  travels  and  his  wife  that  stays  al  home  witii 
a  pair  of  compasses,  it  may  be  doubted  whether  absurdity  or  in- 
nnaily  has  bitter  cUim."  (Dr.  Johnson,  Livii  of  the  Bngtijk  , 
Potti;  Catuley.)  "Thia  figure  of  the  compass  is  said  to  have 
been  suggested  by  the  Im^rfm  of  old  John  Heywood,  Donne's 
faaletnal  grandfather."     (Schelling,  A  Book  of  Eiieabtthan  Lyria.) 

nioui  men  of  earth,  no  mora.     From    , 
,   16S3,  I 

Pace  643,  No.  632  —  Tht  ghrirs  of  our  blood  and  ttate.  Proo 
The  contention  of  Ajax  and  Ulyuei.  16S9.  "Shirley's  songi,'- 
rays  Mr.  Bullen  Unlrodvciion,  Lyrics  from  Elitabeihan  DramaiSt. 

Jon™,'  Hr"'"s  o"'H?I"imi'™ite''tum.  an"' f oil™ed"h'iB "modeb 
closely;    but  in  his  most  famous  »on^.  Thi  glories,  etc.,  and  in  those 

onginal  note,   deep-toned  and  aolemn." 

Pucs  644,  Ifo.  634 — Slow,  tlaw,  fre^  fount,  keep  timt  nith  mj 


(  Revtit,   1601. 


PiGi    645,    !to,    635  —  Come    aaiay,    come    away,    death.      From 
Twelfth   Night,    1601. 


rabin-redbreatt  and  tht  ■ 
PaoE    647,    No.    638  — I'tilJ   falham    ftr»    (*y    fathtr    lies,     f 


TJu  Timpgn,  1611. 


DoliiHihyGoOHlc 


Hoa  tvtry  tUng  Is  ttill.    From  Thi 

Pagi  650,  No.  fi42  —  Let  Iht  bird  ef  limdeil  lay.     "  Thr  P&»— ' 

end    the   Turtit   first  appeared,   with    Shak«peare  e   osme 


Chcslet'B  Lovfi   MoTlyr:    or   Rostlin'i   Complaint,   in    1601.      It   ii 
__     !_..,..     ■_.._■■       .,-       -   .,..      .   .      , j.^^    Lttfold 


:    spurious."       (Furnivail:     Intioductlon 


FaqK  661,  Ho.  6S2  —  H  ii  ittM  growittg  litt  a  Int.  From  Undtr- 
tBeods,  second  folio,  1640,  Sic  l-ucim  Ciry,  better  known  ta 
modem  readers  as  the  gallant  Lord  Ealkland,  who  fell  at  the  bttlW 
of  Naseby,  was  married  to  Letice,  a  sister  of  Sir  Henry  Mori»on. 

young  men,  who  were  two  of  the  poet's  most  cherished  "  adopted 
sons.  Sir  Henry  did  not  live  to  witness  the  marrilge  of  bis 
friend  with  his  sister,  and   Falkland  himself  perished  in  the  ihirty- 

entitled  "A  Pindaric  Ode,"  of  whicb  it  is  a  perfect  ezuapleT  Hie 
first  seven  sCaniBS  are  omitted^ 

Face  663,  No. 

l^ar)F).''"o™a"'Ladr'MaJy'Vi*lS™w  .  _  ._  . 
bat  elegies  on  the  Duke  of  Buckingham  and  his  hrother,  Christo- 
pber,  the  Earl  of  Anglesey,  with  both  of  whom  he  seems  lo  have 
been  aequainted,  but  Mary  Villiers,  Ihe  daughter  of  the  Dnke,. 
was  three  times  married,  and  lived  to  see  James  II.  on  the  throne.'"- 

Hderaus  lOHSUtt.    From 

Pace  664,  No.  6SS  -  This  epiUph 

on     the     Countess    of  Ptmbrollt't 

mothtr"  —  was   first  p  Utmairt  of 

tkt  Rtign  of  King  Jar  MS.   of  the 

middle  seventeenth  cen  wh»r>  it  ia 

subscribed  "William  1 
dae  to  Whklley's  suppc 
eluded  amongst  Jonson' 


ally  been 


.DE  Wis,  no.  6>/  —  tyeep  vntlt  me  on  you  inai  reaa.  aaia 
'  acted  in  Cvxlhia's  Rrvi^ls.  1601,  and  in  Tht  Pollasttr.  1 
-robably  died  in  the  latter  year.  (GiBord.)  "  For  iweet 
BiTnplicity,'*  says  Swintmrne,  *'  it  has  few  if  any  equals  in 


i   atwmpta."      Ia  Siady  of  Ben  /t 


pACi  670.  No.  66«  — O  foMett  morldl    and  Iky  n 
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iral  Rlnfiody,    1602. 

P*OI  672,  No.  .666  - 
Pottorali.    1616.    Bk.    J 

Ferrar,   aa 


ana;    aIko  printed  fn  Davison's  Po^U 


...    - Jf   feeling       ._.    

T<liglcni9    than   personal  —  this   Elegr   is,   perhaps,    equalli 


1   Thyrs<i, 


II.,    Sour   i..   lines   Z42-280.     This   song    is   a 
jr,   o(   wniiam    Ferrar,  third  _»od  oi   Nicholas 

:ins,    Drake,    and    Raleigh,    and   brolbec   o{    the 

J    Ferrar     (1592-16J7),    of    LitUe    Gidding,    in 

HuDlinEdoiMbiie.  Ha  died  young  at  tea.  Wither  introduces  him. 
under  the  ptatoral  name  of  "  Alexis,"  id  Tkt  Shtphfrd't  Hunting. 
^c  4,  Ltt  no  bird  ring:  KesW  was  eTidently  well  Bcoaaintsit 
*itb  Browne's  poclry;  witness  bow  excellently  he  uses  Ibis  Uo* 
la  Lt  Billt  DaiHt  Smi  Mtrci. 

PaSE  674,  No.  667  —  Gtrrriti,  pltasuret,  pomps,  dllighlt  and  taa. 

Come,  ya"  ahose  lovu  art  dtad.  from 
LiRf  Piitlt,  1613. 

Pact  675,  No.  669  —  Oh  Bo  mare,  no  ntort,  too  lalt.     From  Tht 

P«BE   675,    No.   670  — Cob   we    net   ferct    from   widaw'd  Poetry. 

„ ..,_....,    .: ;...    ,(   feeling  —  for   bereavement   that   i>    more 

—  this  Elegr  is,  _perhaps,  equalled  or  sof 
the  language  —  Tfnnxaon's  In  Memoriam. 
;>...    .__.    .-..    ..._    r, ^    o,.._.j^      J    jg 

Sheltey-B 

_    ...__ _..    ._  ,         'ale.    but 

..-._.   _..,  „  ..  „,.   ...ree-fourths  ait,  and  hut  one-fourth  the  Mon, 

Ihejr  eeiebrale  stands  forth  as  ihe'  manifeatation  of  their  sreat 
virtues,  eiving  a  foim  to  art.  Who  the  dead  man  was,  »>  do  not, 
BW  can  nol  forrel.  Whatever  is  of  elusiveness  in  either  Carew'«, 
Tennyson's,  or  Whitman's  elegy,  is  that  of  human  nature,  —  which 
after  all  is  something  greater  than  art. 

Donne  died  March  31,  1631.  Carew's  poeni  was  first  pufalJsbed 
in  tbe  first  edition  of  Dopne's  IVorts,  163].  Of  this  elCKT 
Prof.  Saintsbury  writes  {HiHory  of  Elisabrtkm  Literalnre,  1887): 
"By  this  last  (the  Elegy)  the  reproach  of  vain  and  amatorious 
trifling  which  has  been  so  often  levelled  at  Carew  is  at  once 
thrown  baek  and  blunted.  No  poem  shows  so  great  an  influence 
on  Ihe  masculine  panegyrics  with  which  Dryden  was  to  enrich  the 
English  of  the  next  generation,  and  few  are  fuller  of  noteworthy 
phrases.  The  splendid  epitaph  which  closes  it  ...  is  only  Ihe  best 
passage,  not  the  only  good  one,  and  it  may  be  matched  with  a  fine 
and  just  deieription  of  English,  ushered  by  a  loaeh  of  acute  crlti. 
cism  (TJuMt  lUall  yield  to  .  .  .  their  soft  mellmg  phraieii.  And 
it  is  Ihe  man  who  could  write  like  this  that  Hailitt  calls  an  ele- 
gant court  trifler.'"  Line  4.  Douth-baied:  This  ugly  word  is 
Donne's.     Cf.   His  Letter  to   the   Lady    Carts  and  Uttlrea  Etax 

In   dongli-baktd   men    i 
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GLOSSARY 


Au'tMTiuu    iiAE,    Loren'    quar- 

A  If  ATE,  confound,  (UMtar. 
ABTOiii,   absolve. 
At.  u. 

A  -  TEEHDiHO,    kindKng. 
Attobce,  It  once. 


Balk,    >    strip    at.  KTOund    Mi 

Ballatinc,  nakinE  balladi. 
Bauzoh,  a  hadeir. 
BEurrrr,    enveloped,    enfolded. 
Bine,  are. 


CoKDiHriN,  Spaniih  leather 
COHONEICIIS      Nos      Kos[8 


CaAKiiE,   lo  champ. 
CuNK,  iprightly. 


DEiD.Jeath. 
DiAFKED.  decoiBted. 
DicHTii.  make  readyj 

Dots,  does. 


BSASDOKS,    tc 

Bheue,  brjar. 


Caife    Diem,    Seiie   the    oppor- 

Cessile.   ceasing.  .  yielding. 
Chevisaunce,   a   wall   fltiwer. 


EuFEny,  ataiiute  di 


]  of  rustle  hiiih 
"t-  tamutt. 


F«ATOU»LY,  neatly,  adrolily. 
FciDis,  feeds. 
Feu,  companion,  comrade. 
FiiE-DEAKE.   a   fiery   dragon  ol 
mylhksl  Germany. 


[■  NtklDii,    Too  bappj 


Lind  of  thread. 
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LuiiiCAH,   obs.    fofm   of    lepre- 
ehaan,  a  pigmy  iprite. 


CiuICH,  grudge. 
GanDZ,  hoiriGcd. 


,    obs.    form    of   hele,    mI- 

-.  CBlUd,  named. 

>,  female  of  r«d  deer. 

AND     HAWt,     fruit     of     wild 


HvD,  al 
In  Die 


i.    Vweltlliowi 
man  m  EuropF 
1,  drinldng-cup. 


spelled 


Menb,  sw 

Ueble,  coi 

bird. 


1614  -  Itifi7,   On    ( 
■^      "-■    10,   1614 
11*1.  E 

jASPii,  jaaper. 
KN*r  to  breah 


:.    M«it, 
1   of   M. 


WtH  thoM  not  due,  my  biui- 
iKul  friend. 
Nox  Nocn  Ibdicat  Scismtiam, 
Nighl      unto      nigbt      ahoweth 
knowledge. 

O    Cbudelii    Akoi,    Oh     Cruel 


pALUBt.    Pilnri 

the  Holy  Lai 

PA.cat  Tfce  1 


«  Fates. 


Sweei  drawfng  in  equal  Toke. 
Pabdv,  By  God. 
Pauhci.  obs.  fflnh  of  panty. 

pEainAit,  »*qu«te,  wor^y. 
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(upon,  thetefote. 
:mil      Df      thick- 


RAtCAl, 

■n    infer 

"ior    bewt. 

.orthy 

of  the  . 

chaec. 

Rauhch, 

Reiiik. 

reit. 

Resfa>,  . 

aspberr^. 

BOHE,   r<. 

ROVDE.    lo 

ok^ 

ELD  'seldom      ' 

Vanhas  vahitatuh.   Vanity   of 

EH.'ume  as  eince. 

vanitiea. 

Vehuit,  elegant,  beautiful. 

BAiD,  parted. 

V«oia.%odr 

HrtLU.     an     instniiMnt     resetn- 

bliDS  tfae  cUrind. 

v"'All.o"rt^  The  way  of  Love. 
ViVAMUi     Mia     Lesha,     atoub 

Sbawis,      a     thicket,      a     tniall 

wood. 

Akemui,     Lei    TJs    Live    and 
Love,  fly  L«d,ia. 

take.  Btelter. 

ViVELY,  brightly. 

ViXT     FuEtlla     NUFER     I>»HEU1, 

SicHT.  nght. 

Sic  Tmhiit.  Tbua  paaees  away. 
Simpler     Mum  Dm  is,     Plain     in 

Not    ao   long   aeo,    I    waa    k- 
ceptable  to  maids. 

Skaillis,  dean. 

alai. 

Wapihi.  weapons. 

SHAtr,'  smalL 

Wight.  .wiftT  stout. 

SuiCEEB,  elegant,  fine,  gay. 

Wish,   wish. 

WOHKED,  dwelled. 

Sop"iN*WNB,  alripcd  pinka. 

Sfeikh,  ipean.          "^ 

YcaNNED,  versed. 

Stare,  Marllnj. 

yreai,  together. 

STEia,  atir. 
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The  Love  Call 

On  a  Fair  Morning. 
Song  of  the  Ma;., 
"■■    "-'t   A-Field... 


My    ] 


A  Lovcr'i  QueMionl. 

In  Pr.i«of  Two;... 
A  DOuMe  Doubting. 
Passions  of  Desire... 
Then  Love  Be  Judge. 


Willing    Bonda;^.. 


.ady  Sw< 


^^;: 


The  ■  Awakening 

Lusiy    May 

When  Flora  Had  O'erftet  the  FInh.. 
My   Heart   Is  High   Above 

love's   Ke; 
Bewan      ' 

Uncertainty     oi 

Whoever  Thinks  or  Ro|ie»  of  Love  for  Love 15} 

Love's  Imniortalitv - 169 

Devotion    177 

My  Lady  Greensleeves 191 

Madrigal    , 19S 

Hey  Ninny  No) ^ 199 

Love  Winaed  My  Hopes 208 

Toss  Not  My  Soul,  O  love : 210 

Chtoris  id  Ae  Snow , 21S 

Camella 216 

My  Hope  a   Counsel .224 

I^ith    Everlanting 225 

To  Her  Sea-FarSg  L<)ver 23J 

Wounded    I   Am 23S 

Cassandra " 2)6 

Waly,  Waly,  Love  Be  Bonny 338 

ns 
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■Hie  FaitblcH  Sh»pherdeM.. 

Uwbigal    

Diadain    Me    StUI 

FJm    Love 

Twu  I  Thjt  Pjld  for  All  ' 

A    Recinlation 

No  Hinate  Good  to  Love... 


Tbe  Counlry-a  Recre 
Whit  Pleasure  Have 
Let  Shjmta  No  More 


Pari  Jugo   Dale: 
Self-Trial     ..... 


AD   U  Nanglrt S3» 

Happy    He....... S3a 

Come.   Sorrow,    Come..... S6S 

Come,  Ye  Heavy  Sbades  of  Night.. 565 

Diacomolale 5*8 

r  Saw  My  Lady  Weep... 573 

Weep  You  No  More,   Sad  Fonntaioa S7J 

Love  Hath  Eyea  by  Night. S78 

Brinjring  in  the  Boar'a  Bead SM 


Brinjring  in  i 

in   Die    Naii 

The  New  Teniaa«ni. .  - . . 

Tbe  Bonny  Earl  of  Murr 


A.  W.-  The  identity- of  "A.  W."  has  never  been  revealed. 
The  initials  »Te^  only  known  as  the  sl^ature  to  a  number 
of  ^KMBis  jmbKibed  in  Davtaon'i  Poetical  Rhapaody. 

To    Time.  .,■...-.-..■ S«Z 

AuXAHDcii  WiLUAU.  Sabl  OP  Stiilino  (1567-1640),  born 
at  Menstree.  Scotland.  Educated  at  the  universities  of 
Glaagow  and  Leyden.  In  1621  lames  1.  gave  him  a  grant 
of  Nova  Scotia,  which'charter  has  been  tV, cause  orcon- 

mond-  of  HawthDrnden,  who  addressed  hfm  in  several  of 
hia  sonnets  In  bereavement  at  the  loss  of  hi.  (Drom- 
msnd'a)  miatresa.  His  first  mibl [shed  work  was  the 
Tragedie  of  Darias.  1603,  followed  in  1604  by  A  Farmais 
to  the  Prince,  and  the  Monarchicke  Tfagediei  including 
Dariu?  and  ihe  new  Cmeaua;  The  Alexandrian,  a  Tragedy, 
1605,  Julius  Cicsar,  1607.  Hl«  most  ambitious  work,  Dooma- 
day.  or  the  Great  "Day  of  tbe  Lord's  Judgment,  appeared 
1614;  and  the  firat  collected  edition  of  his  worlis.  The 
Recreations  of  the  Muses,  1637. 

Tt.  Aurora » 
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Auroia "l6 

A   Madrigal    137 

Snull    Comfort   Hie[ht 333 

AiusTirotic.  Thohu.     Nothing  ig  known  of  Aimstrone  except 

poetn  on  the  night  before   his   death.     See  notes. 
Good    Night    S49: 

AVTON,  Sii  Rqbeet  (157D-1636),  born  at  the  Castle  of  Kin- 
aldie  in  parish  of  Cameron  near  St.  Andrews,  Re  wai 
knighted  in  August,  1602,  and  became  ambassidor  to  Ger-   . 

To  HisForsaken  Mistress 349 

To  an  Inconstant  One 3$4 

Bacoh.  Fuhcie,  Loas  Vrauuu.  Vikouht  St.  Albahs  (1561- 
1626),  born  at  York  House  in  the  Strand.  Land 


cated  at  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  followed  1^  foreign 
travel.  Was  knighted  by  Tames  I.,  Jaly,  1603;  apoointed 
King's  Counsel.  1604^    sworn  of  the  Pmr  Couneii;  IGlfi, 


,r - !   Keeper   _. 

On    January   4.    1618,    was    made    Lord    High    Chaneellor, 
--■•    on    II    July,    the    same    year,    ennobled    Baron    of 
,__      __!■    __.^|j    j„    1J3,    ,g    jjg    dignity    of    Vi«- 
Undoubtedly    the  greatest   of  modem 

Eliiobetban' prose.  The  most  important  are:  Essays  or 
Counsels,  Civil  and  Moral,  1597;  The  Treatise  on  the 
Advancement  of  Learning,  1605;  De  Sapientia  Velerum, 
1609;     Novum  Organum,    1620i    The   De  Augmeotis   Sci- 

revised  and  enlargei^  1623i    and  the  Apathegtna,   1625, 

The    World 

Baines,  BaxHabv  (1569-1«09).  The  youtiger  ion  of  the  Blsbop 
ot  Duiham;  a  student  at  Bras4nose  College,  Oxford,  in. 
15S6.  which  h«  left  without  Uking  a  degree.  Hit  traveli 
abroad  are  said  to  have  been  extensive:  and  Doctor  Bliss 
states  (Athen.  Oxon.  edit.,  1815)  that  he  accoiapuiied  the^ 
Earl  of  Essex  into  France.  His  works  which  Professor 
Ttowden  rated  superior  to  Watson's  are:  Parthenc^hil  and 
Parthenope,  Sonnets,   Madrigals..  Elegies  and   Odes.    1593; 

Books  of  Offices.  Enabling.  Private  Persons  for  the'  Special 
"       ■         -.■-.■•■  .   Policies^    j6(K.     iJevil's 


Service  of  all  Good  Prii.__ 
Charier,  a  Tragedy,  1607. 
I,   Sweet  Conle  '^^ ' 

mem,  Hicbam  <I574-16i 
shire.  He  was  the  son  o 
ford,  and  the  friend  of 
published    in    1594,    The 


the  following  year  were  | 


nt,  Where  Is.  Thy  Mild  Abode? :     519 
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The   Pusronate    PilgHm    en   wha»  title-page  Shikespeire 

□p  authorahip   and  retired  to  The-  countrr- 

PhifomeU It 

If  Music  and  Sweet  Poetry  Agree 407 

BMacmoht,  Fiancis  (1586-1616).  Deuanded  from  tbe  aneieni 
and  noble  family  of  the  name  whose  residence  was  at 
Grace-Dieu  in  Uicestei shire.  Educated  a  gentleiuan- 
eommoner  of  Broadgate's  Hall  (now  Pembroke  CoUeae). 
Oxford.  He  became  a  member  of  the  Inner  Temple  after 
leaving  coilege,  but   is  supposed  not  to  have  become  very 

Srofoundlj   vened    in   tbe    principles    of    jurisprudence, 
ph,  the  May-Lord 33 

The    Indiiferenl 244 

The    Bridal    Song 357 

Master  Francis  Beamnonfa  Letter  to  Ben  Jonson 41J 

No  Medicine  to  Mirth 527 

A  Round 564 

On  the  Tombs  in  Westroinsler  Abbey... 64» 

Lace's    Dirge 674 

Beauuoht,   Sir  Johh    (1S83-16Z7).      An  elder  brother  of  the 
— ij — ..J    j_ — .1..      Entered    a    eenilenuo-commoner   at 
t  Pembroke  Coilege).  Oxford,    1596. 
les   to  him   The    Crown    of   Thorns, 


celebrated  dramatist.  Entered  a  eenileman-common 
Broadgate's  Hall  (now  p,  ■  -  "  ■-  •  -  -  • 
Anthony    Wood    asiribes 

father'a    writings   to    the    vrorld    under    the    tide    of    Bos- 
wortb     Field,  with  a  taste  of  the  Variety  of  Other  Poems, 
1639. 
Of  His  Dear  Son.  Gervase 661 

Best,  Chaklei  (fl.  1602),  vai  a  contribator  to  Francis  Davl' 
son's  Poetical  Rhapsody,  by  which  connection  alone  his 
name  is  known.  To  ihe  first  edition  he  contnbuted  two 
raeces,  A  Sonnet  to  the  Sun.  and  A  Sonnet  to  the  Moon. 
To  the  third  edition  in  1611,  he  contributed  An  Epitaph 
on  Henry  Fourth,  the  Last  French  King,  An  Epitaph  on 
Queen  Elizabeih,  Union's  Jewell,  A  Paoegyricfc  to  My 
Sovereign  Lord  the  King,  and  some  few  other  lest 
notable  poems. 
The  Moon IBS 

Bolton,  Edhuhd  (1575-1633),  first  appeared  as  an  author  in 
1600,  when  he  was  associated  with  Sidney,  Spenser,  Raleigh, 
arid  other  pbeta  as^  a  eoniributpr  to  England's  Helicon.  _  His 

c"t""  whil™n"he*opim™°^  Hunter 'he  rtand™f  M> 
antiquarian  beside  Camden,  Selden,  and  Spelman.  Earl* 
in    life    Bolton     formed    an    BcqQaintance    •'ith    r«ni,^Hi. 
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Bom  Mabk  AleiahdeR  (1563-1601).  Born  in  GaHoway, 
Scotland.  Edncaled  at  Glasgow  Universilj  Rnd  in  Fra»ce.  , 
Btudyine  Civil  Law  at  Bruges.     H»  youth  was  eliaracler- 

B*soldier'''n   lS*s''ervice"q"'H"nty*IU."of   FiMct™°He 

achieved  distinction  as  an  authority  in  International  Law. 
RetumiDg  to  Scotland  after  many  years  abroad,  in  1S95 
be  became  tutor  lo  the  Eari  of  Cassilis  and  died  at 
PenkilL  His  chief  work  was  entitled  Epistolz,  Heroidei  . 
et  Hymni;  he  left  besides  many  unpublished  manuscript* 
which  are  preserved  in  the  Advocates'  Library*  Ediii' 
burgh. 
Sonet 2J7 

BaiiOK,  Nicholas  (1545-1626).  Bom  it  Is  supposed  in  London. 
His  father  was  a  luccessfnl  merehani  who  had  amassed 
a  large  fortune  and  considerable  properly..    It  is  not  posi. 

stiendance  al    Oriel  College,    Oxford.      The    facts    of  the 

Ineniship  with  (he  Countes's'Sr^PemVolie,  ^ho*^  being 
■n    ardenl   Protestant,    was   in   sjrhipathy   «itb    the    poet's 

Breton   was   a   regular  contributor    to   the  poetical   eolleo- 

prising  publislifr',  Richard  %nel,  loM'^e'"two  miraiu'nfe'^s 
under  his  name:  Breton's  Bowre  of  Delights,  lS91,  and 
The  Arbor  of  Amorous  Devices,  1597.     Beside  a  long  list 

ShylUda  and  Corydon ......; 28 

Iden  Love-Making , 54 

A  Pastoral  of  Phyllis  and  Corydon 68 

Her    Eyes , . , 82 

On  the  Excellence  of  His  Mistress BS 

Cotydon's    Supplication , ,,  189 

A   Sweet  Pastoral i M8 

The  Happy  Counltyman Ui 

A    Sweel    Lullaby , : 400 

The  Soul's  Haven 616 

BiowKB.  WiLLiAu  (1590-1645).  Barn '  at  Tavistock,  Devon- 
"         "  ■  "it  Oxford  and  the  Inner  Temple.     Little 

■       ■     ■■     youth  he  was  in-      - 


If  his  life,  except  that  in  his  youtl 
Ben  Jonson,  Drayton,  and  Selden. 


.f  that  group  of  writers  belonging 
g  early  and  middle  English 


A  Round...;.,.;.    _  ._ 

The  Complete   Lover , 56 

What  Wight  He  Uved 60 

A  Welcome 13S 

.  The   Great   Adventure 182 
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:,  Wlieo  by  ihe  Rul«»  ot  Pilmiatrr . . 

-*  "le  Si«n 

I  VbIIct,  bj  ■  Foteit-s  Side... 


The  Rose.; 

The  Cbtrm «2 

An     EpiUph 6*4 

In  Obiliini  M    S,  X.  Mlij,   1614 667 

Let  No  Bird   Sing 672 

C*HrioR,  Thouai  (1S67M619).  EdacMed  al  Cambridge  and 
Grey's  Inn.  His  first  publiation  was  Lalin  EpiKrami, 
IS94.  Between  IfiOl  and  lfil7  be  published  four  Song 
Books,  for  which  he  wrote,  in  greater  part,  botb  words 
'  and  muEic;  in  one,  however,  be  collaboiBled  with  Philip 
Rosseler.  In  1602  he  issued  hit  Observations  in  the 
Art  of  English  Poesjr,  in  which  be  censured  the  "vulgar 
and  inartificial  custom  of  riming,"  making  an  effort  in 
this,  to  proie  that  English   pcelr;  was  faulty  in   not  fol- 

response    which    ably     refuted     Campion's    theory.       With 
Shakespeare    and    Herrick,    he    Is,     however,    one    ot    (he 
finest  lyrists  of  Elliabethan  poetry. 
Advice   10   a   Giri 44 


Love   Me  or   Not 

Were  My  Heart  as  Some  Men's 
In  _  Imagine    " 


Think'st  Thon  I 


O    Crndelis    Amor 

Now    Winter  Nirhta   Enlarge.. 
Hark,   All  You   Ladies 


J   Oiford   mai 

after   hound*   and   hawks' 


roving  after   hound*   and   hawk 
ining   his    studies.      He   entered   t 


i    Suckling   and    Dav, 
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3Sjiow,  CeK«,    Since  Tboa  Art  So  Proud 6S 

The   UnfadiDE    Beauty    ;.;;..;.,; ;;; IZS 

Song     , , Z02 

If    llie  QiiicJ.    SpiVits   in   Yriot   Eye JI* 

To   His   Incbnsiant   KMreaa ; /.; 251 

On    the    Lsdy    Mary    Viffiers 663 

An   Elegy  npon  the  Death  of  Doctor  Doone 67S 

CuTWiiOHT,  WiLLMU  (leil-lHS),  bceMoe  B  iTriter  of  playa 
while  -yet  an  nndergradoaie  at  OriordJ  though  a  priest 
in  orders  after  1638.  He  was  one  of  the  numerous 
"Trihe- of  Ben,'<  and' his  mrln,  published  posthumously, 
contajncd  maify  pavca  of  commendatory  verges  by  his 
associates,  among  -vrhom  were  Jasper  Mayne,  Alexander 
Brome,  and-  SSerbuTOe. 

To     Chloe ■.:■. ■.■.: .„;,-..,.; ■  IS* 

On    the   Queen's  Return   from  (he  Low  Conntriel ;,194 

Falsehood     :..:.,:.: ;.:.: ;.     aSS 

On   ■  Virtuous  Young  Gentleirinnan  That  Hied  Suddenly..     6^ 

Ckapuah,  Geosge  <1560-I634>.  Supposed  to  have  been  a 
naHve  of  Kcbt,  was  entered  af  17,  Trinity  College,  Cam- 
briilge,  where  he  became  distinguished  for  his  knowl- 
edge of  Creek  aud  Latiii  authors.  Leaving  college  be 
becaote  intf mate  ■  with  Shakespeare.  Spenser,  and  Dray, 
ton,  and  other  eminent  poets.  He  u  best  knotrn  by 
hie  Uanilalion  of  Homer,  —  the  first  into   English. 

EpiChalamion  Teraloa >•> .'.  '  373 

Cbet>%  Hbhkt  (1S63r-l««7?).  FuUither,  pamphleteer, 
and  pbywriebt.  In  15St2  he  edited  Greene's  Groala- 
worth  of  wk,  wfaieli  contajned  soms  sltKhting  alluaions 
to  ^lakdspeare,  for  which  he  apologiied  later  in  his 
Kind-Heartrs  Dtean.  . 

WUy  Cnidd. ISO 

RoloB  Hood's:  Dirge '. 6*6 

Christ  Chuich  MS. 

A   Dialogue ..,•.    -93 

Gneilj.. ..,...,..,.,,. «31 

CORSTABU,  Hehkt  (I3&2-I613).  Educated  at  Oxford,  taking 
his-  bachelor's  dearee  »t  St,  John's  Callege.  Cambridge. 
In  1584.  appeared  his  best  known  -work,  Dlao^  and  the 
eicellent  conceilfut-  sonnets  of  H.  C. 

Damelus'  Song  of  His  Diaphenia^.. ■ 116 

My  Lady's  Presence  Makes  the. Roses     Red ' 204 

To   Saint   Kalherine..: 608 

On  the  Death  of  Sir  Pbilip  Sidne;^ 6S3 

COUET.  RiCHARDi  Bishop  of  Onferd  and  Horwith  (USS- 
1615).  Edneated  at  Broadsete's  Hall  and  Cfa^  Chorcji. 
Oxford-;  was  mad*  Dean  of  Christ  Church.  1847;  Bi^op 
of  Q»fori  1629,  and  translated  to  Norwich,  .1632.  In 
1613  appeared  his  Joumcy  into  Prance;  Certain  Elegant 
Poems,    1647;    and  In    1648,   Poetical  StrOmata,  or  Pieces 
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A«  When  tbe  Time  H»tli  Been : 317 

Wiiliu    tor    Vin 514 

C^iHAW,  Richard  (IGlS^IdSO).  Edw^bid  >t  Cunbridgc. 
In  1643,  with  five  others,  felloWB  of  Peterboiue,  Crathair 
lost  his  fdlDwahip'  because  He  refused  to  take  the  oUh 
of  the  Solemn  Xeague  and  ■  Covensnt  Entering  the 
prieithood  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Church,  he  was  recom- 
m^ded  to  Rome  by  Jjueen  Henrietta.  He  died  soon 
after  he  became  benebcury  of  {be  Basilica  Church  of 
Our  Lady  of  Loreto. 

Wishes   to  Hii    Supposed   Mistiest 109 

The     Weeper ; S70 

Verses   from  the  Shepherd's  Hymn 604 

Upon     the     Book     and     Picture    of    the    Seraphical     Saint 

Teresa    697 

A  Hymii  to  the  Mame  and  Honour  of  the  Admirable   Saint 

Teresa filO 

Christ     Crucified : .  J . , , 6M 

An   Epitaph   upon  Hueljand   and   Wife 668 

Daniil,  Iobn  (?-162S).  was  one  of  the  Court  musicians  of 
Charles  I.  Little  is  known  of  him  eiccnt  that  he  was 
the  publisher  of  his  brother's  (Samuel  .Xlaniel)  works 
in  1623.  He  published  .Songs  foi;  the  Lute,  Viol,  and 
VofceB,.1606.        -  "^ 

WhyCanst  Thoo    Not ISS 

What    Delight   Can   They   Enjoy 216 

H  i;C6)il(f  Shut  .the  Gate  agamst  My  Thoughis. , 627 

Dahiil,  Saudzl'  C1562-16I9),  was  at  one  time  tutor  to  I^dr 
Anne  aifford,  daughter  of  Margaret,  Countess  of  Cum- 
iMrland,  <o  whom  Daniel  addrened  Ma  famous  EpiSle. 
He  was  well  known  in  his  day  at  Courti  where  he  mu 
H  member  of  Queen  Anne's  (Queen  to  James  I.)  house- 
bold,  holding  various  offices,  and  composing  Court 
liasques  which   for  a  time   rivalled    those   of    Bsi   Joo- 

Beauty,  Sweet  Love,  Is  iJlie  the  Morning  Dew..,. 14 

An    Ode 3S 

■Ulysses  and  the  Siren : 192 

My   Lady's  Pretence   Makes  tb«  Rose*   Red 204 

My   Spotless   Love  Hovers   with   Purest  Wings 20S 

Restore     Thy     Tresses 20? 

Thou    Mayst  Repent. 242 

Song 279 

Let  Others  Sins  of  Knigbts  and  Paladines 319 

I  Must  Not  Grieve  My  Love,  Whose  Eyes  Would  Read....  SJl 

And  Vet  I    Cannot   Reprehend  the   Flight 124 

^ok  'Delia,    How  We   EiiteeM   the    Half-Blown   Rose 325 

Epistle   to   the   Countess   of    Cumberland .5a3< 

Care-Charaer'  Sliip,'  Sin  of  the  'Sabi*  'Night!  I ! !  1 ! "  1! ! !  ^l     590 


Davehant,   Sii.  WiLUAU    (1606-1668),   was  godson 
spearc,  and  poet  laureate  preceding  Dryden. 

The   Soldiw'  'CoiAg  to  thi'  Fidd!  i !  i ! ! !  i ! ! ." ! ! .' ! 

781 


HihvGoonlc 


INDEX   OF   AUTHORS 

To    >    Mistress    Dfing...: ': 5U 

PraJM  Slid  Prayer.,,.. ,, 628 

DAViia,  Sia  JoH»  USS9-1626),  ■  native  of  Wiltshire,  was 
eidacated  at  Quten^s  College,  Oxford,  and-  afterward 
■mdied  law.  Tn  1603,  aoliator.-general  to  Ireland,  rose 
to  be  atiomey.ceiiei'al,  and  subsequentl)'  wia  appointed 
iudee  of  the  aaaiie.  He  was  kniabtBd  in  16D7,  and  was 
nwde  Lord  Cbtef  Jaatice  of  EngUnd  in  1626,  but.  died 
■nddenly  before  the  instalbiiori  could  be  performed. 
In  1S99  apfrsred  the  tirat  edition  of  Nosce  Teipsum: 
Thia  Oracle  Expounded  in  Tvo  Elegies. 
The    Dancing   of    the    Sea ,. ,,    336 

Maa   *aa 

Davimh.  Fkahcis  (15757-1619).  Educated  at  Grey's  Inn; 
eld«*t  son  of  Wmiam  Davison,  privy  councingr  and  Bee- 
reUry  of    State  to   Queen   Eliiabdh.    who   was  diss|'»''='l 

to  the  Council,  Davison  and  bis  father  were  adherents 
Of  ihe  Earl  of  EsaeJ.  and  with  him  their  politicBl  for- 
tunes were  broken.  In  1602  DSVison  abandoned  law, 
and  began  publishing  the  poetry  he  had  written  and 
collected.      His    Poetical    Rhapsody    remains,   perhaps,    the 

Madfi^af  V.™  °..:.t.^!:::'. .•.■.■.-.■....■.■.■.■.■.^ -ISO 

Disciraise  of  Lave  and  Ijiver'a  FoUiei Ij2 

Upon    Her   Protesting,  That    No*   Haviiii  "fried"  His  "si'n' 

cere  Affection.  Sne  Loved  Him 23S 

Ode 305 

Tlitee  Epitaph)    6S6 

KBR,  THOteas  <157S-lfi41 7),  was  one  of  the  celebrated  wits 
of  the  reian  of  Jamea  I.     Besides  a  number  of  plays  in 


Tbe    results   of   Ins  quarre 
'    -    'i  the  OI-iMtsred  cari 


'ices  and  c 


May-laiii 


Here  Lies  the  Blithe    Spring.... 

Conntry-  Glee... :.; .. ..> < 

Svfeet    Content _.. 

O    Sorrow,    Sorrolr 

LulUby     . ....  - 

TroU    Ibe    Bowl 

Deveieut,  Robekt,  Cimt  Of  Essex  n567-1601>,-  second  Earl 
of  that  title,'  **s  the  anfortnaate  favourite  of  Queen 
Elizibetb. 

The  Ways  on  EarfH...,:. 

A  Passion  of  My  Lord  Of  EiseX 

783 
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ought  thai 
I    Gathrdic    Gmrch.   '  Rncbinff    nnddle    life 


:    from  the   tradition   of  tho    easy- 
i#    An^nH^T    school,    and    produced 
trie*    thoflght    aascaoable 
ag,  but  it  took  the  nine- 


A  Hymn  to   God  the  Father i 

Valediction,    Forbidding    Mourning i 

Death,  Be  Not  Proud i 

The    Funeral I 

DraYtoH,  MicHXtt  (IS63-I631).  Btwn  in  Wamrickdiire. 
Llille  la-  known  of  his  parentage,  but  he  has  apoben  ol 
himself  as  "nobly  bred ^  and  "well  ally'd."  TraditEoo 
makes  Drayton  ■  friend  of  Shalcespeate.  and  in  the 
diary  of  the  Viiar  of  Stratford  it  is  recorded.  "Shakes- 
peare. Drayton,  and  Ben  Jonson  liad  a  uct-ry  meeting  - 
and  it  •eema  drank  too  hard,  for  Shakespeare  died  of 
■  feaver  tlwte  contracted."  In  1S96  he  published  ■ 
historical  poam,  Tbe  Barrona'  Wars,  and  from  then  on 
to  1603  be  wrote  for  tb*  EUr  in  eonjunction  witA 
Dekker,  Wcbeter,  Mfddleton.  a^  others.  The  play  of 
Sir  John  Oldcasile  is  said  to  he  mainly  Drayton's  work. 
In  1605  he  pubUlhed  Poems,  Lyric  aliit  :Pasloral.  con- 
Uining  bis  famous  Battle  of  Agincouri.  In  16U  wu 
puMtshed    hii    longest     and    most    famous    poem.     Poly- 

friend.   John    seioen. 

A   .Roundelay 

Bright  Star  of  Beauty. 


on    Whose   SHver-Sande 


DoliiHihyGoOHlc 


INDEX  OF   AUTHORS 


To  the  Virginian  Voyage. 


Dkdhkond.    Wiuiam    (1585-1649).      Born    at    RsvChoiO' 

"     ■■      ■    eon  of  Sir  Jo:       "  

EdicburEb,   s 
xie   IS   aisdasuished    as  me   ara 
weli  in  English.     Though  Drumi 
dan.  be  was  held  in  high  and  s 
English  poels;     Jonson   viiilcd   I 


cotland,   eon  of  Sir  John  Drummondi    eduMted  M  t 

'    '^-■'-■nirKb,   and   studied   oiiU   law   in    Fral 

bed   as  the  first   Scottish   poet   to   w 


and  piMt.     DrnnuDond'a  son 
perfect  as  any  in  the  language 


Phyili" 


Swe'et *Roal,  "^benM  'is '™i' Hnej'. '.'.'.'.'.'.'. 

Madf  igal 

Tfarice  Happy  He  Who  br  Some  Shady  Gro 
Content  and    Resolute :.: 

Life,     A     Bubble '. 

—       ~     '(    o(    the    World 


The    ". .    , 

Sad     Memorials 

I    Pear    Not    Henceforth    Death.. 

,  Wong  These   Pines 

Thou   Window,    Once   Which   Served   for   a'  Sphere 

To    a    NightinBale. .■;....;. 

To     tbe     Nighdngale :..: , 

Saint     John     B»ptiBt;.,,j. ■.-.-...■, 

For    the    Magdalene.;....; 

What  Doth  It  Serve  to  See  tbe  Son's  Burning  Face 

No    Trust    in   Time 

Dtek.   Stk  Edwakd  (1540-1607).     Educated  at- Oxford,  studied 

.  cheniiGtry,  and  was  Ibougbt  to  be  a  Boiilcrucian.  He 
was  emrfoyed  in  aeveraT  foreign  embassies  bj"  Queen 
Elizabeth.  He  wrote  a  number  of  pastorals,  odes,  and 
madrigals,  many  of  which  were  printed  in  Englarid's 
BeKcon. 

The    Lowest  Trees   Hate  Topi 

Helen's     Epitbalamium 

A-  Fancy 

My    Mind    a   Kingdom 


Damon    and    Pythias 
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FaHIBawe,  Sir  Richiid  {16«8-lfi66>,  was  Ihe  iraungest  child 
of  S&  Henry  Fanshiwe,  Remembrance,  of  (he  E»- 
chequer,  and  brother  of  Thomas.  Lord  tanshawe.  Edu- 
cated at  Jesui  Colleae,  Cambridge,  travelled  on  the 
Con^nent,  and  won  riisiinctian  for  scholarship  and  knowl- 
edge of  modern  languages.  Duriog  ibe  Rebellion  he 
fought  in  the  royal  army,  and  was  taken  prisoner  at 
the  baiile  of  Worcester.  AC  the  ResCoration  he  was 
employed  in  several  diplomat  ic  negotiations,  and  died 
in  Madrid  while  ambassador  to  Spain. 
A    Ro9a 

PutCBtx,  Giles  (I5S?-1623),  wu  b  Cuobridgc  man,  brother 
to  FtuDeas  Fletcber,  and  cousin  la  the  dramatist.  He 
took  orders,  but  on  account  of  the  lack,  of  apfirecial 

Paoglory'a  Wooing  Siing  . 
FuiTCBEi,  ToUH  (1576-1625),  was  son  of  Dr.  Richard  Fletcher, 
afterwards  Bishop  of  London.  Educated  at  Cambridge; 
it  is  supposed  his  collaborator,  Beaumont,  enticed  him  into 
■athorship,  with  the  encouragement  of  lonson  and  Chap- 
man.     The    plays    of    Beaumoot    and    fietchcr    succeeded 

Besides     Beaumooi,      Fletcher      collaborated  '  with     other 
dyamatists.  and  wrote  a  number  of  plays  himself,  among 
which   The    Faithful   Shepherdess   remains  the   finest    pas- 
Love's'    Emblems ! 31 

The  Beggars'  Holiday. ; « 

God  Lyns,  Ever  Young M 

What    Is    Love? 7 44 

Beauty  Gear  and  Fair tZ4 

Come   Hither,    You   That    Love I3S 

What  the   Mighty  I.OTO   Has   Done 1« 

Orpheus  I  Am,  Come  from  the  Deeps  Below 147 

The     Satyr's     Leave-taking 158 

The    Satyr    and    Qorin 1S9 

Speak,    Thou     Fairest     Fair 206 

To    the    Blest    Evanthc 211 

Hymn     to    V^nus 229 

Love's    Saerifice 2J7 

Away,     Delighlsl 2SJ 

Come  Follow  Me,  Ye  Country  lasses -345 

Bridal     Song ." 356 

A     Bridal    Song .' 357 

Orpheus     40S 

Let  the  Bells  Ring,  and  Let  the  Boy*  Sing 418 

The    Wanton     Shepherdess 428 

A  Woman  Will  Have  Her  WiU 429 

The  Holy    Well    44S 

Hymn    to    Pan 471 

Urns  and  Odoius  Bring   Away K7 

Melancholy     SS7     : 

Idle    Tears.. 571     | 
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The    Evening    Knell. i....,i. 

Fan's      SlnliRel :.. 

Come,      Sleep ,.....: 

Invocation    lo    Sleep 

Aspatia's     Song 

Flitcbeb,  Fbineas  t,lSS4t-i6S0),  ion  of  Dr.  Gilo  Fletcher, 
author  of  the  sonnet  sequence  Licia.  John  Fletcher,  the 
dranialist,  was  bis  first .  cousin,  and  Giles  Fletcher,  the 
younscT,  bis  brather.  He  is  cluefl>  known  n  tbt  . 
author   of   The  Purple    IsUad.  .... 


Funio,    John    (IS4ST-162S),   a   tlatlw  of  liirtdon,   descended 
from    the    Florii    of    «■-""-       i*-    -"    -    -."■=•    .....i™. 
of   philology.      He   is 
Montaigne  s    Essays,    : 


from    the    FlorL    __    __. 

of   philology.      He   is   best    know 
.    Mntitoi  one's    Essay    ="    riini 
!   Ihe    Hon 


Fou),  Thouas  (1536.1639),  matriculated  at  Oxford,  later 
was  admitred  a  member  of  the  Middle  Temple.  Little 
is  known  of  bis  life.  His  rank  as  a  po9t-Sbakctpearian 
dramatist  is  high;  amoDg  oiher  forms  of  literaiure  he 
essared,   he  won  soine  repute  as  a  pamphleteer  of  moral 

Dawn     .  f". : 

Calantha's    Dirge ( 

Fenihea's    Dying     Song ( 

Gascotche,  Geo>ge  (IS3S-IS77),  coartier,  soldier,  poet,  he 
was  the  most  notable,  figure  in  English  poetry  between 
Surrey  and  Sidney.  Gascoigne  was  stepfather  to  Nicho- 
las  Breton,   whose   literary  career    was  inSuenced  by  the 

A  ■  Lover's    Lullaby , 1 

The   Stately  Damea.  of   Rome  Their  Pearls  Did  Wear 1 

The   Strange   Passion  of  a  Lorer ! 

Lines  Written    on   a  Garden    Seat I 

GiFvOiD,  HoHPHUT  {?■?),  of  whom  nothing  is  known  e«iept 
that   Nch    a    man    was  the    aattlOr  bf   A   Poste   of  (Sllo- 
flowers,    eche    differing    from    the    Other    in    Colour    and 
Odour,  yet  all  Swede,  1580. 
For     Soldiers '. ' 

Gbahau,    J*iies,    Makodis    o»    MontiioS»_  (16I2-16S0). .  One 

murdered  in  the  most  brutal  manner  by  his  political  en- 

m  Never  Love  Thee  More ;. 

GiEEHE.  HoBEBT  C15«D->592>,  »  native  of  Ipswich,  educated 
at  St-  John's  ColleBe,  .Cambridge.  He  travelled  <Sn  the 
Continent  after  leaving  college,  and.  returning  home,  is 
supposed  lo  have  Uken  orders  and  received  the  living 
of  Tollesbury  in  Essex.  He  was  the  boon  compamon  of 
the  celebrated  wits  of  Ihe  day.  deserted  a  lovely  wife, 
and  lived   a   profligate-  life,   dying,  It   is  said,  In   absolute 

?8? 
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■niieiT   Uid   porertjr,    fnim   ■   turldt   of  piekkd   berrinca 

Fair  I>  Hy  Lose  for  April's  in  Her  Face IS 

lUdagaa   in    Dittum 70 

PUiomda's  Ode  That  Site  Suni  in  Her  Acbour 7t 

Doron'i    Desiriplion    of    Samela. 97 

Fawnia     120 

Hullidor'i  Madrinl   130 

Phillii  and   Corydoa    U9 

Uniaphonc'a  Song   144 

Doron'a  Jig    217 

Doraltcii's  DUty  .......  .^. 2S2 

Familia'i    Song    2g3 

N'OMtM  Voas,   Mon  Bet  Ami? 199 

The   Shepherd's  Wife's   Sooe 34j 

Sepheitia'i  Song  to  Het  CbOd 399 

CoDtent    S17 

MUerriniDl 5]2 

Camu.K,  PuiiE,  Loin  BtoOKi  (IS54-I6ZS),  was  son  of  Sir 
FuUce  Greville.  of  Beauchsmp  Court,  in  Warwickshire. 
He  entered  Trinity  College,  conpletiDt  bit  stadies  at 
Oxford.  He  gained  distinction  at  Court,  and  was 
honoured  with  a  seat  in  the  Privy  Council.  He  vaa 
aBSassinaled  hy  one  of  his  doinestics.  AMached  very  deeply 
to  his  friend.  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  he  wrote  The  Life  of 
the    Kenowned    Sir    Pbilip    Sidney,    1653;     and    when   be  1 

died  styled  himself  on  bis  tomoHone:  "  The  Friend  of 
Sir  Pliilip  Sidney."  '  ' 

Myra     9S 

Who  Grace   for  Zenith  Had 474    , 

A  Song  for  Priests SM    ' 

A  Contrast    S4I     , 

To    Cynlhia    SM 

To    Cymhia    M?     ' 

Forsake   Thyself,  to  Hearen   Turn  Thee «' 

GaiujiLTi,  Nicholas  (1S19-1562),  educated  Bt  Carahridfte  and 
Oxford,  and  opened  a  tfaetorical  teeture  in  the  refectory 
of  .  Christ  Church,  Oxford,  Besides  wrUiag  original 
veraea  and  »  Latin  tragedy  he  made  tratitlslions  from 
the  Greek  and  Latin  poets.  John  the  Baptist,  his  Latin 
trageds%    was    published    in    1S48;     and    bis    Sonees   were 

AnetODri,    printed   by   Tottel   m    hia    MisecHany.    1S57. 
A    True    Love 16?     , 

Haiihgton,  Williau    (I60;-I654),  was  educated  at  5.   Omen  I 

and .  Paris.  Returning  from  Paris  after  reaching  his 
majority,  he  was  instructed  at  home  by  hia  father  in 
matters  of  history,  and  became  an  aeconplished  gentle- 
man. "  During  the  Commonwealth,"  Wood  says,  he  "  did 
niB  with  the  times,  and  was  not  unknown  to  Olivet 
the  Uaorper."  Besides  Csstare,  Habington  wrote  a  play 
and  some   ObaervstiotiB  upon    History. 

We  Saw  and   Woo'd  Each   Other's  Eyes I?l 

To    BOKS  in   the  Bosom  of    Castarti. W 

78S 


DoliiHihyGoOHlc 


INDEX    OF    AUTHORS 

Against   Tb«ra  Who   Lt-r  Unchsgtlty  to  the  Sex  of  Women     223 
Kox    NoeCi -Indicat    Scienliiia 5S0 

Beebekt,  Lord  Eowabd  Cheiouiv  <1S83-I64g),  in  Shrop- 
■hire,  bom  Bt  MoMgoinery  Cattle,  in  Wales,  educated 
at  UnKeitity  CoHege  in  London.  He  distinguished  bim- 
■clf  as  a  soldier  on  the  ConlinCDt  and  bei;anie  the  Eng- 
lish   ambassador    (o    France.      He    was    >D    elder    brother 


The  influence  of   his' 
nonce   at   Court,    where   be    was 

James  1.  ■  He  enjojed,  alio;  the 
aeon  and  Donne,  tn  1630,  hav 
he  became  rector  of  Fuggelsloni 
have  been  pure  Bad  lainlllke;  ' 
biogra-phy. 


«fS 

To   Meadows 

The    Primrose    :... 

To   Violets 

To    Blossoms 

Corinna's    Maying    .' 

Gather  Ve  Rosebuds  While   Ve   May....... 

To'Du"e™  ;!;'.;;;;x'.!"'.;:;;x*!;!'.;'.!i;x:;!; ;;!!!;; 

Upon  Jalia.'s  Hair  Filled  with  Bew : 

Upon    Jul'"'*    Clothes.. 

Delight     in   '  Disorder 

To  the  Western  Wind 

To  ^«trs ,. 

To  Anthea,   Who  Mar  Coromsod  Him  Anything...:. 
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iw™.-    To  Jb. 

To    Julia.. 

Upon  lulu'i  Recovery  ... 
The  Mad  U«id'i  Sods... 
Tbe  FuBCTil  Rile*  of  tbe  B 


Art  Abovt  Nalan:    To  Joli*. 
Tbe    Bracelet;     To    Juli- 


_e  Rom J» 

A    Ciiild'*    GrBce «J 

To   Music,   to    Becdm  Hi>  Fever 40S 

To  Uve  Merrily  snd  lo  Truat  to  Good  VetKS <11 

Hi*   Prayer   to    Ben    Topson.... 41t 

To     Be    Merry S2S 

To   Daffodils SM 

Hii  Winding-Sheel  SM 

To   Deiiies,  Not  to   Shul  So   Soon S71 

Country    %ht.    577 

The    Kigbtfitce:     To    Julia 579    , 

A    Chfistmai    Carol i94    ' 

CerenoniM    Eot    Chrlslmai-r SW 

To  Hit  Saviour,  ■  Child:    A  PrcKnt  by  a  Child MZ 

The  New  Year's  Gift <M 

To  His  Ever  Loving  God 61! 

Litany   to    the   Holy    Spirit <20 

The    White    Island 626 

To  His  Palemal   Home 655 

Upon    s    Child  That   Died el« 

Aholher «M 

Comfort  to  a  Youth  That  Had  Lost  His  Love 

HiVwooD,  JoBH  (1497-1S7S),  native  of  Notth  Mima,  near 
St.    Alban's,    educated    at    Oxford,    became    Court    Jester 

great   favoutile   with    Henr:;^  VIII.  and   Ooeen   Mary,    hii 

conceits.''    Being    a    Roman    Catholic,    a(    Mary's    death, 
fearing   persecution,   he  retired  to  Mechlin,   in   Brabant 

A  Praise  of  His  Lady 

Heiwoon,  Thomas  (IS7?-lfiS0).  a  voluminons  playwright  of 
the  group  that  immediately  followed  Shakespeare  of 
whom  very  little  ii  known  except  that  he  was  the  author 
in    part    or   whole    of    220    plays,    of    which    twenty-three 

in    homely   scenes,   and  he   won    from    Charles    Lamb    tbe 

appellalion   of  a  prose  Shakespeare.     ' 

MatinSong ...-..■ 

The    Message 

London    Taverns    ■ .-..,■ ■ 

Praise   of    Ceres .■ ] 

HoWAan,  HsHav,  Eahi.  orSnaaar  (151B-1S4fi-7),  was  the  third 

son  of  Thomas,  Esrl  -of  Surrey,  and  third  Dulie  of  Nor- 

.      folk.      Attended    Cardinal    College,    ndw    Christ    Church. 

.     Oxford.     la  1S42  he  served  in  the  army  under  his  father 

in  Scotland,  and  in   1544  was  appoinled  Field-Marshal  of 

the  English  anny  on  the  Continent.     On  account  of  ieal- 

onsji  which  his  personal  scbievemenls  eveited  in  the  Earl 

of  Henford,  King  Henry's  brother,  and  in  the  king  also, 
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in  1546,  he  WIS  ordered  to  return  from  the  ConlineiH. 
made  a  prisoner  on  his  arrival  in  EngUni,  eonvicled  of 
high  trciion  on  groundlcM  chargeB^  and  beheaded  on 
Tower  Mill,  January  19,  1S47.  Surrey  was  the  follower 
of  Wyat  in  introdocmg  (he  Sonnet  inlo  English  poetry. 
In  1SS7  R.  Tottel  published  The  Songs  and  Sonnettes  of 
Henry,   Earl   of   Surrey,  and  Olhers. 

DeienptioD    of    the   Spring 12 

APraiae  of  His  Love....! 201 

Complaint  of  Ibe  Atnence  of  Her  Lover  Being  upon  the  Sea    2^0 

The  Means  to  Attain    Happy   Life...- SIS 

On  Su-danapalus'   Dishonourable  Life   and  Miaerable   Deitb     S4S 


Of    li^iM 


9   (fl.   1568-1 5BI). 


Bdhic.  Alexardeb  (1S60-1609}.  »D  of  tbe  Comptroller  of 
Scotland,  was  born  at  Reidbrai,  and  educated  aome  aar 
at  Sr.  Andrew's,  and  some  at  St.  Mary's.  Later  he 
travelled   in  France    and   on   his   letnm   became    attached 


Hdknis.    Williau    (d.    156S),    was    Chapel-master    to    Queen 
Diiabeth.      Little  is  known  about  hia  life. 
The  Lover  Curselb  tbe  Time  When  First  He  Fell  in  Love    2S7 

JoNSOK,  Ben  (I:73.1G37).  Born  In  London  of  poor  parent- 
age, and  served  as  a  loldlet  in  the  Netherlands.  He 
settled  early  in   London  and  became  an  actor  and  writer 

his  literary  Hktng,  hut  compulsory  in  earning  Us  liveli- 
hood. Every  Man  in  His  Humour,  hia  first  areat  play, 
was  brought  oat  in  159S,  and  it  is  cUimed  that  Shake- 
speare was  one  of  the  actors.  He  also  wrote  a  number 
of  masques  for  Court  festivals,  in  which  King  James  and 
his  Queen  took  parts;  through  these  are  scattered  some 
of  his  finest  lyrics.  In  1619  Tonson  went  on  a  walking 
tour  to  Scotland,  visiting  the  homeiof  his  ancestors,  and 
while  there  he  visited  Drummond  of  Hawthomden,  who 
has  left  us  a  Journal  of  his  couversation.  Besides  his 
plays  and  masques  Jonson  published  two  volumes  of  poeois 
„mid  lyrics.  Underwoods  and  The  Fofest. 

'Jie    Shepberd's    Holiday....... « 

Hia   Supposed    Mistress ; ;. S7 

The   KissTT:....- «« 

To    Cells     8J 

The   Glov  "" 


Simplex  Munditiis   . 


A  Nymph's 'paVrion;!*!;'!*!I!!!';'!;i^!!t!!!i.!^i"i!i! 

The   Triumph    of    Charls 

t^ve  ind  Death! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! ! I* !  1 ! !  1 1 ' ! I ! " ! " *  1 1!I ! !! 

On  Lacy,    Countess  of    Bedford^ 

Epithalamitun      ■ .<» .,*,«.«,**<t.*i* 
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The    Noble 

Virtue    TriumpbaDt     ■ ,..     521 

jliJelunour'a  Lament   --.-...,--^v ....'. L.. ...*-•     iS9 

Hymn   to    Dian* *» 

Etho's  Dirge  for  Narcisaui W 


Epiisph  m 

Epitaph    on   Eliiabeth    L.    H ttS 

An  EpiUpb   on  Salathiel  Pavy Hi 


JODAH,    Thduas     (iei2?'l£85),    an    actor,    afterward) 
laareaie  for  Ibe  City  of  'LDndon;    be   was  the  aulhc 
four  pisyi  and  a  number  of  {K>ems  and  masques.   . 
CoTODcmug  No«  Rosii  Antequam  Marcocant 

EiH<i,  Henbv  (1S9I-16G9).  Bisbop  of  Cbicbester,  and  fi 
ot  Isaak  Walton,  Sandys,  and  Beii  jonson.  He  ■< 
many  elegies,   notably   those  on  Ben  Jonson,   Donne, 


LoDOt,  Thomas  05Sfi?-lGZS),.     Son  of  a  Lan)  Mayor 


of  the  Italian  Rcnatss 

To   Pbyllis,    the    Fair    Shepbefdess ;..,.      41 

&?''?'!:?„?''"*.■■: ■ S   , 


Rosalind's   Madrieal    St 

'-■-■-    Witchery    ^ i'V,.'--;-, " 11    I 

-   Fh<die'B   Soniin 
'     t  Omnipresei 
—  Me  Right  ani.  —  .... 
Tbe   SoUory   Shepherd's 

Accurst    Be   tove. 
Montanui'   Vav  , 


LoviucE,  RiCBAjiD  (1618-J65S),  belonged  lo  ■  Kentish  tarn- 
ily.  He  was  a  soldier  by  choii^  apd  one  of  the  numec 
oui  Court  poets  who  surrounded  Qaeeo  Henrietta  Maria. 
In  b«li*U  ot  King.  Charlei  I.  be  prfsented  >  -.•'■•-   ■- 
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Parliament  from  the  \(m\1ttt  ot  Kent,  for  which  he  wts 

To  Althia  from  Prison.  In  J647  he  railed  a  regimeni  for 
tiie  French  king   and  took  part  in  tho  siese  o£  Dunkirk. 

thrown  into  prison.     In  ,1649  he  published,  a  collection  ot 

a  ladjr^Lucy.  Sackeverell.  Ot  his  laat  yeari  little  i* 
known,  but  It  js  supposed  that  diitresa  befell  him,  and 
that  be  died  in  a  cellar  in  Long  Acre. 

Gritiani    Daodog  *; .:. 

To   Althea,    from  Prison... ■ 

To   Lueasta,    Going  Beyond  the    Seas 

The    Grasfthoppcr 

To  Lncaala,  Going  to  the  Wars ' 

Ltlt,  John  (1S53-1606)  is  bell  known  aa  the  author  of 
Enpbuei:  The.  Anatomy  of .  .Wit,.  ISaO,  which  vas  ridi- 
culed by  his  contempoiariei, .  especially  Shakespeare  in 
Lore  1  Labour's  Lost,  and  Jonson  in  ETerr  Man  Out  of 
Hr»  Himonr,  Inlbto  work,- and  its  sequel  Enphuei  and" 
His  England.  1581,  Lyljr  intended  to  reform  and  purify  the 
English  language.     He  vas  the  author  of  some  mne  playa.  . 

Song    to    Apollo 

Spnog-s    Welcome 

Carda    and    Kisses 

Love's    College .' ' 

0  Cruel   Love....... , i 

Uailowe,    Cubibtothu'  (1544-1393),       Bora    in    Canterbnrr, 

Oiford,    where   he   took    his   degree  in    1583,      Some   say 

others  that  he  vent  with  Sidney  to  the  wars  In  the 
Netherlands.  Tamburlaine  the  Great,  his  Jirst  great 
drama,  was  performed  in  1538;  this  was  followed  rapidly 
in  the  next  few  years  by  three  other  plays.  Doctor 
Fanstas,  The  Tew  of  Malta,  and  Edward  II..  which 
made  him  the  first  great  dramatist  in  Engtish  lileratnre, 
and  the  master  whose  influence  is  sholin  in  Shake- 
speare's early  plays,  Marlowe's  life  was  wild  and  reek- 
less,  and  in  1593  he  was  killed  in  a  tavern  brawl  ia 
Debt  ford,  the  particulara  of  which  have  never  been 
quite  understood.  He  left  fragments-  of  one  ,ar  no 
plays,    and    pacts    of    a    line    poem,-  Hero    and    tcander, 

__  which  George  Chapman  finished. 

The  Passionate  Shepherd  to   His  Love 

If  VUl  the  Pens  That  Ever  Poeta  Held 

The    Stteaip. , 

UitngcEt,  Phili?  (IS84-164CI),  was  at  one  time  page  lit  the 
haniehold  of  the  Earl  of  Pembroke.  His  dramatic 
laboiiis  are  diffiGull  to  define  owing  to  his  habit  of 
eonaboration.  He  was  an  intimate  friend  of  Fleiiher'a. 
Towards  middle  life  he  was  converted  to   Roman  Calhnti- 
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dun.      Snme  fif tecD  plura  arc  to   hii  credit .  j 
"            id  ftlrple    Hower MS    1 


Rose   >ad  I 

14-1672), _ 

:ii,    Oirford,       Became    Canon     of    Chrirt 


Uathe,    jAarai    (1604-1672),    native    of   Devonshire,    educated 

■t  Ari.t   "■■"-■■  "  .   ™  . . 


,      Archdeicon      of     Chichesl..,      , 

Ordinary  (o  Charles  II.  His  lermoiu  have  t>een  cOl- 
kcted  »nd  pubHihed,  and  he  wrote  a  nomber  of  contro- 
venial  tracts.     He  translated  Bome  of  Lucian'*  Dialosnc^ 

Time"  *..' .1™.. 7. .''...,?..,!.".. ™"^,^,?^ ! 

HiCiniToR.  ThohaI  (15707-1627),  of  whom  Utile  is  kDOwn, 
exeepi  that  he  wa«  a|ip<Ht»cd  ChronoloscT  lo  the  City  of 
London  shortly  before  his  death.  A  numtcr  'of  playa  and 
masques  are  accredited  to  him,  and  he  ii  sapposed  to 
have  assisted  Rowley,  Masiinger,  Fletcher,  and  Jonson  in 
the  writinr  of  playi. 

Ljps  and    ^ei 

MOKTooMiioB.  Alexabdb«  {IS40?-16107). 

The  Night  Is  Near  Gone 

Mdhimt,  Arthoht  C15S3-1633).  mi  poet-^oreate  of  the 
City  of  London.  He  has  been  identified  «s  the  "  Shep- 
herd   Tony/'    who    contributed    r    ■—    -' •- 

England's    Helicon.       He     w 
_  wnlinE   of   fourteen    plays.  , 

Beaut*    Bathing    219 

The   Shepherd's    Son 2M  I 

HonUna  the  Bhwherd,  His  Love  to  Aminta 3"! 

liobin    Hood's    Dirge m 

Nash,   Thomas   (15^-1601).-    Bom   at  Lowestoft  and    was   a  ' 

student   at   St.   John's,   Cambridge,    from  which   it  is   sup-  i 

posed    he    wag    expelled    for    some    yeulbfol    indiscretion.  I 


Italy  he  settled  in  Londr 
...sr  -iiu  uEuiuic  associated  with  Greene,  Marli, 
Peele.      For    ceRain    expres^ns    in    on    of    hi; 

The   Isle      -   -  -  

afforded 


with   Gre 
of   Dogs,    he   was  putin  prison,    which   niislia* 

Bimpnieteer  nasn  was  more  tamous  man  as  a  aramatist 
e  was  deeptjr  concenwd  in  the  strife  of  the  Marpre- 
late  Controversy.  He  furiously  assailed  Dr.  Gabriel 
Hirvey    for    insulting    the    tnemor^    of  -  his    dead     friend 

Bri^  Soid'oi'ihi'SMd\'mrV^V^V^\\V^V^'.'.V.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.    id 
In  TSme  of   Ptague ;    633 

OiFoiD   Music  School   MS. 
My  Heart 2M 

?EELE,    GEoaCE    (155S-15<)S).      BOiti    in    Devonshire,    and    edn-  I 

CBted  at  Broadgate's  Hall  (now  Pembroke  College), 
Oxford.  He  went  to  London  and  divided  the  rest  of 
his  life  "between  the  Uvern,  the  green-room,  and  the 
•traitened    accommodatloiu    of    the    author's    study."      He 

794  ; 


DoliiHihyGoOHlc 


INDEX  OF    AUTHORS 


faa  the   iolhor  of  mtnj  eicenent   plays,   one   of  which. 
The  Arraignmrat  of  Pan],  would  be,  i^mb  sayi,  the  finest 

- — L — 1   j„  j^p  Hlerala—    "  -" —  '--   '"—«—'- 

I    Shepherdess. 


Kstoral   in   our   Hleralare,   it   it  were   not   for   X^elcbec'a 


The   Impatient    Maid 1 

O    Crndelis    Amor -. : : 

A    Farewell    to   Arms ' 

Qdauii.  Fbahcis  (1592-1644),  native  of  Steward!,  near 
Rumford.  Essex.  Eduolted  at  Christ  College.  Cemiuidge, 
and  Lincoln's  Inn.  Was  successively  cupbearer  to  the 
Queen  of  Bohemia.  Chronologet  to  the.  City  of  London, 
and  secretary  in  Ireland  to  ArehWshon  Usher.  On 
the  breakinB  out  of  the  Rebellion  in  llT^l,  he  (!ed  to 
England,  where  writmgs  of  a  royalistic  flavour  and  hig 
attachment  .  to.   Charles,    attracted    the    wrath    of    Padia- 

books.  The  poet  never  recovered  from  the  blow,  which 
sent  him  10  his  grave.  His  worlcs,  niunb^iiig  tnanir 
volumes,   ate   of    a    devotional    nature. 

Epigratt     '.'...: '. '.     < 

Raleigh.  Sii  Wxltek  (lS52-ieig).  Born  in  the  parish  of 
East  Budleigb,  Devonshire;  educated  at  Oriel  College. 
Oxford.  He  served  five  years  in  France  with'  the 
Hugueiiats.    and    subsequently   in    (he    Nftherlands^  under 


the  Prince  of  Orange.  In  157^  accoippanying 
brother,'  Sir  Humphrey  Gilbert,  he  made  his  nrsi  o- 
pedilion  to  America.  Raleigh  held  man*  hicrative  posts 
of  honour,  the  gift  of  royal  favour.  The  tomanltc  vor- 
aga  of  discovery,  tmninaling  always  in  failure,  by  this 
brave  but  not  always  scrupulous  hero,  stilt  continue  to 
tUmish  delightfal  reading.  He  was  beheaded  O»ober, 
1618. 

The    Nymph's    Reply ? 

Now   What    Is    Lov*?:.... 

On    Spenser's    "Faerie    Queefie " 

The    Excuse     ■, 

As   Ye  Came   from  the  Htdy  Land 

The  Silent  Lo«r..... ; 

Silence    in    Love 

Fanwdl  to  the  Vanities  of  the  World 

Even    Snob    Is    Time . 

Mia   Pilgrimage i 

The-  Soul's  firand. ; i 

IUhdoltb;  ThohaI  O60S-I635),  native  of  Badby,  -Nonh- 
asiptonshifei  edoc^ed  at,  and  Fellow  of.  Trinity  College, 
Cambridge.  He  went  (o  I.ondon  and  became  associated 
with' the  group  of  poets  anrrounding:  Ben  Jonson,  who 
"  soon    drank    him   into   an   early  grave." 

A    Devout    Lover 

An  Ode  to  Halter  Anthonr .  Stafford  -  to  Hasten  Him  into 
the  Country   

795 
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RAVUicxorT,    Thomas    (1592-?),    sa    eminent    conpoicr    and 

mibliiher    ef    muuc,    wba    u    laid    to^   have    been    made 

Bachelor   of    Music    by   tlic    Univertiif   of    Cambriilge,    at 

the  age  of  fifteen. 

Three    Poor     Mariners 

Eeymoids.    Johm    (?■?). 
A    NoKiay    

SowLAHDE,  BtCHAaii  (156S-1630?),  native  of  London,  edu- 
cated It  Oxtord,  and  bccomiDg  a  Romin  Caibolic  tool 
op  h»  letidenoe  at  Ant*er)i.  where  he  proipered  ai  i 
printer.  He  «a*  a  draughtnnia  and  painter,  and  itlat 
tra'wd  Aome  of  bia  own  bboki. 
Our  Blewcd  Ladr'a  LuUaby 

Rowley,  Wtluam   {B.   ItSO).     See  notes. 

The    Chase    

Come   Follow   Ue,   Ye  Country   LaSse« 

Sackville.  Thoha*.  Loud  Buckhuisi  (t527-lG08>,  was  tbi 
author  of  Gorboduc,  the  lirit  English  traECdy,  acted  Ie 
1562,  which  wai  greatly  admired  by  Sir  FI><I>P  fiidncy 
Be  was  elevated  to  the  earldoni  of  Dorset  with  Ibe  ac 
cewon    of    James    1. 

Scott,  AuxAHon  <152D?-158?),  wai  calked  "the  Anacreon  ol 
Ancient  Scotcb  poetry."  A  collection  of  his  piece*  w»i 
privately  printed  (lOD  .copies)  in  Editrtwrgh,  in  1821 
under  Ilie.  title,  of  Poems  from  a  MS.,  written  in  1S6S 
1   Intioduclion  and  Note*  by  David  Laing. 


A    Rondel   of    Love 

A  Bequest  of  His  Hcut. . 


n  :at  SiratfOTd-oti- 
mar  scboDl  eduo- 
fortune,  lesBins  a 
In.  fi89 


|b   his  parents.     

long  Eileen  -  in  ■  liat  of 
ckfriari  Playbouie,  where 
r-s  Ust,  Henry  VI.,  and 
.be  gained  the  notice  and 
of  ^ulhampton.  and  to 
s,  Venus  and  Adonis  and 
I  .several  plays  were  pro- 
rona,    retummg   \o    Slrat- 

itire^eni  tl'ere™  Noihi^ 
r  iti  which  Shakespeare's 
ippnied  that  the  comediet 
Ltory  belong  to  the  years 
tragedies.    Lear,    Otbdlo. 

t.  plays,  a' Winter's  Tile- 
w  of  his   most   beantifiil 
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aril,    Harkl     ihe  Lark..; ,v.. ..■-..;..  i.;. . 


"~  •K,f™"-.'^.5r??;;;; 

It  Was  a  LoTcr  and  E^  Lua. 

ii    Tears    Hti'TriamU'. ',',', ','.'. 

Sweet    Robbery""!.".'!.'!!'"!; 
Beauty    and   Rhyme., 

Hot  Mine  i 

The  Full   Lore'irHushed! 


fe»"-" !.-!!!!!!!  j!!M:";    154 


The   Love-Leitir 
Beio^    Your_- 


The   gu9e^Co^:k,!.sil"BUldi*oi"HM!! 

You    spotted    Snak« ; 

Crabbed    Age  and   Youth 

The    Merry    Heart 

They  That  Have  Pont 

The  Expense  of  Spirii  :..  .    ..„.^  „.  ^„„,„ 

Poor  Soul,  the  Centre  of  My   Siofd  Earth.. 
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To  Me,   F»lE  Friend.   You   Never   Can  Be  Oli! SGI 

WinWr     7, S6J 

Urni   and   Odsun    Bring    Ami 3^7 

Song   of    Woe 576 

Now  the  HDogry  Lion    Roeri SB-t 

Ophelia'!    Song    ,.: fi40 

A    Lover's    Dirge 643 

A    Sea     Dirge -.,^-. ■: «47 

The  Phiinix  and  the  Turtle. 650 


a  the  last  of  tbe 


Shake 


and    eanwd    his   living   aa   a    Khoi 

before  the  cloaing  of  the  thealrea 

o"'E1y,   My   smj!;!""! !"!  I'^! !! ! 

Death^a    Emiaaariea 

Death    the     Leveller. 

SiDHET.  Sir  Fbiuf  (lSS4-15Se>.  Bom 
of  an  ancient  family.  Educated  i 
Jord,    he    travelled    abread,    witnei„..,    ....    „. 

St.  BaTtboloniew'i.  after  wbich  be  vinled  Germanr  aai 
Itair,  and  naa  bade  at  tbt  English  Canrt  in  1575.  Rh 
.-.._.(...    _._....     ,.,    Lidj,.  p„,|ope   Devereax,   dauglitei 


of  Essex,  who  .afterwards  marTied  Loi 


ird_Rict 

Oat  o£  favour  al  Court  m  1580  because  of  his  Tetter 
in  opposition  (o  Qaeen  Eliiabetb'n  proposed'  marrian 
to  the  French  Duke  of  Anjou.  Sidney  retired  to  Wilton. 
the  seat  of  his  sister,  the  Conntess  of  Pembroke,  where 
he.  wrote  for  diversion  hia  famoiM  nrow  rntnancf  A.-, 
cadia.    The  follow' 

for    Poelrie    in    t,,   _ 

Queen    Elizabeth    sent    English  -t 

.  ID  their  altugglo  for  freeaooi.    f 

■  Governor    of    Flush' 

rcekleaa.  and   chivali .,,    

in    September,    1586.      Sidney's    writ 

lisbed   until  after   his  death,    and  he   icmama   inc   mon 

cpnapicuous   ligare   of   ehiindrjr   aoionE  English    persoaali- 

wooing  stus  "  X ;  i !  i ; !  i !  i "  i !  i !  ^ !  i ! ! '. ! "  ^ ! ! " "  X I ! ; ! ! ! ! 

The    Nightingale     - 

Song     , ..■ 

Promised    Weal , 

\^   Amoria    

-    Soiw     

A  Diigt:   liOve  la  Dead ' 

Song 

Song 1 
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'  Xovlnfi  in  Trflth,  and  Fain  in  VerM  Mr  Lore  to  Sbow. . . .  313. 

StelU,    Think    rfot 316 

Epilhalamimn     ,...  -353 

P&eIhs,  Fare*«Ul    , 422 

Be  Your  Wordi   Made,  Qooi  Sir,  of  Indian  Ware. 42S 

O     SwMi    Woods 4W 

TiBth    Doth    Truth   EXatn-e S20 

Song     , 583 

The   Moon 5B7 

To    Sleep 5M 

SouTBWEu,    RoauT    (lS62-tSgS).      An    English    lemit;      hi 
15S5    fat    «■■  appointed    Prefect    of    the   Englfdi    Jesaila' 

College    in    Rome;     wa*    adbscqueDtly    retnmed    to    Eng-  . 
land   u  a   miisionary,   where   after  three  years  impriaon- 
ment  he  suffered  as  a  raartfr  M  Tybarn,  February,  1S95. 

Seoro    Not   ibt    Least ',..     494 

Man's    Civil    War 500 

Times    Go    by    Turns S23 

Lobs    in    Delay S32 

The    Burning    Babe 60J 

SrsNBR,  Ediiitnd  {1553-1SP8).  Bom  In  London,  and  edu- 
cated at  Fembrolie  Hall,  Oxford.  In  1580.  be  became. 
through  the  influence  of  Sir  Pbilip  Sidney,  Secretary 
to  Lord  GreV  of  Witton,  Lord -Lieutenant  of  Ireland; 
and  in  1586  received  from  the  Crown  a  grant,  ittciud- 
ins  the  castle  and  manor  of  Kilcolmao,  in  the  county  of 
Cork,  forfeited  by  the  Earl  of  Desmond.  He  married 
in  1594,  Elizabeth  Boyle,  of  whom  he  had  lung  in  the 
Sonnets,  and  their  nuptials  he  celebrated  in  the  wonder- 
ful  EpiEhalsmium.  .  In  159D  appeared  the  flrst  three 
Books  of  the  Faerie  Queene,  and  In  1596,  Books  IV.,  V., 
VI.  In  I59S  occurred  what  is  called  the  "rebellion  of  ' 
the  Earl  of  Tyrone,"  which  forced  Spenser  with  bis  wife 
and    children    to    leave    Ireland,     for    his    estates    wen       - 

he  died  in  "extreme  indigence  and  want  of  bread." 

Whilst   It   Is  Prime 12 

Perigot  and  Willie's  {toandday 19 

The   Merry   Month  of   May 30 

What    Guile    Is    This?...; 88 

Fair    II    My   Love ." 107 

A     Ditty     108 

Mark  When  She  Smiles 133 

The   Doubt   Which   Ye   Misdeem u -...■  146 

So  Oft  as  I  Her  Beanty  Do  Behold 199 

The    Merry    Cuckoo,    Messenger   of   Spring 317 

To    His    Book 318 

Rudely  Thou  Wrongest  My  Dear  Heart's  Desire 322 

Epiihalamium     35S 

Prothalamion     3T7 

The  Bower    of  Bliss 407 

One  Day  I  Wrote  Her  Name  upon  the  Strand 557 

Like  as  the  Cnlver  on  the  Band   Bough 560. 

Host  Glorious  Lord  of  Life;   That  on   This  Day 634 

From     "  Daplmaida  ■' 653 
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StiLL,  JoHM,  BtiBor  ot  Bats  ahb  Welu  (ISU'IfiOS).  Bora 
■I  GrlDthun,  LiocoInlfaiiD;  cdtKoted  at-  Chriit  Conece, 
Cambridge,  where  he  beoame  Ladv  Msrgaret's  Profemor 
of  Divinity.  He  was  Prebendary  oi  Wistininsler.  1573: 
Maitei  of  St.  latan's  College,  tS7*;  Archdeacon  of 
Sudbury,  1S9«;.  Biahop  of-  Bath  and  Wells,  1592.  To 
Still  ia  auiibed  the  auihonhip  of  Gammer  Gurton'a 
Needle.  156S,  the  third  EHgliali'  comedy. 
Jolly. Good    Ale   and   Old..., 

Strodi,   WiLLMH   (1S98?-16<H)'. 


SucKLiHC.  Sis  Johh   (1609-1641).    Born  at  Wliittan,  Uiddle- 
__.      ..  _.  ,.  -.-.^  djUc        ■ — 

_j    _.    —    hundreu    , 

n  tbe  Scotch  and  rojal  army.      Hu  life  w^s 


t  U  Trinity  CpUcse,  Carabridge.  In  1631, 
t  army  of  Guitavua  Adolphua;  and  in  1639 
mr^  °t„B°    hundred   hone,    leading    theiB    in 


one  of  wild  and   reckless  diEsipation.     A  loyaliil.  he  «. 

accused   of  scheming  to  aave   Strafford's  life,  and   HeeiaB 
from   England,  he  put  an  end  lo   hi*   diioniered  lite   in 

When;  Dearest,  I  But  Think  of  Tbee Zll 

A    Doubt   of    ilartyrdoni ZJS 

Tbe    Coilitinl    Lover ,...i 221 

Why    So    Pale    and    Wan? ai 

A    Ballad   upon    a   Wedding : -SSi    I 

Love   and    Debt «t   ' 

SvLvuiM.  JoiBDA  (1563-1618).  An  eniiKnl  Itnftiiit,  who  be- 
came a  member  of  the  Company  of  Merchant  AdTentureis 
at   Stade.      It  it   aa  tbe  transTatgr  of   Du   Baitu'   poema 
be  il  best  known. 
Ubique IP 

TicBiwHK,  Chidiock    (d.   1SB6). 

Chidlock    Ticfaborne's    Lament , M9 

ToPTE.  RoaERT.  (d.  1620). 

On  Qoicktedge,   Wrought   with   Lovely  Eghntiiie 204 


TuiuiviLLE,.  Geoboi  <15307a6O0).  Bom  at 
Deronalurc,  and  educated  at  New  College, 
accompanied   Sir    Thomai    Randolph    to    Rul 


Whitechurcb, 
Oiford.      He 

tary;  'his  .thiee  poetical  epistle*  concemins  this  country 
arc  incorporated  in  Hakluyfs  Voyages.  He  left  a  mis- 
cellaneoua  number  of  writingi,  and  a  MS.  translation 
of  Tassa's .  jeruialcm  Delivered,  now  <n  tbe  Bodleian 
Library. 
To    a    Gentlewoman ! 

V*wto«,!thoiias   (Mi519). 

Sweet    Suffolk    Owl .■ J 

V*vx,  Tbohai,  Lokd  (b.  tSlO).  »a*  son  of  Lord  Nicholas 
Vaux,  and  attended  Cardinal  WooUey  in  his  embassy 
to  the  Emperor  Charlea  V„  in.lS27;    be.  took  hia  place  as 
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member  of   Parliament,   as  s    Baron,    1S30:    aecomtwiiied 
Henrr  VIII.  to  Calais  and  Boulogne,   1S32;    made  knight 
of  Bath,    1533.      A  namber   of   Lord  Vaiu'e  poems  urere 
pnbliahed  in  Tottel's  Miscellany. 
QuestionB    and   Answers S:7 

ViRE,  EoWAiD,  Eau,  of  Oiford  (IS4Sf-16IM),  was  famous  for 
his  prodigality  of  living.  He  was  the  author  of  .some 
comedies  not  extant,  and  several  poems  which  appeared 
in   most  of  the  collections  of  the  time. 

If  Women  Could  Be  Fair  and  Yet   Not   Fond 151 

Fancy    and    Desire ISS 

Wauib,  Edmund  <160e-1687).  Born  at  CoIesbilL  Hertford- 
shire, and  educated  at  Eton  and  King's  College,  Cam- 
tn-idge.  He  served  in  Parliament  under  James  I.  and 
II.  In  164]  was  delected  in  a  plot  to  re-establish  the 
onthority  of  Charles  I.,  for  which  he  was  imprisoned  and 
fined  £10.000;  his  life  being  saved  only  by  abjeet 
■abmlssion  and  the  betrayal  of  his  friends,  and  exile 
from  home.  In  1653,  he  was  permitted  lo  return  to 
EnB'an'l  and  became  a  great  favourite  with  Cromwell. 
His  poems,  rated  at  a  time  much  above  their  worth,  are 
brief   and  occasional. 

On  a  Girdle « 

Go,  Lovely  Rose 203 

Old  Age    MS 

WITSOH,  Thomas  {ISS^IMa'^  native  of  London;  spent  some 
time  at  the  Unlvenily  of  Oxford,  afterwards  studylns  law.  He 
published  a  -—•"  -<  ■-" — -■  • — -.-f.-^-       u.   .. 


'  'EKATOHnAeiA,  or  Pualonate  Century 


Resolved  to  Dust 274 

I  Saw  the  Object  of  My  Pining  Thought 2B4 

WiBiTED.  John  (?-1630).  one  of  the  greatest  of  English 
dramatists,  and  a  member  of  the  Merchant  Taylors' 
Company. 

Vanitaa  Vanitatum  S34 

A    Land    Dirge 646 

The  Shrouding  of  the  Duehese  of  Malfi 647 

Weveb.  Robmt  (?-1550). 

In    Youth    Is   Pleasure 134 

WisDOHE.  RoBEBT  <d  1!6S).     Sec  notes. 

A  Religious  Use  of  Taking  Tobacco 547 

WitBEi,    Geobce    (IS88-1667).      Bom   at    Brentworth,    Hamp- 

_t!__.      _j..j^,jj    J,    Magdalene    College.    Oiford,    subae- 

ering  himself  first  at  one  of  the  Inns  of  Chan- 


1THEX.  ^Eoai^E  VL^eo-ioo/^.  -Dorn  ac  DTeniwoirn,  namp- 
•hire:  educated  al  Magdalene  College.  Oiford,  subae- 
qnentty  entering  himself  first  at  one  of  the  '--     -'  "     ■ 

eery,  and  afterwards  at  Lincoln's  Inn.     In 

Captain   of  Horse  in  the  expedition  of  Charles  I.   against 
the    Scotch    Covenanten;     in    1G43.    sold    his    estate    and 

8or 
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nJMd  >  troop  of  barse  for  Parliunent.  in  wlio»  ■«■; 
be  woM  elevated  to  the  nok  of  major;  was  tnadc  pnA- 
onei  by  the  royaliits  and  owed  hji  relcaK  to  interces- 
sion of  Sir  Ji^n  Denfaam.  ParlUmem  and  CromweU 
conferred  lucrative  officei  upon  bim.  which,  after  the 
Be*toraiion^  he  was  otiliged  (o  telinquish.  He  waa  a  volu- 
tninoui  wniec;  and  one  of  the  beat  of  old  English  poeis 
exhumed  by  modem  literary  ■ntiqaariea. 
Flo*    Florum    

The    Scorner    Scorned 

Hence  Away,   Vou   Sirens 

The  Widow    

WoTTOH,  Sii  Hehrv  aS6i-16m,  belonged  to  an  ancient 
Kentish  family.  After  leaving;  Oxford  be  travelled  for 
eij^it  or  nine  years  in  France,  Germany,  and  Italy,  and 
on  his  return  to  England  became  secrelar;  !□  the  Earl  of 
Eisex.  Watton  returned  to  Florence  when  Essex's  polit- 
ical fortunes  weie  broken,  and  waa  sent  by  the  Grand 
Duke  on  a  secret  mission  to  James  VI.  of  Scotland. 
When  James  became  King  of  England  he  was  Uken  into 

to  some  of  the  Cerrajn  States.  Wotton's  services  in  be- 
half of  James's  daughter,  tbe  unfortunate  Queen  of 
Bohemia,  lo  wham  he  wal  affectionately  attached,  and 
whom  he  celebrated  in  the  best  of  his  poems,  has  became 
B  noble  episode  in  his  career.  Reluming  lo  England 
from  his  emhSBies,  he  was  made  Provost  of  Eton,  which 
foet   he  reuined  till   bia   death.      In    1651    a   small  collee- 

Reliquia  Wottonianc     Inalc  Walton  wrote  bia  biOBraphv. 
On  a  Bank  as  I  Sat  A-Fishinc 


The  Character  of  a  Happy  lite.. 
Upon  tbe  Death  of  Sir  Alberliu  U 


Upon  tbe  Death  of  Sir  Alberliu  Morton's  Wife M6 

Ah  Elegy  of  a  Wonun'i  Heart <70 

WVAT.  Sir  Thomas  <1503-1542).  Bom  at  Allington  Castle, 
Kent;  educated  tl  St.  John's  College.  He  officiated  for 
his  father  as  ewerer  at  tbe  coronation  o*  Anne  Boteyn, 
in  1533,  and  subsequently  was  in  temporary  disgrace  urith 
the  king  on  her  account.  He  was  nominated  for  High 
Sheriff  for  Kent,  1537,  and  in  the  same  year  sent  %t 
minister  to  Spain.  Bonner  charged  him  with  treason- 
able correspondence  with  Cardinal  Pole  and  he  was 
placed  under  arrest  In  1S40-1,  but  was  acqaitled  and 
r«to«d  to  high   favour  with  rfenry  VIII. 

My   Lady's   Hand ; J7 

Bronet    and   Phyllis 211 

The  Lowr's  Appeal 340 

VUi"?fiieUi5'^u^r  "idoAiii!  '.''.'.WIl'.'.l^W'.lWW'.'.Wl]"     243 

?BS:Ji-::;:::::;::::::;;::::::;:::;:;:::::;::::--  y? 

Yea  or  Nay. 284 

The  One  I  Would  Love jo; 
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Adviw  to  a  Girl.!;;:;.";; 

^glamour'B    Lament 

Against  Them  Who  L»y 
TJnchastity  to  the  Sex  o£ 
Women ; 

A^s'wr«'cpnieni;'iv.;;  ; 

Aleiis,  Here  She  Stayed., 
All  is  Nanghl 

Amiens*    Song -- 

And  Yet  I  Cannot  Repre- 
hend the   Flight 

An  Ode  to  Master  Anthony 

Stafford,     etc . 

Another    (epitaph) i 

An  above  Nature:  To 
JulB_   

Been     . 

As    Ye    Came    from    the 

Holy  Land 

Aubaifc 

Awakening:,   The 

Away,    Delights! : 

Ballad  of  Dowsabel ; 

Ballad  Upon  a  Wedding.  A    : 

Bel'uty;  ■  'sirKt'  *  Love, ' '  Is 
Like  the  Morning  Dew. . 

Beauty  and   Rhyme 

Beauty  Clear  and  Fair.... 

Beauty's  Triamph 

Beauty's    Epitome 

Beauty  Baihing i 

Shear's  Holiday.   The 

Bemg  Yonr   Slave 

Bequest  of  His  Heart,  A.. 


Bewareof  Love 

Beyond    

Be  Your  Words  Made, 
Good  Sir,  of  Indian 
War 

Blossom,  The 

Blossom,  The 

tfowr.  1™.."!.....'?'.? 
Bonny     Earl     of     Murray, 

The  

Book  of  the  World.  The.. 
Bower  ol  Bliss,  The.... 
Bracelet  (The):    To  JulU. 

Bridal  Song,  A . 

Bridal    Song 

Bridal  Song,  The ■ 

Bnpht     Soul    o(    the     Sad 

Bright  Star  of  Beauty 

Bringing     in     the      Boar's 

Head    

Brunei  and   Phyllis . 

Burning  Babe,  The 

Calsntha'i    Dirge i 

Camella     

Canzonet   

Canion  Pastoral  in  Hon- 
our  of   Her   Majesty,   A 

Cards  and  Kisaes 

Care-charmer,  Sleep 

Care  for  Thyself 

Carol,   A  Christmas 

Carols    (Christmas) 

Carpe   Diem 

Ceremonies' fir' ChVistraiii; 

Change  and  Fate 

Character  of  a.  Happy  Life, 

The     

Charms    

Charm,   The ■ 
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Cherry-ripe '  (Hernd;) '. 
Cherry-ripe  (Campion) 
Cbidiock    Tichborae't 


ime  Foflo* 


Dcath'a  Emiuaries i 

Qelighi  in  Disorder!'!!!'! 
DcKription  of  the  Spring. . 

DevolioD    

Devout  Lover.  A 

Dialogiie,  A    (old  MS.)... 

DislOBue,  A  (Herbert) 

Did      Not     the      Heavenlr 

Rhetoric  of  Thine  Eve 
Dirge  (A):    ■  '     "^ 

DiKipline    .. 


Disdain  Me  Still 252 

Difpraise      of      Love      and 

Lovera'    Follies 152 

Ditty,  A  (Spenser) 108 

Ditty.  A   (Sidney) SI 

Da   Me  Right  and  Do  Me 

Reason 207 

Doralicia's  Ditty. 2SZ 


Thme  Eve.  . 
ove  Is  Dead 


Had  Loit  His  Lor* < 

Complaint  of  Ibe  Absence 
of     Her     Lorer     Being 

upon  the  Sea 

Complete  Lover,  The 

Concerning  the  Honour  of 


Constant  Lover.  The. 


Corinna's  Maying 

CoronemuB  Nos  Rosis.  etc, . 

Corydon's  Song 

Corydon'a    Supplication 

Country  Nights ! 

Country's  Recreations,  The 
Crabbed  Age  and  Youih.. 


Cupid's    Hiding-place 187 

Damelus'  Song  of  His  Dla- 

phenia    116 

Dancing  of  the  Sea,  The..  33fi 


Doable  Doubtir 
Doubt  of  Mart 
Doubt  Which  \ 


Echo's  Dirge 'ft 
Eidoir*....!!! 

Elegy  upon   th 
Doctor    Doon 


Epistle  to  the  Countess  of 

Cumberland    

Epitaph  (on  Countess  Dow- 
Epitaph  on  Elizabeth  l!  H. 
Epitaph   on   Husband   and 

Wfe!    An 

Epiuph  on  Salathiel  Pavir, 

Epitaphs     656 

Epithalamii™    /T™«>,.^ 
Epithatamh 


V}-. 
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Epilhalamion    Tentos ; 

Eraning'  kiel'l,'  '■the.'.'.'.'.'.'.  • 

Even  Sucb  Is  Time I 

Eicuse,  The 1 

Eiequy  on  Hi»  Wife I 

Expense    of     Spirit     in    > 

Wasle  of  Sfatme,  The...  I 

Fair  and  Fair 

Fairest,  When  by  the  Ralei 

of    Falmistiy i 

Fair    Hebe 

Fair  la  My  Love 

F»ir     Is     My     Love,     for 

April's  in  Her  Face 

Fairy  Life,  Tlie ■ 

Failb  EvCTlaating : 

Faithless  Sfaepherdess,  The    : 

Falsehood    

False   Love : 

>aiDi1ia's    Song ; 

Fancy   and   Derfre : 

Fancy,    A ■ 

Farewell  to  Aimb  A 

Fanwell  to  the  Vanities.  A    1 
Farewell  to  the  World.  A. 

Fawnia    

Fay's  Marriage  (The) 

Fidele    ! 

First    Song 

Hos  Floram 

Flower,  The i 

Forget    

For  Pity.  Pretty  Eyes.... 
Forsake  Thyself,  to  Heaven 

For'sSidierS?!.'! !;!!!;:;!;  '■ 

For  the   Magdalene i 

Fortunati    NTmium 

From  Daphnaida 

Full  Love  Is  Hushed,  The     : 
Funeral  Rites  of  the  Rose, 

The .7^     , 

Fnneral,   The 

Gather  Ye  Rosebuds  While 

Ye    May 

Gift,    The 

Glove,    The 

God  Lyteus.  Ever  Yonng.. 

Go,  Lovely  Rose 

Go,  Nightly  Cares 

Good    Right 

Grasshopper,    The . 

Giatiana  Dancing 


Great  Adventare,  The 

Happy  Counlrynian,  The. . 

H«Ef  AU  Y™'  Ladiis! '.'.'.'. 
Hark,  Hark]    The  Lark. . . 

Heart's    Hiding 

Helen's   Epithalamium 

Hence  Away,  You  Sirens.. 

Her   Antun^ 

Here       Lies      the      Blithe 
Sprmg    

Hero's    l^'itaph 

Hey,  Down  a  Down 


Bow  Like  a  Winter  Hath 
My  Absence  Been 

Hymn  (A)  to  the  Name, 
etc..  of  Saint  Theresa.. 


0  God  the   Father, 


-_.j    Tears 1 

If  All  the  Pens  that  Ever 
-      s  Held 

_      .  _ir     Not     Henceforth 
Death    

"  1  Could   Shut  the  Gate 
Against  My  Thoughts...     i 
f  Music  and  Sweet  Poetry 


"Your   ^ 
If  Thou  S 


in 


Must    Not    Grievi 

Love 

Impatient  Maid,  The. 
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In        Imagine       Peitransit 

Homo     

n  Obilum  U.  S..  X. 

n  PtUM  of  Two 

n  Tears  Her  Triumpfa.... 

ntejer    ViW 

n  Time  of  PUfue.. 

nvimion.   The 

DTocsIian  to  Sleep.. 
-  "ouCh  ti  Fleuure 


Saw  K 


t  Object  B 


Jealousy    

Jollir  Good  Ale  and  Old... 

Know,    Celia,    Since   Tboa 

Art  So  Proud 

Ktos.   Tb 


X«t  Others  Sing  of  Kni^^ti 

and    Paladinei 

Let  Rhymes  No  More  Dia- 


LoTC   Omnipresent 

Lore   Unalterable 

Love  Winied  M»  Hopes.. 

Lover's  jy)peaL  The 

Lover's  Dirffe,  A ' 

Lover's  Infiniteness 

Lover's  Lnllaby,  A 

Lover's  Question,   A...... 

■•>  Theme,   The 

'  (The)  Cursclh  the 
K     When     First     He 

I  in  Love 

}  Caauutry 


633       Lover's 


nbrems'. 


[  in  Trutt  etc. 

t  Trees  Have    Tops, 


6M       Lusty  May 

318 

il^a       Mad  Uaid'a  Sons,  The. . 

Madrigal  (Anon.) 

Madriaal  (Anon.) 


Life  of  Man,  The *S2       Madrigal,   A    (Lodge).. 

Like  as  the  Culver  on  the  Han    

Bared   Bough SM       Man's  Cml  War 

Lines  Written  on  a  (>irden  Man's    Medley 

Seat    S3J       Mark  When  She  Smiles 

Lips  and  Eyes 80       Master  Francis  Beaamoi 

Letter  Co  Ben  Jonson 
'■     n-Song  


Litany  to  the  Holy  Siririt. 

London  Taverns  

Look,  Delia,  How  We  Es- 

L(»s  in  Delay 


Love  Guards  the  Soaes  of 

Thy    Lips 

Love  and  Debt 

Love  Hath  Eyes  by  Night. 


417       MaySon,    

Means    to    Atuin     Happy 

32i  Life,   The 1 

S3Z       Melancholy  

129       Menaphone's  Song : 

27;       Merry   Cuokoo,    Messenger 

of    Spring.    The 

Merry  Heart,  The ] 

Merry  Month  of  May.  llie 
Message,  The  (Donne)....    : 
Message,  The    (Heywood). 

175       Miserrimua'iwmiil'.y.!! 
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Ode  (Ds 
Ode  IQ  ■ 
Of  Hi 


Dear  Son.  Gervise    < 


19  Lord  of  Life    634 


Jld    Age 

Sldeo  Love-Making. 
Dn  a  Bank  as  1  f 
Fishiog    


My  Fair  A-Field 

My  Heart 

MV  Heart  li  High  Above. 
My  Hwe  a  Counsel...... 

My  Lady  Gteensleeves.. .. 

Uy   Lady's  Hand 

My  Lady's  Presence  Makes 

tbe  Roses  Red 

My  Mind  a  Kingdom 

My    Spotless'  'i-ove   Hovera 
with  Purest  Wings 

New   Tenisalem,  The 

New  Year'6  Gift.  The 

Nightingale,  Tbe 

Night-Keee      (The):       To 

Julia  

Night  Is  Near  Gone,  The.. 

NoHe  Balm,  The 

No  Medicine  to  Mirth 

No  MiuDte  Good  to  Love.. 

N°0^i    Vo»;"Hon"Eki 

Nol^Mitle  'Owii'  Feari '.'.'.'.'. 

No  Trust  in  Time 

How      the     Hungry     Lion 

How  What'ls'LoieK!;!;' 
Now    Winter    Nights    En- 

Nox    NoctVlo'dicat'Scim- 

Nymphidia    -.-...-....... 

Nymph's  Passion.  A 

Nymph's  Reply.  The 


On  puidcKdge^'wioiigiit 
with    Lovely   Eglantine.. 

On  Sardanapalus^  Dishon. 
ouraUe  Life 

On        Spenser's       "  Faerie 


On  the  Death  of  Sir  Phi 
Sidney   -  -  -  - 

On   tbe  £xcellen< 
Mistress 

On  the  Lady  Mai 

On     the     Queer.' 
from  the  Lo< 


.[  His 


:    Tombs    i 


WesI 


jr  Abbey 

Ophelia's    Song 

OiTilietis  I  Am,  Come  from 
the  Deeps  Below 


Our  Blessed  Lady's  Lul- 
laby     

Ousel-Cock,  So  Black  of 
Hue,  Tbe 

Palioode,    A 

Panglory-B  Wooing  Song.... 
Pan^s  Sintinel. ..".....:.. 
Pari  Jugo  Dulcis  Tractus.. 
Parting. The.. 


n  Ode,  A. . 
e  Shepherd 


Passions  of  Desire 

Pastoral     of     Phyllis     and 

Corydon.    A 
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Fedlir'*    Sane 

Pcnlbca's  Dyini  Sons 

Perfect   Beauiy 

Peritoi         *ad         WiUie'i 

Roundelay     

HiilomeU    

Fbilomela'a    Ode    thai    Sbe 

Suna  in  Her  Arboor... 

Phcebe's    Sonnet 

ElicEbiu,   Farewell] 

Phceniz  and  the  Tartle 

Pbyllida  and  Corydoti 

Phjlli 

Phyllia  and  Corydon 

Piping   Peace 

Poor    Soul,   Ibe   Centre  of 

My   Sinful   Earth 

Fiaiae  and  Prayer 

Praise  of  Ceres 

Piaiie  of  His  Lady,  A. . . . 
PraiK  of  His  Love,   A 

PtiraroM!,  The 

Pramised   Weal 

pliiiey,  "tCT.  .;;:!!";"! ; 

gneslions  and  Aniirers... 

Radsgon  in  Dianam 

Ralph,  the  May-Lord 

Recall  of  Love,  Tb 

Religioua    6m  'of'Taiiiog 

Renunciatfon,  A  '(bis) '.'.'.'.'. 

Resolved    to    Duat . 

Reuore  Thy  Tream . 

Revocation,   A . 

Riroosta  

Robin    Hood's  Dirge i 

Rondel  of  Love,  A 

Rosalind's  Madrigaj 

Rosaline    

Bo«,  A 

Rouiid,  A   (Beaumont j !!  ^ ! 

Round,  A  (Browne) 

Roundelay,    A 

Rudely  Thou  Wrongest  My 
Dear  Heart's  Deiire . 

Sad   Memorials . 

Saint  John  Baptist 

Satyr  and  aorin.  The 

Satyr's   Leave-Taking,   The 


Scorner  Scorned,  The 

Scorn  Not  the  Least 

Sea  Dirge,  A 

Self-Trial    

Sepheslu's    Song    to    Her 

Child    

Shall  I  Come,  Sweet  Love, 

to  The* 

Shall  I  Compare  Tbee  to  a 

SDmmer-s    Day? 

Shepherd's  HolyiUy,  The.. 

Shepherd's    Sun,    Tiie : 

Shepherd's  Wife'i  Song...      . 

Shrouding   of  tbtThicham 

of  Malfi,  The i 

Sie  Transit 

Siflh  No  More,  Ladies ; 

Silence  bi  Love 

Silent  Lover,   The 

Silvia    

Simplex    Mtinditiia 

Since  Brail  Nor  Sione 

Since    First    I    Saw    Yoar 

Face 

Sirens    

Sleep,  Angry  Beaoly,  Sleep     ] 

Sleep     (Sacfcviile) 77;     i 

Small    Comfort    Might    My 

Banish'd  Hopes  Recall..     ; 
Soldier  Going  to  the  Fidd, 

The    . 

Solitary    Shepherd's    Song, 

The    ; 

Sonet    ; 

Song  (Carew) 

Song  (Daniel) 

Song    (Dekker) - 

Song  (Donne) ; 

Song  (Donne) 

Song    (Jonson) ; 

a  Siifti::;::::;::: 

Song    (Sidney) ; 

Song    (Sidney 

Song     (Sidney) 

Song  for  Priests,  A ! 

Song  of  the  May 

Song  of  the  Siren ; 

Song  of  Woe ; 

Song  to  Apollo 

Sonnet  (by  King  James  I.)     I 
So    Oft   as   I    Her   Beauty 

Do    Behold : 

Soul's  Errand,  The ( 

Soul's  Haven,  Tbe ( 

Speak,  Thou  Fairest  Fair. ,     i 


DoliiHihyGoO^lc 


INDEX  TO  TITLES 


Spring    •.. 

Spring's    Welcome 

Stately  Dames  of  Rome 
Their  Peails  Did  Wear, 
The 

Slay,     O    Sweet 

Stella,   Think   Not 

Strange  Passion  of  a 
Lorer,   The . 

Stream,    The 

Snmmer  Day,  A 

Summer-B   Day,  A . 

Summons  to  Love 

Supplication,  A 

Sweet     Content 

Sweet    Love,    Renew    Tbr 

Sweet  Luiii^.'A.;.':;;;;; 

Sw«t  Pastorai.  A 

Sweet    Robbery 

Sweet     Rose,     Whence    Is 

This    Hue? 

Sweet   Soul,   Which   in  the 

April   of  Thy  Years 

Sweet  SuRolk  Owl . 

Syrinx    

Take.   O  Take  Those  Ups 

Talenti'The!:"!;:;:;!!" 
Then  Hale  Me  When  Thou 

Wilt    . 

Then  Love  Be  Judge 

There    I*    a    tady    Sweet 

and    Kind 

There    Is    None,    O    None 

but    You . 

They  that  Have  Power  to 

Hurt  and  Will  Do  None    . 
Think'st    Thou    to    Seduce 

Me    Then 

Thou   May'st  Repent ; 

Thou  Window,  Once  Which 

Served   . 

Three    EpiUphi    upon    the 

Death   of  a   Rare  Child,     i 

Three   Poor  Mariners ■ 

Thrice  Happy  He  Who  by 

Some  Shady  Grove ! 

Thy    Bosom    Is    Endear&l 

with  AUHearts 

Time 

Time  and  Love ; 

Times   Go   by  Turns 

To  a  Gentlewoman 

To  Althea,  from  Prison... 
To  a  Mistress  Dying '■ 


'stress.     249 


To  a  Nigfatingile 

To  an  Inconslaot  One..., 
To  Antbea,  Who  May  Com- 
mand Him  Anything. . . . 

To    Auroi-B.., 

To  Be  Merry 

To    Blossoms 

To  CeUa 

To    Chloe 

To   Cynthia 

To  DaEfodiS!!;^!!;;*.!!!;'. 
To    Daisies,    Not    to    Shut 

So   Soon 

To  Dianeme 

To   Electra 

To  Her  Sea-Faring  Lover. 

To  His  Book 

To   His  Ever-Loving  Gnd. 

To  His  Forsaken  Mit 

To  His  Inconsuni  Mistress 

To  His  Lute   (Wyat) 

To  His  Lute  <Drummand). 
To  His  Paternal  Country.. 
To  His  Saviour,  aChild... 
To    Live    Merrily    and    to 

Trust  to  Good  Verses... 
To  Lucasta,  Going  Beyond 

To   LucaBla,"Going'io'the 

To  Mead'™"; !";.".'!;; 

To  Me.  Fair  Friend.  Yoo 
Never  Can  Be  Old 

To  Music  Bent  Is  My  Re- 
tired  Mind 

To  Music,  to  Becalm  His 
Fever     

To  (Hnone 

To  Phyllis,  the  Fair  Shi^ 

To'roks  ik'th^'BoB^'of 

CasUra    

To  Saint  Katherine ' 

To  Sleep. 

To  the  Blest  Evanthe 

To  the  Nightingale . 

To  the  Vireinian  Voyage. . 
To  the  Western  Wind.... 

To  Time i 

To    Violets 

Toss  Not  My  Soul,  O  Love    ; 
Triumph  of   Charis,  Tlie.. 

Troll  the  Bowl 

True    Love 

True  Love,  A 

Truth  Doth  Truth  Dewrve     ! 
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Tiria  I  Hiat  Paid  for  A1[ 
Two    ^roJM'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'. 


e  Have  Great 


Ulyuea  and  tbe  S 


117       What     Foot     Astronomcn 


Under  Ihe  Gteenwood  Tnt 
Unfadini  Beauty,  The.... 
Upon  aChild  TUac  Died.,     i 

Ui»D  ComtMiiE  Her  Hair. .      no  feei    

UpoD  Her  Proteating,  etc.     ZBS       When,      Deareic, 

Upon  Julia's  Oothes ""  -.■.--. 

Upon    JulU'a    Hair    Filled 

wiOi   Dew 

Upon  Julia's  RecOTery.. ., 
tAon  the  Book  and  Picture 

of   the    Seraphiol    Saint 

tJpoo    the    Death    of    Sir  .  

AlbertH    Monon't    Wife    6M       Whetfa. 
Uma    and    Odour)    Bring 


Might;  Lo*e  Has 


the  Firth 

When  That  I  Was 
Little  Tinj    " 


Vinuc  ... 

Virtue  Trii 
Vi»amu.    . 


Weep  Von  No '  More."Sad 


We  Saw  and  Woo'd  Each 

Other's    " 
What    - 


>eii^t    Can    'Their 

What  Doth  it  Serve  to  See 
the  Sim'i  Burning  Face    i 


147       World,    The.. 


e  for  Zenith  Had    ■ 


139       Wily    Cupii 


Vixi  Puellb  Naper  Idoneus    24]       Wini 


573       WouniSiS  I  A 
IIB 

Yes  or  May 2iM 
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A  face  ihit  would  caalsnt  me  wondroiu  well Wyat  307 

A  Nymph  IB  married  la  >  Fay DraytcH  3S4 

A  Roie,  aa  fair  as  tvcc  uw  Ilie  aoTtb Bromu  32« 

A  »eeming  fritnd,  yet  enemy  to  teat Anen.  437 

A  Bweet  dinorder  in  the  dreaa Htrrict  fll 

Absence,  hear  thou  my  proteilation Denni  424 

Accept,  Ihou   Bhrinc  of  my  dead  nint King  £S7 

AcGurii  be  Love,  and  those  tlial  trast  bia  train* Lodgi  256 

Adieut    farewfOl  earth's  bliae Naiht  633 

Ah.  sweet  Content,  irfaere  is  thy  mild  abode? Bamti  St9 

Ah,  what  j*  tare?     It  ia  a  pretty  thins Grteiu  348 

Ahl    were  she  pitiful  as  riie  i>  fair Gritm  120 

Alasl    my  love,  you   da  me   wrong Anon.  191 

Alasl    what  pleasure,  now  tbe  pleuant  firing .....BbUoh  163 

All  the  Bowers  of  the  Bpring .'.".'.'.'.'.'.'. . .  Wtbiter  S34 

All  ye  that  lovely  lovers  be Peelt  146 

Amid  tny  bale  I  bathe  in  bliie GatCBignt  290 

And  wilt  thou  leave  me  thai? IVynt  240 

And  yet  I  cannot  reprehend  the  ft«bt S.  Daniel  324 

Are  they  shadows  that  we  aec S.  Daniel  341 

Art  tbou  god  to  ahepherd  turned Skakeittart  17S 

Art  thoa  gone  in   basle? RowUy  296 

Art  thoa   poor,  yet  has)   thou  g(dilea  iliiiiibera? Dttker  S17 


hanta  do  expecting  Wand arowi 

winter's  niglit Soulhwi 


As  when  ii  happenetli  that  tome  lovely  town bmmmoitd  531 

As  witherid  the  primrose  by  the  river Ballon  S42 

As    ye   came   from    the   hfdr   land Raleigh  170 

Ask  me  no  more  where  Jove  beatowi Cartw  203 

Ask  me  why  I  lend  you  here Cartw  or  Htrrick  18 

At  her  fair  handi  how  have  I  grace  entreated F.  Davison  Z14 

At   morning  and  al  evening  both Corbtt  337 

Away,  delightsi    go  seek  some  other  dwelling /.  Fletcher  233 

Be  your  words  made,  good  Sir,   of  Indian  wsre Sidney  425 

Beauty,   alasl    where  wast  thou  bom Ledge  207 

Beauty   clear   and    fair /.  Fletcher  124 

Beauty  sat  bathing  by  a  spring Munday  219 

Beauty,  nrcct  Love,  i>  Iwe  the  morning  dew S,  DanitI  14 

8ll 
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BecaoK  (boa  wut  the  diagliUr  o[  a  King Comlabtt  G08 

Bebold  ■  wonder  lun[ Anon.  84 

Being  joar  BUve,  what  itaonld  I  do  but  tend Slulittptttrt  178 

Bid  me  live,  and  I  will  live Htrrick  ISS 

Blow,  blow  thou  winter  wind Shakrsptart  S44 

Blown  in  the  ntoming,  tboD  (halt  fade  ere  noon . . . .  Faiuhowc  327 

Breaking  from  under  that  thy  cloody  vtU.. Herbert  of  Cherbnrj  198 

Bright  sUr  of  beauty,  on  wbo)e  CK-lids  *il Drayton  8& 

Brown  ii  my  lore  but  graceful Anon.  6S 

By  him  lay  beavy  Sleep,  the  cousin  of  Dealb Buckkartt  i92 

Calme  wav  the  day,  and  through  tbe  trembling  aye .. .. SPenter  377 

Call  for  Ihe  robin  redbreait  and   [he  wren IVtbtttr  64« 

Calling  to  mind,  my  eves  went  long  about Raleigh  lU 

Camella  fair  tnpped  o  er  tbe  plain Anon.  216 

Can  I  not  come  lo  Tbce,  my  God,  for  these Htrrick  615 


rz\iii 


E  aifht S.   Daniel  SM 

Care  for  tby  eoul  as  thing  of  gieaieil  price Anori.  SID 

Cast  oar  caps  and  cates  away 1.  Flttchtr  4Z 

Charm  rae  asleep,  and  melt  me  » Htrrick  WS 

aerry-ripe,  ripe,  ripe,  I  cry Herrick  78 

tar  Anker,  on  wboie  lilver-sanded  shore Drayton  321 

Qear   bad   the   day   been   from   tbe   dawn Drayton  329 

Come  away,  come  away,  death Shaitipeare  Mi 

Come,   bring  with  a  noise Htrrick  S9« 

Come,  cheerful  dav    part  of  my  life  to  me Campiort  S4J 

Come,  come,  dear  Nicht,  love's  mart  of  kiwes Ckapman  ]7i 

Come  follow  me,  you  country  laase*. . . ./.  Flttchtr  or  Romlty  34S 

Come  bilber,  abepherd's  twain! O-iford  18t 

Come  bilber,  you  tbal  love,  and  hear  me  Sing 7.  Fletcher  13S 

Come  little  babe,  come  lilly  loul Breton  400 

Ci»De  live  with  me  and  b«  my  love Marlame  At 

Come,   my  Celia,  let  as  prove Jonton  128 

Come,  Bhepberda,  comel J.   Flttchtr  428 

Come,  Sleep,  and  with  thy  sweet  deceiving I.  Flttchtr  58» 

Come,  Sleepi     O  Sleepi    tbe  certain  knot  of  peace Sidney  M2 

Come,  Sorrow,  come,  sit  down  and  mourn  wltb  me Anon.  UI 

Come,  spur  sway Randolph  330 

Come  tbou,  who  art  the  wine  and  wit Htrrick  5S0 

Come,  worthy  Greek  I    Ulysses,  come S.  DanitI  19J 


s  I  saw  fair  Amaryllis.  ■ 

Cynthia,  becaus_ 

Cynihia,  to  iby  p _.  . 

Cynthia,  whose  glories  are  at  full  forever Loril  Bro 

s  sends,,  ,.Druinmi 
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Lord,  receive  my  ion,  whose  winning  lore. ./.  Beaumonl 

flticZr 


Dear  love,   far   nothiog  Icis  than  thee Oshhi 
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Down  a  downl Lodgt  164 
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Drink  to  me  only  with  Ihine  eyei /onjon  83 
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Eternal  Time,  that  wasteth  without  waile A.  W.  6B3 

Even  neb  is  Tiaie,  that  takes  in  trust Raliigh  534 

Paint  Amorist, .  what!    dost  thou  .  thfaik Sidiuy  S) 

Fain  to  content,  I  bend  myself  la  write Lodgt  51 

Fain  would  I  change  that  note .....AnoH.  177 

Fain  would  I  have  a  pretty  thing Anon.  312 

Fair  and  fair,  and  twice  so  fair Pttit  67 

Fair  daffodils,  we  weep  (o  see Htrrieh  SM 

Fair  Hebe,  when  Dame  Flara  meets Anvn.  320 

Fair  is  my  love   for  April's  in  her  face Grtnt  IS 

Fair  is  my  love  when  her  fair  golden  hairs Sfinstr  107 

Fair  is  (he  rose,  yet  fades  with  heat  or  cold Anon.  327 

Fair  Nymphal    sit  ye  here  by  me Mimdriy  220 

Fair  pledges  of  a  fniitfol  tree Htrrick  2Z 

Fair  stood  Che  wind  far  France Draiten  4M 

Fair  mmmer  droops,  droop  men  and  beasts  therefore.  .A'iuftf  S6Z 

Fairest,  when  by  the  rules  of  palmistry BtBvmt  203 

False  world!    good  nighit    since  tbau  bast  brought Jonioti  508 

Far  in  the  country  of  Arden Draylen  27S 

Farewell!    tbou  art  too  dear  for  my  possessing. ..  .5fiait»p(a»  270 

Farewell,  ye  gilded  follies,  pleasing  trDubiesl Raltigh  506 

Faustina  hath  the  fairer  face Ano».  67 

Fear  no  more  the  heat  o'  the  son Shakttptare  541 

Fie,  fie  on   blind   fancy Grtint  381 

Fine  knacks  for  ladiesl    cheap,  choice,  brave  and  n«w../fi«>it.  420 

First  shall  the  heavens  want  starry  light Ledgt  314 

Fly  hence,  shadows  that  do  keep Ftrd  1 

Follow  a  shadow,  it  siiU  flies  yon Jomcn  220 

Follow  chy  fair  sun.  nnhappy  shadow Campion  241 

For   her   gait,    if   she   be    walking Brownt  St 

For   pity,   pretty  eyes,  surcease Lodgt  SS 

For  lo,  the  sea  that  fleeU  about  the  landt Davitt  336 

Forget   not  yet  the  tried  intent Wyot  242 

Fta  bank  to  bank,   fra  wood  Id  wood  I  rin Bejd  237 

Fresh  Spting  Ihe  herald  of  Love's  mighty  king Spinitr  IS 

Prom  the  east  to  western  Ind , .....SMittptarr  94 

813 
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Gather  yt  Toaebndi  xhileye  inajr Htrrick  37 
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Give  place,  you  Isdiea,  and  beconet j.  ticyweoii  lOS 

Give  place,  ye  loveii,  here  belon Surrey  2D1 

Glide  loft    ye  lilver  floods Broamt  672 

Glories,    pieasures.    pompa,   deliibti  and  esse Ford  674 

Go  and  catch  a  fsllTng  star Dontte  280 

Go,  bsppT  beam    for  thou  ebalt  lie J.  Fletcher  237 

Go,  lovely  Rob* Waller  20J 

Go,  nightly  carea,  the  enemy  to  rest AlKm.  SDl 


Golden _ _ 

Good  folic,  for  gold  or  hire Drayton  227 

Good-morrov  to  the  day  so  fair Htrriek  2M 

Good  Muse,  rock  me  to  steep Bretim  331 

GraciouB,  Divine,  and  most  Omnipotent Bants  614 

T  the  threshold,  crown  the.  posts  anewt Certwright  194 

.-,„    he Anim.  53t 

lappy  were  he  could  linjib   fonb  his   face Eistx  519 

' '  ye  leaves  whenas  those  lily  hands ...Sptmtr  111 

all  you  ladies  that  do  aleepl CnmfioH  591 


makers,   rakecs,  reapers,  and  mowers Dekker  146 

iirR  deceased!    she  for  a  little  tried Watton  66t 

that  his  mirth  bath  lost Dyir  485 

that  loves  a  rosy  iheeli Cam  12J 

that  of  such  a  height  hath  built  his  mind S.  Daniel  50J 

r.  ye  Udies  that  despise /.  Fletcher  141 

ce.   all  you  vain  drl«hts J.   Fletcher  567 

»  away,  you  Sirens,  leave  me Wither  261 

ce  heart,  with  her  that  roust  depart ScoM  291 

eyes  the  glow-worn   lend  thee Htrritk  57« 

hair  the  Ht  of  gcddm  wire Anon.  Sa 

!  a  little  child  I  stand Hertith  402 

!  a  pretty  baby  lies Herrick  657 

!  lies  the  blithe  Spring Dehktr  325 

■  she  lies  a   nretcv  bud Hrrrick  65S 

mi  here  and  berel Jonie*  559 


s'difbr 


n  locks  Time  hath  fo  silve 

tiierusaiem,  my  happy  home ,--,-■-,,,.,,.,. .ahoic,     nn 

Higli-spiriled   Mend. Jonma    511 
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DW    like   a    winter   bath    n>;    abKncfl"b«en.'.'.'.'.'.'5hai(sp(ar(  424 

Bw   many   n«w  yean   have  grown   old Anon.  151 

DW   near   me   came   ttae  hand   of  death Wilhir  667 

DV  ihall  I  then  gaie  on  my  miitrtss'  eyes? Anon.  80 

DW  ihnuld  I  yonr  true  love  know Shakttprar*  640 

cannot  eat  but  little  n»at Still 

dare  not  ask  B  kiu HtTrieli 

do  confess  ihoa'rt  smooth  and  fair AytoH 

fear  not  henceforth  death DrnmmoHd 

sot  me  Bowers  to  strew  Thy  way Hirbtrt 

ba.1t   a  miBlnes,    for   perfections   rare Randolfh 

Uve,  and  yet  oiethlnks  1  do  not  breathe Anon. 

know  my  soul  hath  power  to  know  all  things Daniel 

love,    and  he    loves  me   again J  onion 

loved  a  lasL  ■  fair  one Witlur 

loved  thee   once;    I  love  no  more Ayton 

long  to  talk  with  Bome  old  lover'i  ghost Donnt 

must  Dot  grieve  my  Love,  whose  eyes  would  read..i'.  Danitl 
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struck  (he'lmar'd  wJd  "cri'e^!   N™ more .'.'.'.'.',',','.'.'.'.' .'.'««■*"( 
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leil  thee,  Dick,   where  I  bave  been Sncklint 

walk'd  alone  a  siresro,  for  pureneai  rare Martowt 

with  whose  colours  Myra  dressed  her  head... .Lord  Brcokt 


all  the  world  and   Love  were  young Raltigit 

I  could  abut  (he  gates  against  my  Uiougfata /.  Danttl 

I  freely  can  discover Jonten 

Jov.  himself  be  subject  unto   Love IVation 

love  be  life,   I  long  to  die F.  DavUoH 

Shakesp't'ivi 

musie  and  sweet  poetry  sgree Bamliili 

the  quidi  apirita  in  your  eye Ctrnr 

thon  sit  here  to  view  this  pleasant  garden  place.  .Cucnffi* 
thou   survive   my   well-contented   day.,.. Shakttfftm 


~  if  sudden  pale  colour. Wyat 

it  all  thy  love Donne 

rene   aslepe   whereas   I   lay. Www 

'    naked   bed    *>    one   that    would    have    sl^ 


tine  of   yore   when   ^epherds   dwelt. . 
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thiike  the  merry  moath  of  May 

Sft*s«- 

not  p-owing  like  a  tree 

Shattipeart 

.  .Carem       6S 


t  olhers  look  for  pearl  and  gold Hirrick     MM 

t  others  sing  of  Knigbli  and  Faladinet 5.  Daniel     319 


he  beila  ring,  and  let  the  boys  ling /.  Plelcher  418 

It  bird  ef  roudest  lay Shaketpeart  650 

io«  cDinplain  ihit  fed  Love's  cnielty /.  Flitthir  811 

s  drink  and  be  merry,  dince,  joke,  and  rejoice.  .Jordan  521 

»  the  Culver,  on  the  Wrid  bough Sptnser  5G0 

jke  as  the  rising  morning  shows  a  grateful  llghlening.  .D>er  381 

■■■'     ■hink'ai  tbou,  poor  Roiser Donnt  23 

>  Diana  in  her  tumnier  weed Gretnt  97 

1  the  clear  in  highest  sphere Lode*  114 

>  the  falling  of  a  lUr King  482 

•n    nrmii)    armii-n  marrhin?    in    th>    fialil .     . AtUm  12S 

me Crashaw  Ml 

Dikktr  212 

Scott  168 

, ..F.  Bea%monl  33 

e   bade  me   welcome;     yet  my  soul  drew  back Herbert  129 

e  guards  the  roses  of  thy  lips Ladf  79 

e  lor   such    a    cberry   lip UiddUton  80 

e,  if  a  god  thcu  art.. F.  Davison  IH 

e  in  my  bosom,   like  a  bee Lodge  59 

e  it  a  sickness  full  of  woes S.  Daniel  27* 

e  me  or  not,  [ove  hsr  I  must  or  die Campion  175 

e,  thou  art  sbsolute,  sole  Lord Cratham  610 

e  winK'd  my  Hopes  aad  taught  me  how  to  fly Anon.  2IB 

Dmmmond  681 

Madam,   withoatcn  many  ward* Wyal  234 

Maid,  will  ye  love  me,  yea  or  nor.... Anon.  18 

Mark   when   she   smiles   with   amiable  dieer Sptnttr  1!1 

Martial,  the   things  that  do  atUln Snrrty 

May!    Be  thou  never  graced  with  birda  that  tliig Broumi 
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whilst  informing  u*  thai  tbey  were  at  tbe  crowd 
does  not  ioTOlve  thai  tbe  'bride'  was  s  mcrchi 
Such  a  ouTHage  procauion  o(  miaitrBls  with  '  pipe 
and  'trembling  croud'  and  dsmHtls  with  '  tymbrel 
and   Tunning  page-ba]>i,  and  berseli   '  clad   all   in  wl 


verdict  is  un impeachable: 
amonH  the  three  Graces, 
book    of    the    Faerit    Out. 


ii  Wedding  Ode,  the  Epiihaiamtim,  tbe  fineM 
kind,  perhaps  in  any  language.  So  impetuoui 
orderly,  and  jet  so  rapid  in  the  onward  oiarch 
varied  stanzas;  »  passionate,  Bo  flasbina  witb 
.    yet    so    reRned    and    self  restrained.      It    was 


'  W^ih    hi 

of  arrangement,   ol 

""""    "'iinihirone 


:r  thought  and  i 


Spenser'a    age    did    not.' 
1    Catullus.      But   the   r 


and  loveliei 
eligioB,  rejoice  in 
ian.^  Beauty.  Inno- 


MDce.      Faith    and    Uopa   are    bridein. ..._ 

burning  on  the  altar.'  "  Dr.  Grosart.  Life  of  Sftmtr.  pp.  203.4,  in 
Complett    lVi>rks._  Sp'isir    Society    Publ..    1882.4.      Line    51,    And 

And  it  was  painted  well  and  Ihwitten, 
And  ore  all  Hapred  and  written. 

Chaucer  also  uses  the  word  daroled  and  dapple  graT.  aa  applied 

to  a  horse,  in  hii  Rime  of  Sir  Topai;  and  we  are  by  no  means 
convinced  that  diapred  and  dappjed  are  not  the  same  word,  al- 
thoagh  a  dilferent  etymologr  has  been  given  to  them;  a  horse 
■nay  be  called  dappled.  iKcausc  his  coat  presents  the  appearance 
of  being  diafred.  (Todd.)  Line  81.  Thi  matvit  deicani  fiajej; 
In  our  old  Dictionaries  and  Glossaries  the  marvis  is  usually  inter- 
preted the  Ihrinllt  or  Ihruih.  As  the  -marvis  is  somelimes  men- 
tioned in  our  ancient  poetry  together  with  the  lAniifi,  I  suppose 
the  marvis  means  the  cock-lhrvsH,  or  song  (fcnijji,  the  cock  being 
most  dislingutshed  for  its  tones.  See  Chaucer's  RoBuwnl  of  Ike 
Rait,  describing  the  sweet  song  of  various  birds,  line  665: 
And  thnulili,  ItrtHi,  and  marvisr. 
That  wHgm.  etc  (Todd.) 

tine  83,  The  RuJdBCh:  robin-red.breast,  Cf.  Shakespeare's  Cym- 
btline.  Line  83,  Arret  tn'fjk  mtei  consent:  The  reading  should 
be   conctnl,  says  Ciajier,   for  harmony.      Spenser  uses  eencenl  and 
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fMed 

lo    Milton'i    03, 

nee.     Compare  W.rton 

■«  note  1 

on  -M" 

al   a   SdemH   Miujct. 

Line 

131.    7-Jk* 

trtmblinj 
Smoo  Cn 

Cromi:   Crons; 

Welili,  crwtk,  the  fiddf 

,.     l-rom   Anglo- 

,ih.  uyg  Skinner. 

.     Collier  un:    The  c™ 

Kcnerally 

been 

'or   fid"(. 

r,    and  ■ 

J,r  i 

•  a  6ddi,r.     Th. 

;  word  ia   of   perpclDal 

of   Chiucer.    and 

even   earlier,   to  that  of    Butle 

™    L^ 

W. 

Lj*. 

e  PulmlR  -ha.  siAltiHely 

aid  of  tbe  Sun, 

fss 

u  h^erV  applied  t. 

)  tbe  Mo4n.     See  Pidm 

(Todd.) 

H»  lang  loBn  jellav  hrii:    It  is  remii 

rk^ble  th 

,>t  Spen- 

•tr'B 

.lea,  both   in  tbe 

Fatry   Qurntt  and  in 

bis  othe; 

r     p«™s, 

ill  docribed  »i<h  yellc 

~  hair.     And,  in  hij  g, 

■KripLon 

of  tl 

luence  of  beauty 

|old< 

7?  *" 

■SKM.     See  Forry 

0«"t,  B iT  y.  viiL  l'. 

Tbil    i! 

l''»irto 

Qneea  Eliiabelhi  who  had  ytttaw  hair:  or  perhaps  in 
of  the  Italian  poeta,  who  Etre  moal  of  their  women  Ircssi 
eolour,  (Warlon.)  Ibid.,  lyki  golden  win:  onr  ■ 
were  fond  of  Ihii  reKmblance.  Thua.  in  Abr.  Fraunci' 
Fart  of  th,  CoHKlfs,  of  Ptmbrekt'i  Yt/yckmrch.  1591. 
i>  deicribing  Phillia: 
Eyf, 

'  '  dtiTtftU  lore 
And  in  the  romance  of  Palmindoj,  Bfc.  I.  4to,  155,  a  lady  i> 
described  wilb  gold^wiri  hair.  .  .  .  And,  in  Kichard  Bamfield'i 
Tht  Afftclionate  Shephtrd.    1594; 

Cot  off  thy  lock,  and  <elt  it  for  totd^mitr. 
Tbt  Scollisfa  Uuica  diadain  not  the  same  wnilitude.     See  Sibbald^ 
CkriMticI*  of  Sceltuk  Peihy,  voL  i.,  162: 

As    toldn    mier   u    glilleraad   wu    bii    hut- 
Again,  p.  203: 

Aa  rid  fold-wyir  aebynit  hir  hair.  <Todd) 

Line  174,  CAormine  men  lo  byle:  i.e.,  tempting  by  enchantment. 
Line  25J,  And  iprmkle  .  .  .  mth  mini:  CI.  the  Fatry  Q^uitu, 
Sic    L   xiL    it: 

Thtn  gan  thty  sprinclde  all  iht  pattt  with  wini. 

line  290,  Tht  nighfs  sad  dread:  This  eplthei  was  wanting  till 
the  lirat  folio  was  published.  (Todd.J  "We  are  not  at  all  con- 
vinced," savs  Collier,  "  of  the  neceasily  tor  loiJ;  Spenser  may  have 
written' nigDilfo.  as  a  dissyllable,  a  not  at  all  unusual  practice  wilk 
him.  However,  as  some  alleraiion  must  be  made,  we  follow  tlic 
folio  1611."  Line  341,  Ne  let  the  Pouhi:  The  ponke  or  potdu 
(the  earlier  editions  to  Collier  read  the  former)  is  the  fairy 
Robin  GoodfeOovi,  or  Hob-goblin,  known  by  the  name  of  P»cL 
This  spirit  appear*  to  have  taken  pleaaare  in  deriding  the  solem- 
nities'  of  the  nuptial  feaat,  and  itaemmtinfi;  the  mirth  with  hb 
wicked  tricks.  ,See  The  Seeand  Purl  of  Rabin  GoodfeUow,  cow 
ihdbJv  called  Hob-iobKn.  1628,  Chap.  6.  Line  SSO,  The  Lalmim 
Shepherd:  In  the  first  edition  the  reading  ia  Latlnian  iktpkeri. 
The  illusion  is  to  Endymion,  whose  bnre  for  Cynthia  is  wSi 
73S 
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known  tbrougb  Kcau'  beaiKiful  poetic  romance.  Drayton  wrote 
a  poem  on  (he  same  subjeci,  called  Endymian  and  Pkxbt,  published 
in   1S94,  of   which   very  hitle  ii  known. 

Page  J7J,  No.  i9i-~ Cimt,  come,  dear  Nighl,  Lovft  matt  of 
kitsii.  From  Ibe  Tali  of  Terai  in  Ibe  Fifth  Seatiad  of  Hiro  and 
LtandtT,  I59S.  The  poem  lo  the  end  of  Ibe  Second  Sestiad  was 
a  fragment  left  by  Marlowe  at  his  death  and  first  printed  in  1596; 

appear)  this  too%.  Though  Warioo  describes' Hero  and  Leandir 
as  a  translation,  it  is  a  paraphrase  fram  the  Greek  poem  attributed 

74,   No.  394— Upl    Vovlks  and  virgini!    »f,  and  pn 
-    •)eicripiu>H  af   the   Masgiu.    u-iih   Ntipiiai  Songs,   c 

bclh  RedcWi,    1 

Pace  377.  No.   39S  —  CaJme  waithi  day,  and  through  thi  trim- 

of  the  two  honourabli  and' i/Muoui  ladies,  the  Lady  Etieabelh 
and  Ihe  Lady  Kalherine  Somerset,  danikters  lo  the  right  honanr- 
•an*  Iht  Earl  of  Worcisttr  and  espoused  la  the  lao  tvorlhy  gtntle- 
men,    M.    Henry    Gilford   OHd    M.    IVUIiam   Peter,    Esgnirej,    1596. 

the  ceremon^'^  fl^'Is  Spen»'r's  latest  extant  poem.  Line  S,  Thai 
lighlly  did  diloy:  temper,  or  mitigate,  as  in  the  Faery  Queene, 
BL.  ii.  ix.  30  —  But  to  delay  the  Heat.  Hughes,  however,  rejects 
the  old  word,  and  reads  allayi  to  which  uajustiSable  alteration 
tbe  modern  editions  also  conform.  Delay  is  repeatedly  used  in 
thia  sense  by  Spenser.  (Tedd.)  Line  12,  Whose  mlty  Baneki: 
that  is,  whosf  bank  full  of  roots;  rootie  is  an  old  English  adjective. 
See  Cotgrave'a  Fr.  and  Eng.  Diet.  (Todd.)  "Chapman  is  the  only 
poet,"  says  Collier,  "that  we  are  aware  of,  who  used  the  adjective 
rooty:  and  so  he  spelled  it.  and  not  rutty  as  in  Spenser:  he  is 
speaking  of  the  tooty  »des  of  a  hill.  Iliad.  Bk.  xvii.  I.  6S4." 
tine  17,  Which  is  not  long:  i.e..  approaching  near  at  hand.  Ci. 
the  Fairy  Queene,  Bk.  iv.  iv.  13.  (Warton.)  Line  22,  With 
goodly  greenish  locks,  all  loose  untydi:  "This  castom  appears 
to  have  been  usual  in  this  country  even  at  the  beginning  of  tbe 
eighteenth  century,  for  thus  Nahum  Tate  writes  (-strangely 
enough  indeed  as  to  the  comparison),  in  his  Injured  Love,  etc., 
a  tragedy,  1707.  'tJntie  your  folded  thoughts,  and  let  them 
dangle  loose  as  a  bride's  hair.' "  (Todd.)  Line  37,  With  that 
I  taa  Stmnnes:  See  Hughes's  remark  on  this  fiction  in  his 
Eaay  on  Allegorical  Poetry,  vol.  ii..  p.  xv.  It  is  probable,  as 
Warton  also  thmka,  thai  Spenser,  in  this  descriplion,  bad  his  eye 
BDmetimes    on    Leiand's    Cygneo    Canlio.      (Tod*)       Line    67,    Yrl 

mere   they   bred   of  Somer:  ■      ■       ■  

name  of  the  Ladies  (Some 

celebrates.      Line    82.    Like    a    brydei 

•      *  -     "9.     Line  80,  . 

;  Earl  of  Es! 


if  the  Ladies  (Somerset)  whose  marriages  Hiis  spousal  verse 
-s.  Line  82.  Like  a  brydfi  ihamber  Sorer  See  EpUha- 
p.  360,  lines  8-9.     Line  80,  A  noble  peer.  Great  England's 

Robert  Dr "-•   -'  '*- —    '-    ' — -■ 

igland    the ,. ., .„    ..,„„ _.,    .... 

-J     f-.j:.    u..     .    .     V ._j    >.<.     seriouBlT 


erWled"  the    Spanish  navy,    'Lines   130-1.  r*a«  did 
rest,  so  far  as  Cynthia,    (if.  Horace  Ode  L  xii.  46:    - 
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with    fanle    disdainful!    ipigbt 


Debateful     slrifi,    and    cruel    enmity. 
The  famous  name  of  linighthoad  fowly  jhtnd. 
Line  175.  Tht  BaiMrickl  at  Ihe  Htavent:   a  rirdle  or  belt,  formed 
(TOm    the    baie    litinily    baldrintitm,    balleus.       The    expreuion    ti 
itcdl   JlaniliiM; 

Sed     aild    iagenli  ittllalus  bo!lt<u  orbe.       (Upton.) 
Ct.  Tht  Fatry  Qunnr,  V.  L  2: 

The  beavena   brisht-sbinin^   bavirickt   to   enchacc. 

Pace  184,  No.  197  —  A  Nymph  is  marriid  lo  a.  Fay.  Thi. 
beautiful  poem  is  the  Eighth  Nimphall  in  Tkt  Mum  £Jiiium.  1630. 

Pace  395,  No.  396  —  1  nil  Ihti,  Dick,  whirt  I  havt  bwen.  "The 
version  of  this  famous  ballad,  which  has  created  one  of  the 
world's  '  familiar  quotations,'  ia  the  tame  u  that  accepted  by  Mr. 
Locke r-Lampaon  in  hia  delightful  Lyra  Eleianlianmt.  ...  He 
aays  in  connection  with  thii  ballad:  'This  U  one  of  hi.  (Suck- 
ting's)  best  poems,  and  as  Leigh  Hunt  aays  ^  his  fancy  U  «o  (dU 
of  gusto  as  to  border  on  imagination.  Three  atanxas  of  the  poem 
have   been   necessarily   omitted-'     In  reality  six   s^anias   have    tKcn 

occasion  of  the  niairiaBe  of  Suckling's  friend,  Roger  Boyle  (Lord 
Broghill  or  Btohsll,  afterward  Earl  of  Orrrry),  and  Lady  Mar- 
garet   Howard,    daughter   of    the   Earl   of    Suffoll..      There    are  eri- 

Lavsou  wrote  of  the  baUad:  'This  is  really  excellent^  brisk, 
bumorous,  and  poetical.'  Wordsworth  wrote:  '1  fully  concur  ia 
Mr.  Lawson's  criticism,  but  wish  he  bad  been  more  exfJicit.  .  .  . 
This  any  safely  be  pronounced  bis  ofmi  magntim:  iodeeH  for 
grace  and  simplicity  it  standi  unrivalled  in  the  wbole  compasa  of 
ancient  and  modern  poetry.' "  Line  8.  fCe  .  .  .  do  stU  our  hay: 
The  Haymarket  of  London  of  to-day.  Line  9,  A  homt  mik 
slain:  said  to  be  Suffolk  Rouse,  aftcrwardt  Northumberland 
House.  Line  31,  Thi  maid,  and  ihtriby  ha»tt  a  Salt:  Wordawonh 
wrote:  "His  portraits  of  female  beauty  are  not  so  fjoisbed  as 
Byron  or  Moore,  but  they  possess  a  great  attraciion,  because  ha 
gives  only  ■  glimpse  and  leaves  the  rest  to  faucy."     (F.  A.  Staked 

Pacb  40S,  No.  40S  —  Orpheui  aiih  hii  tutt  madt  trttt.  Fion 
Ktitg  Utnry   ytll..   1623,  act  i.  St   1. 
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It  apBcared  hi  BamGeld's  Peema  in  Divtri  Humeri, 
r    forth,    tkey    thattty    do* 


P*OE  407,  No.  409  — r*in«  passing  1 
orrvpe.  From  thei'oe™  Qucini.  Bk.  if.  c. 
wefl-lcnown    «l«tion    of   Spenstr's    gorgeoui 


_      __  __  inlflbly 

Line    17.  And  ike   tht  gate:    If  the  reader 
pleasure,    to    compare    thia    description 


of  the  palace  of   

■- and   how 


gates  (laya  Se  lUiian  poel)  were  of  silver,  in  which  weri 
wmught  the  stories  of  Hercules  and  lole,  of  Anthony  and  Oeo- 
patra.  Spenier  deseribeB  the  expedition  of  Jason,  and  his  amours 
with  Medea.  (Uplon.)  Upton  pves  no  reference  to  the  par- 
ticular pan  of  Tasso's  Gcuialemm.  Liberala.  lo  which  he  refers, 
preaumuiB.  perhapB,  that  the  readers  of  Spenser  were  well  ac- 
qDainlcd  with  it:  it  may  be  foupd  near  the  opening  of  Canto  xvi., 
Ptr  I'entrala  maig'O'.  *ic-  I-in*  69,  Gather  Iheri/ori  the  Rose: 
Maraton.  in  his  copy  of  the  i^acry  Quiene,  edit.  1590,  has  espe- 
cially marked  the  eicesaive  beauty  of  this  portion  of  the  poemj 
and  opposite  the  words  Gather  therefore  the  Ruse,  he  wrote  in 
'  the  margia,  CatUee  virgo  rosBi,  etc.  (Collier.)  line  7Z,  IVhUst 
loving  thon  mayit  loved  be  viith  equal  crime:  Compare  Fairfax'* 
transition  of  the  Gerusalem'me  Ubtrota.  Bk.  xyi.  sun.  14,  IS; 
and  his  obligalions  to  Spenser,  see  the  Preface  to  Coleridge'i 
Seven  Lecturet  on  Shakesfeari  and  Milton,  p.  ixxiv.    (Collier.) 

Pace  411,   No.   411— Wom  w  the  lime   for  mirth.     Une   7,    Of 
her   pap:    i.  t.,  lap.     Line  10.  Arabian   deiv:    spikenard.     Line   12, 

Retorted  hairt:    tossed  i 

one   nose:    a  play  on  th, 
This  unmenstvi   cup:    i.. 

Page  413.  No.  412  — Tft*  sun  which  doth  the  greatest  comf 
bring.  This  poem  was  appended,  in  both  folios,  lo  The  N 
Valour,  or  The  Passionait  Madman:  and  leprinied  among  Be 
monfs  Poems,  I6SJ.  Professor  Charles  Eliol  llorton  founiT  Bm< 
some  MSS.  of  Donne's  Poems  a  transcript  of  two  of  Beaumoi 
poems,  bis  Ad  Comitissam  Rallaadi  and  The  Letter  to  I 
lonson.      Both    of   the   manascript    poenit.   said   Professor    Nort 

I'This   is  especially  tme."  he  continues.   "  o(  the  latter,   (he  m 


:ll-knc 
...    w.    -..*.    |..^-,j    V.    *-*.    .....walwthjin    flffc." 

I  Dyce'stext  is  gCren  of  thi 


poetry  of  the   Elnabethan  age."     A  variant   reading 
-  '-  -■     -    -'  -'■ mifthe  MS,      (S«e  Stuiiei 


_    ,j    _,.„   _ ,,,    1896.   vol.    S,    pp.    19-22.) 

ae  IS.  Snicliffe'r  ml;  Probably,  as  Dyce  suggests.  Dr.  Matthew 
itcliffe,  first  Provost  of  King  lames'  College  in  Chelsea,  of  whom 
iller   says    (Church    History, _  Bk.    X.    Leet.    iii.    2i-27y,    "  Doctor 

ry  'morose  and'  teslyTn  hfs  writings  against  them."  (Norton.) 
ne  16,  Lit  where  he  will:  i.  e.,  In  whaterver  place  he  loMes.  Line 
,  Robert  Ifisdom:  He  conlribuled  to  Hopkins  and  Stemhold'» 
nims,  the  xrv.  psalm,  and  the  bynui: 
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He  died  in  1568.  The  quaintneu  of  hi)  nune,  u  wd)  ai  the 
poverty  of  hil  poetry,  ciused  him  frequenlly  to  be  ridiculed. 
tWiber.)  For  a  potm  of  Wisdom's  see  p.  547.  No,  i«.  Une  22, 
llakt  Itti:  i. ».,  to  niike  bows.  Line  27,  Wt  art  all  equal  tvtrj 
ahit:    Seward,  at   Sympson's  suggeilion.  pointed  the  passage  thw: 

We  are  all  equals    every  wliit 

Of  the  land  tlat  God  gives,  etc. 
Mid  SO  hit  successors.  But  the  old  pnncMaiion  is  right,  the  mean- 
ing  dE  the  line  being  — From  Iht  land  ahick  God  gtvtj  men  ktrr. 
Ihtir  aiil  cemei.  (Dyce.J  Line  JO,  Main  heuie  jttt,  i.e.,  the 
chief  itanding  fsmily-jest,  which  has  descended  from  father  to  ion 
for  lome  generations.  (Heath,  US.  Nalii.)  Line  60,  BaUating: 
ballading.  Line  69,  Of  the  Guard.  Dyce  explains  this  ai  tard, 
•quivalcnt  lo  iiirdtn;  a  queationeble  interpretation.  If  the  US. 
reading  be  rignt,  it  is  a  jest  at  some  guard  which  bad  no  aool 
but   the  vegetative.      (Norton.) 

Pagi  420,  No.  417  — F>»f  k»ackt  for  laditsl  cheap,  choice, 
brave  and  nnv.  Frnrn  John  Dowland's  Second  Book  of  SoHgi  ar 
Airs,  1600.  "  Dowland  ...  had  the  distinction,"  says  Mr.  Er- 
sliine  {.Sludf  of  Tht  Elicabelhan  Lyric,  ed.  190S,  pp.  229-30),  "of 
presenting  here  one  of  the  famous  pedlar-songs  of  EllzabcthaB 
poetry.  .  .  .  The  great  antiquity  of  mercers'  songs  in  England 
has  already  been  noticed.      Obid.  Chap,  ii.)     The  character  of  the 

have  appealed  strongly  to  the  Elizabethan  imaginatioD.  In  its 
normal  presentation,  Shakespeare's  Autolycus  (see  below  Nos.  ♦iS 
and  «rp)  sums  up  the  type.  Dowland's  pedlar,  however,  is  ideil- 
lied  into  a  second-hand  philosopher;  every  line  of  bis  speech,  in 
phrase  and  thought,  is  a  burlesque  echo  of^tbe  moral  verses  in  the 


:.  J.     See  note  lo  No.  417,  above. 

PitCE  422.  No.  421— O  never  say  thai  I  tvae  false  of  heart 
Sonnet  cix.  in  Skake-ipiare's  Sanntlles.  1609.  The  first  ardou 
of  love  is  now  renewed  as  in  the  days  of  early  friendship  (se 
Sonnet  eviii.,  lines  13-14).  But  what  of  the  interval  of  ahtrnti 
and    estrangenienl  ?       Shakespeare    confesses    bis    wanderini 

'-•--   ■--   " -"      'al«.      (D  -  •      '      J 

Trailut  oi 


Sonnet   cix.    in    SMaki-s flare's   Sanntli.^.    

of  love   is   now  renewed  as   in  the   days   of  e 

s .    _.;;:      „..,   13.14V      But  what   of  the 

„ f       SbaVespeare    confesses    bis    wanderings,    yi 

Ktarea    that    He    was    never    wholly    false.       (Dowden.)       Line    : 
10  qualify :   to  temper,  moderate.     Cf.  Troilnt  and  Creaida,  1   ' 

So  madly  hot.  that 

Nor  fear  of  bad   st 

Can  ^alify  the  sai 
Line   4,  My    nul  which 
ard   III.,  act    L    sc.    1: 
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Pnnal  to  tht  time,  not  allerad  iritl 
a  dissiuse,  UtrehtaU  of  Vtitici,  i 

I  am  glad  'tit  nighl,  you  do  not  look  on  me, 

Foi  I  am  much  astaamed  of  m;  txchangr.     (Dowdeo.) 

ne   14,  My  Rom: 
He,  hi9   given    iia 

you  I  have  bent  absent  in  the  spring. 

_- ^    ^mre;    Sonncttts.     1609.       The    sonnet 

toUowing,  this   {No.  ^i)    in   [he   aequence   is  numbered   neviL,  and 
treats    of    absence    in    Somnier    and  Autumn.      Professor    Dowden 
thought  it  begun  a  new  group.     To  me.  bowCTer,  the  better  arrange- 
ment,  especiauy   for  my   purnoae  here,   is  the  transposition   I   hare 
made,   though   Mr.    Quitler-Couch    and  other   editors   have   followed 
the  order  in  ihe  Series.     The  mood  here  is  of  Absence  in  Spring, 
Linei  3-3,  Froud-piid  April;    Cf.  Eomee  and  Juliet,  act  i.  ic.  2: 
Such  comfort  as  do  lusty  young  men  feel 
When  well-apparell'd  April  on  the  heel 
Of  limping  vinter  treads. 
Line  4,   That;    so  that.     Line  7,  Summer't  ttory  tell;    By  a  Sun- 
mer'a   atory    Shakespeare   teems    to   have   meant    some   gay    Hction. 
Thus,  bis  comedy  founded  on  the  adventures  of  the  king  and  queen 
of  the  fairies  he  calls  A  Midmmmer  Nighft  Dream.     <%  the  other 
band,    in    The    Winter's    Tali   he  tells  .us    "a   sad    talfi    best    for 

Smile  to   (t  before:    If  winterly,   tbou   needst 
But  keep  that  countenance  still.  (Mslone.) 

line  II,  Tiey  aere  but  tariit:  Ualone  proposed,  "they  were,  ihv 
sweet,  but."  etc.  The  poet  declares,  as  Steenms  says,  that  ibe 
flowers  are  only  sweet,  only  delightful,  so  far  as  they  resemble 
bis  friend.  Lettaom  proposes:  "  They  mere  but  Hietmg  Hguret  of 
detighl."     (Dowden.) 

H  (ny  absence  bttn. 

_ - _,.. , Line  S.  This  timt 

remcveit:    this  lime  of  absence.     Line  7,  Prime:    Spring.     Lino,  10, 

tba  birth  of  children  whose  father  is  dead.  (Staunton.)  Ilowdea 
proposes  crop  of  orphans. 

Pace  424,   No.    424  —  Absence,   hear  thou  my  prottitatioit.     On 
the   evidence    of   an    early    MS.    this    poem    has   been    assigned    to 
"nnnne.    which    'v^m4    w^ll    affirmed    by    the    peculiar    atCriButes    It 
us.      It    appeared    unsigned   in    Davison's 

. _,,._j,    ,  and  later  in   a  collection  of  lerae  called 

The  Grove,  1721.  "TTie  circumstances."  writes  lS,r.  Quiller- Couch, 
"  of  Donne's  life  gi>e  these  verHs  a  peculiar '  interest.  Ueine 
secretary  to  the  Lord  Chancellor  Ellesmere.  he  '  pasaionalely  feu 
in  ]ov»  with,  and  privately  married,  a.  niece  of  the  Lady  EJItsmeraa,- 
the  dauRhter  of  Sir  George  Moor,  Chancellor  of  Ihe  Garter,  and 
lieutenant  of  the  Tower,  which  ao  much  enraged  Sir  George,  that 
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be  not  only  procurad  Mr.  Doone'*  dimiaiiDii  frDin  bis  em- 
ploymeni  under  th«  Lord  Chancellot,  but  eertr  rencd  till  he  lud 
cauied  bim  likewise  lo  be  iiD^ri»ned.  Tbougb  it  wu  not  Ions 
before  he  wu  cnLirged  fTom  hii  coafinement.  yet  his  troables  sliU 
tncreutd  upon  him;  for  hi>  vifc  being  detained  ficm  him,  he 
was  conalrsined  lo  clsim  her  by  a  tronbTesame  and  expensive  law 
•ult,  which,  together  mth   travel,  books,  and  a  too   liberal   disposi- 


which,  toaeiher  with  the  general  spprobaiion  be  everywhere  met 
with  of  Mr.  Donne's  good  qualities,  with  an  irresistible  land  of 
periDuion  so  won  upon  Sir  George,  that  be  began  now  not  wholly 
to  disapprore  of  hia  daughter's  choice;  and  was  at  length  so  far 
raeonciled  aa  Dot  to  deny  them  his  blessing.'  The  death  of  bis  wife 
broke  l>>nne'9  heart."  (The  Golden  Pomp.)  Compare  these 
verses  with  Carew's  To  kij  Uittna  (n  Abimct.  Vincent'a  ed. 
Poenu  of  Citfo,   1899,   p.  39. 

pAOE  425,  No.  425  —  Be  your  aerdt  made,  goad  Sir,  of  Indian 
man.  Sonnet  wii,  in  AUrophel  and  Stella,  1S91.  Line  3.  Or  do 
yav  CHltld  Sparlant  imitate:  Dr.  Grosart  retains  the  reading  of 
(be  1645  folio,  cuttid.  "  The  referenee  in  any  case."  aays  Mr. 
Pollard,  "is  to  the  churlish  brevity  of  the  Spartans,  and  the 
fond  of  cvrtld  is  but  little  less  difficult  to  explain  than  cttllid." 
Hiddleton  uses  the  word  in  the  seitse  of  trott:  "  She't  grown  to 
anted  Ihere't  no  tpeabing  to  her.''    Women  Beware  Women,  act  iiL 

PuGx  426,  No.  426  —  Tell  me  not.  Sweet,  1  am  nnltind.     See  note 


__    ..._ __._.[    harp   speeding  a 

»eB»el  that  is  launeheii  with  colours  flying  to  win  some  new  con. 
ttaent  of  odonroui  tropic  fruits  and  illimitable  gold.  The  Vir- 
ginian Voyage  has  tome  wonderful  words,  miafrai,  Hacklnit,  that 
make  the  fortune  of  tbejr  rhj^mes.  and  the  relief  la  hei^tened  by 
lb*  subtle  —  not  really  prosaic  ^  soberness  of  their  epiihets;  tn- 
anitrioHi  Hackluit.  uie/nl  laisafras,  like  words  almost  in  the  ordi- 
nary pitch  interjected  in  a  chant.  This  ode  runs  more  easily  than 
(he  other*  iit  spite  of  the  lacework  of  its  rhymes: 


'le  load  and  hopeful  thrumniing  of  tbe  plaTCr, 
i  to  where  beyond  the  Pillars  a  far  woiM 
r  to  be  papulous  with  poets  and   heroes,  tbe 
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dracendants  of  the  hich-heacted 


influence  of  this  new  and  ricner  Imowiedge  of  the  woild,  not  only 
in  the  life  and  richness  which  it  gave  lo  the  iniaeination  of  the 
time,  but  in  the  immense  interest  which  from  this  moment  atuched 
hielf  to   man."     (.Green'i  England,  voL   iL,  bk.   vl.,  p.  46S.) 

Pace  433.  No.  433  —  Yr  buds  of  Brulut'  Land,  Ccuragtoits  youth. 
nan  ptaj  your  peril.  From  A  Poiie  of  GitloSoaiiri,  £che  dif- 
ft^nt  from  othtr  in  colour  end  odour,  yit  all  ™«l<.  By  Hum- 
ftey  Gifford,  Gent.,  1580.  Line  1,  Yt  buds  of  Brulus-  land:  i.t., 
scions  of  England,  from  the  mythical  descent  from  Brulus. 

Pace  434,  No.  434— FoiV  Hood  the  mnd  for  Franci,  "This 
poem.Jike  the  Soil le  of  Brunanburh,"   write)  Mr.  Erskine,  in  his 

the  whole  people  is  heard  in  it.  In  modern  English  literature  It 
has  hardly  a  parallel  as  a  national  song  with  the  possible  exceollon 
of  some  of  Campbell's  odes,  and  Tennyson's  Charet  of  the  Liehl 
Brigadi.  Tennyson  may  have  been  inffuenced  by  Drayton.  Their 
two  battle-sones  have  almost  the  same  narrative  method  almost 
the  same  rhythm,  and  exactly  the  same  cadence  at  the  end."  Mr. 
Oliver   Elton,    in  Micharl   Drayton,   A    Critical  Study    (Ed.    1906.), 

be   taken    as    a    lyrical    epilogue,    or   rather    intermezzo,    by    Shake- 

his  Lyra  Heroica,  Usually  known  aa  the  B^l!ad  of  Agincourl,  it 
-as  first  entitled  To  my  Friends  the  Camber- Britons  and  t^eir 
Harp.      The    old    popular    ditty,    Agincouri,   Agincouri,   was   in   the 

them  in  the  later  one  are  the  onfy  interruptions  to  its  felicity. 
There  is  also  a  tendency  to  multiply  the  spondees,  the  better  to 
hear  the  thud   of  the   marching   army  —  Itfi,    right.     A   few   lines 


-wSt^Vt   Lt  Mils   advan™" 

Longer    no!  tarry: 
But^uf  unio  the  main 
Ai  Kaux  the  mouth  of  Seine 
With  all   his  morliki  train 

Landed    King   Harry. 

Fair  stood  the  wind  for  France 
When  we  our  sails  advance 
Nor    now   to    prove   our   chance 
Longer   aill  Urry: 

At  l£,ux'"tL  mout'h  "f^Seine 
W  th  all   his  marttel  train 
Landed    King   Harry. 

^'"ir,ffi'f.t'rS'.».„. 

O  Lord,  how  hot  thev  were 

On  the  false  rrenchmen. 
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ivAfB   now  Ihat   noble  IduB  Tkii,   whilt  oar  ooble  king 

Hi>  bn»d>wDrd   brandiebing  Hii   briMdsword   brandiibiog 

Into   thi  hoB   did  Hint  Dovm     ihi     Frtnch     bMt 

Ai  lo  o'erwhetm  it,  did   ding 

Tfal>  poem,  the  fine  flower  of  old  patriot  lyric,  shows  a  happier 
ind  more  sensitive  use  of  proper  names  than  the  play  of  Henry  V. 
Sbakeapeare,  in  fait  lilt  of  tbase  who  fell  at  Asincouit,  uks  names 
for  purely  meniorial  reaaons.  copying  Holinsbed  lilie  an  inscrip- 
tion: and  'Sir  Richard  Kelley.  Davy  Gam,  esquire.'  is  the  worst 
line  in  bis  worka.  '  Ferrers  and  Fanbope.'  in  the  ballad,  have  ■ 
different  value  to   the  ear," 

The  text  here  used  i)  ihat  of  the  1619  version  except  in  two 
or  three  instances  of  single  epithets,  which,  des^te  Ur.  Eltoa'a 
opinion,  seem  the  more  apt  for  both  sense  and  rhythm. 

Hie  Battle  of  Aaincoun  was  [ought  October  2Sth.  14IS.  A 
■mall  smy  of  Englishmen  under  Henry  V.,  defeated  Ihe  French 
sixty  thousand  strong,  "  The  triumph  was  more  complete,"  Mys 
Green,  "  as  Ifae  odds  were  even  greater  (ban  al  Crecy.  Eleven 
thousand  Frenchmen  lay  dead  gn  tte  field,  and  mare  than  a  han- 
dred  princes  and  great  lords  were  among  the  faUen."  Line  82. 
Bilboes:    swords,    from   Bilboa. 

Page  439,  No.  *iS  — His  golden  locks  Time  halh  lo  tUvtr 
lum'd.  From  Polyhymnia,  Deicribing,  The  HononrabU  Trimmph  at 
Tyll,  before  htr  Maiestit,  on  the  17.  of  Navtmber  foil  (ifpo), 
being  the  Srit  day  of  the  three  and  thiriiilh  yeare  of  her  Higk- 
nesse  raigne,  etc.  Tfae  following  accDunl  of  Ihe  yearly  Triumph 
at  Till  is  condensed  by  Oliphant  from  Sir  W.  Segars'  Honor,  MOt- 
tary  and  Civil.  1602,  contained  in  Kichols'  Progresses  of  Queeii 
EKeabeth.  vol.  iii     p.  60,  as  given  by  Dyce's  ed.  of  Peelt    p.   265: 

pTause  of  her  Majesty^  subjects  at  the  day  of  her  most  happy 
accession  to  the  crown  of  England,  which  triumphs  were  first  bepin 
and  occB^oned  by  the  rigbt  virtuous  and  houoursble  Sir  Henry 
Lea.  master  of  her  HiahneBS'  armory;  who  of  his  great  leal  and 
desire  to  eternize  the  glory  of  her  Majesty's  court  in  Ihe  begin- 
ning of  her  reign^  voluntarily  vowed,  — -  unless  infirmity,  a^,  or 
other  accident  did  impeach  him,  —  during  his  life  to  present  himself 

Majesty  the  promise  he  formerly  made.     The 
..,  rr,    feeling  himseH  at   length    overtaken   with 

oii'the''i7th'of  November,  1590.  present  himself,  together  wit5i  the 
Eari  of  Cumberiand,  unto  her  Highness  under  her  gallerr  window 
in   the  tilt   yard  at  Westminster,   where  at   that   time   her    Maiestj 

France,   by   many   Udies  and    the    chiefesl   nobili 
beholding   these    armed    knighu   coming    toward 


[hti   coming    toward   her,    did    suddenly 

marvel.  The  masie  aforesaid  was  aecorapanied  with  these  verses, 
pronounced  and  sung  by  Mr.  Hale,  her  Majesty's  servant,  a  gen- 
tleman in  that  art  excellent,  and  for  his  voice  both  commendable 
■nd  admirable;  Mt  golden  locks,  etc.  After  the  ceremonies  Sr 
Henry  Lea  disarmed  himself,  and  kneeling  upon  his  knees  pee- 
tented  the  Eari  of  Cumberland,  humbly  beseeching  that  the  would 
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17.  Line  7,  His  helmet  now  ihall  make  a  hive 
isti's  ErKblemi  Ibere  is  an  cngravmg  of  bees  gw 
et.  C(.  Geoffrey  Whitney's  Choici  of  Emblemt.  1 
:  helmet  Mrons  that  did  the  head  defend, 
lold,   for  hive  the  bees 


They  boney  wroudit  where  soldier  w! 
Which  dolh  deA. 


wilh  bloody  blows  hail  end. 
blessed  fruitt  of  peace, 


Sometbing  of  the  modem  popularity  of  thii  song  ii  due  to  Thack- 
eray's application  of  it  in  The  Newcomtj,  chap,  ncxviii,,  where  it 
Is  put  into  the  mooth  of  George  Wariinton  in  consolation  lo  CoL 
Mewconte  when  he  became  a  pensioner  at  old  Grey  1-nars. 

Pace  441,  No,  438  ~-  Thrice  ton  then  edkm  aihes  in  tht  air. 
From  Campion's  Third  Book  of  Airs,  1617.  This  poem  was  in- 
cluded in   the    1633   ed.   of   Joshua    Sylvester's    Worki,    amouB  the 

of  a™Uim  toTt'  There'is' ""copy' of  it  tn  Harleiau  MS.  IsiO,  fol. 
ISO,  where  it  is  coriecUy  assigned  to  Campion.  The  MS.  is  given 
in  form  of  a  aonnet.  (Bullen.)  Dr.  Grosait  In  his  ed.  of  Syl- 
vester's   Works    iChrrltey    Worthies)    claims    it    positively    for    his 

of    Ertbui    and    Nithl.      From    The 
.^-.S,  sc.   2.     Warton,  who  was  the  first 

iiiiiory'of  Engii'jt' P'oeiry,  1777-81.  'Line  6,  Mandragorai:  man- 
drake, see  note  to  No.  i/j.  Line  9,  Coil:  tumult.  Line  15,  Moly: 
CI.  Odyssey,  x.  305.  (Scbelling.)  Line  17,  Jaspie:  jasper,  which 
the  ancients  believed  to  possess  the  power  of  breeding  spells. 

Page  442,  No.  440  —  Sfken  Daiiiei  tied  and  vietitt  blue.  Frotn 
Love's  Labour's  Lost,  1593.  act  v.  sc,  i. 

Page  443,  No.  441  —  The  ousiUock.  so  black  of  hue.  Fron 
A    Midsummer   Night's  Dream,    1595.   act   iii.   80.    1.     Line  fi.    The 


-Old  Chaucer  doth  of  Topai  tell.  It  is 
11  dispHte  Mr.  Oliver  Ellon's  etstement  that 
all  aeyenteenlh-centnry   fantasies:  "   but  wfll 
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add  that  It  ji  the  G^it  in  all  the  UdgnMe,  To  quote  Ur.  Elton 
further  from  Michael  Drayton.  A  CrilictI  Study  (cd.  1905).  the 
reason  ib  apparent:  "  To  coaceive  common  things  in  miniature, 
fitted   10  tbe  needs  of  an  elf;     to  plant  the  faintest  sting  of  ntire 

the  vein  of  Sir  Topas  into  the  world  of  Oberonj  ii  is  all  done, 
and  xel  without  one  touch  of  the  mfSusing  imagination  of  Shake- 
yeare-s   Ci-iam.    which    Drayton   had   before   him.      The   Nympkidu 

bnisb  it.  The  smallest  things  deicribed  are  in  clear  dayUght.  Bni 
the  venes  are  kepi  freih  by  the  nicely  of  cutting."  Line  63,  Thert 
dancinr  hayi:  louniry  dances.  Line  71,  Tbii  anlfe:  i.  e.,  oaf. 
Line   281,    I'tt  never  tin:    ce»e.      Line  285,   Thorougk   brake,   etc. 


Page 

471,    No.    A*S^S 

ng   his   p 

oijfj   thai    d  I*   kttp. 

From 

The  F 

ilhful  Shephtrdeu. 

160M0,  u 

P*GE 

472.  No.  447  -  Wk 

ire  doit  1 

lOH  careleii  1 

e.    From 

Under- 

Ih^^ 

Folio   1640.     Line 

.   ^nd  (Ih 

il)  deilroyi: 

In  the 

original 

o."  »nd"whatfey!  ijii 

where  the 

brackets  end 

rd  sup- 

plied 

ili:   neiihe 

r   of  which 

apt   as 

Ihol. 

tine  36.  S«le  from 

the  wolf. 

bhct  taw,  e 
e  end  of  the 

of  this 

conclu 

ing  stania  is  to  be 
slilM  of  the  stage  h 

ound  at  t 

PoeiBsie 

;    Jon- 

out;    and  th 

t  is  not  the  only 

Paoi  474,  No.  4AS  — Who'  trace  for  tenith  had.  This  poem,  an 
adaptation  of  Sit  Edward  Dyer's  Fancy  (see  note  lo  No.  4is),  a 
from  Sonnet  Ixxxiii.  in  CaiUca,  in  Crosart's  ed.  of  Lord  Brooke's 
Iforti,  1623.  Il  is  reprinted  in  Dr.  Hannah's  Courih  Poetr,  1870. 
The  original  arrangement  of  the  lines  is  after  the  form  of  the 
poet's  lament  for  Sidney,  and  run: 


Line  13J,  The  skip  of  Greece:  The  reference  here  is  to  the  famoM 
■hip  in  which  Theseus  returned  after  slaying  the  Minotaur.  Tlie 
Athenians  profejied  to  preserve  it  until  the  days  of  Demeirim 
Phalereus,    the    rotten   timbers   being   carefully    removed    from  time 

could"^lill^  called  (he'^^me.  (Pluirrch,  Thei  el  10.  ed.  1630.) 
"This   passage,"   says   Hannah,  "in    which   Lord   Bfoofce   compam 

ever  flowmg  stream  —  the  same  jel  not  the  same  —  perpetually  alter- 

tenf  specimen  of  the  subtle  conceptions  which  be  loved  to  elaborate 


1  which  ft  is  connected." 
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NOTES 

Pace  484,  No.  4S4  — r*«  man  af  Uf  MHght.  From  Campion 
and  Roiaeiei'g  Book  of  Airi,  1601.  "  CamiMan't  classical  iniereil," 
ss}:s   Mr.   Erskine   (Tkt  Eliiabtlhaii  Lync),  "is  seen  also  Id  Irans- 

hii  classical  mood,  however,  are  the  Horat'ian  lines,  suggestive  of 
Integer  Vita,  The  Man  of  life,  etc.  Whenever  Campion  moralizes 
be  IS  likely  to  lake  this  tune,  and  hia  iheme  is  almost  sure  to  be 
praise  of  the  golden  iiKaQ.     lllis  motive  had  appeared  ...  In  the 

Uny  mood  at  a  higher  poelio  level."  This  poem  h«>  been  attributed 
to  Lord  Bacon,  but  the  claim  ii  valueless.  It  was  reprinted  in 
Campiao's  Tvo  Booii  of  Airi,  1613,  with  textUBl  ollcralions. 

Pace  485,  No.  455  —  Kt  that  kit  mirth  hath  lost.  "  This  poem." 
says  Dr.  Hannah.  ConrlJy  Po»lj,  ed.  1870.  "  must  have  been  hi^hlj 

aware  that  il  bss  ever  been  printed  before,  eicepi  very  imperfectly 

by  Ketone.  The  MS.  copies  differ  exccedinely,  both  in  varioua 
readings  and  in  omissions.  1  have  made  out  the  best  text  I  could, 
from  a  caieEul  comparison  of  all  the  materials.  It  i*  the  aame 
piece  which  Wood  erroneously  called  'A  Description  of  Friend- 
ship; '  a  title  which  he  look  by  mistake  from  another  poem  in  the 
Aihmoltan  MS."  Line  56,  /  read  Ihe  hyaciit:  spelt  so  for  the 
rhyme.  Literal  meaning,  to  read  the  fancied  letters  on  its  leaves. 
Line  IJZ.  Hebeti:  for  ebony.  Spenser  uses  Ihe  word  often,  Cf. 
His  spear  of  hibea  twod.  — Faery  Queene.  Bk.  I.  Til  W.  37. 

Page  491.  No.  456  —Net  to  know  vice  ot  all,  aad  keep  true  stall. 
■"■-'s  poem  originally  appeared  in  Love's  Martyr  or  Rosalia's  Com- 


phittt.      "  Altesoricallv   shadowing   Ihe   t 
Slant  Fate  of  ibe  Phcenix  and  Turtle,     fl 


A  poem  . 
Chester." 


hted    out  _of   the    venerable,  Italian    Torqoato    Caliano    by    Robert 


^  ,. _ ^ral  Work!., 

upon  the  first  subject,  vii.:  The  Phtenix  and  Turtle."  The  poem 
was  reprinted  in  The  Forrst,  folio  1516.  Mr.  Swinburne  says  of 
this  poem:    "In   'The  Admirable   Epode,'   as  GiSord  calls   it,  .  .  . 

and  inequality  of  style  are  at  least  as  conspicuous  as  the  occasional 
vigour  and  the  caaaal  felicity  of  phrase.  But  if  all  were  as  good  as 
the  beat  passaces,  this  early  poem  of  Jonson's  would  undoubtedly 
be  very  aood  indeed.  Take  for  instance  the  description  or  dcnnt. 
tion  of  true  love:  '  That  is  on  essence  far  more  genlle,  Sne,'  etc. 
(Lines  4S-S0.1  Again;  '  O,  who  is  hi  that  in  this  peaci  enjoys/ 
etc.  [Lines  55-6S.J  And  few  of  Jonson's  many  moral  or  gnomic 
passages  are  finer  flian  the  following;  'He  thai  for  lovi  of  good- 
ness   haleih   ill,'    etc.       [Lines    87-90.]      This    metre.    thoaeh__  very 

Study  ef  Be«"}fnson.  ?ffl9°)'""i!.lne ,1,  State:  status,  equilibrium. 
Line  Ifi,  Cloje  cams.-  secret  cause.  Line  23.  Larun:  alarm.  Line 
29.  Passions:  the  final  ion  is  frequently  made  dissyllabic  in  Eliia- 
belhan  verse.  Cf.  Page  641.  No.  630,  line  2i.  Line  41,  fVith  vhom, 
who  ridts:  tuhom  refers  to  Blind  Desire  (line  37).  lefco— whoever. 
Line  47,  A  golden  eluun.  Cf.  these 
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I  ittiqn*,  1604,  referred  by  a 


By  union, 

Linei  63-65,  At  ngtiition  af  a  ttttp  dttirt,  etc.  Profeuor  Ki 
tredge  lOBgeits  that  a  iit«p  deaire  ii  a  precipitous  desire,  ■  deni 
iota  wbicb  a  man  casts  himself  headlong;  »»»iion  impLiet  tempt 
tioo.  The  figure  i«  evidently  inipired  hy  tfie  temptation  of  Jesi 
from  the  pinnacle  of  the  temple.  Line  73,  Sparrojv's  aingi:  tl 
'  -     "  ■■       10*.  Only;    eicluiiyely.      Lit 


113,   That  knom  tht  weight  of  guill:    ti. 
hiid  poen 


Quid ....      ...   ... 

Attimusgue  culpa  plenus, 


(Hippolytiu.  1.,  Ifti  (f  ug.) 
pAda  496,  No.  tSS—ffhert  wards  are  Bieak  and  foes  encBunfring 
Itranr.  From  Ponni,  1595.  Line  6,  Sitly  lri«ch:  i.e.,  innocent. 
hannleis.  Line  18,  Miiifi™m*i;  mushrDoms;  both  form*  were 
mcd  in  Southwell's  day.  Liiu:  19.  Jn  Aman's  pomp  poor  Mardechetis 
mept:  "When  Mordecai  perceived  all  that  was  done  Mordecu 
rent  bis  clothes,  and  put  on  sackcloth  and  «shes,  and  went  ooi 
into  the  niidst  of  the  city,  and  cried  with  a  loud  and  bitter  cry." 
iEnher,  chap.  IV.  1.)     Amm;    Hanun.     Mardacheiu:    Mordecai. 

pAflB  497,  No.  459  — tel  Ml  tht  thigfisli  ileep.  From  WUliam 
Byrd'i  Pialms,  Sangi,  and  SoHneli,   1611.     "  QuainL  old-faibioned 

moral  verses  ware  much  affected  by  Byrd,  particularly  in  hit  latest 
•ong-book.      He   inculcates   precepts   of  bomely  piety  in  a  cheerM 

Many  tnin  strongly  object  to  be  bullied  from  a  pulpii,  but  he  most 
be  a  bom  churl  who  could  be  offended  at  such  an  exhortation  as 
the  following."  (Bullen.  Jtilroduciion.  Lyrici  from  EtaabtlhaH 
SoHg-Booki,  ed.   1B91.) 

Puci  497,  No.  460  — In  going  to  my  nctid  bed  or  oiu  that 
wenid  havf  slept.  From  The  Paradise  of  Dainty  Devices  1576, 
where  Edwardcs  is  named  as  *'  sometimes  Master  of  the  Singing- 
boys  at  the  Cbapel  Royal."  He  died  ten  years  before  The  Paradise 
appeared. 

Pace  500,  No.   463  —  If*  hovering  Ihoughtj  ironld  Hy  to  haaven. 

Line   5,  HoHd  rfown; ..    -v  .^  .     .      .      .     . 

usually  of  leather,   ' 

was  the  usual  term  in  falconry  for  drawing  or  cnticiog  tbe  bavk 
back  to  the  fist,     "  Tht  lure  "  was  the  decoy. 

Page  501,  No.  ^iZ—Thi  ivorU.'s  a  b^ite  and  the  life  of  man. 
Prom  Reliquiic  IVoiloniana,  1651.  This  poem  was  signed  "  Ignoto  ' 
in  the  first  cd.  Il  was  lirst  ascribed  to  Bacon  in  Farnaby'i  Flort- 
bgium,  1639,  and  has  elsewhere  been  ascribed  to  Raleigh,  Donne, 
and  Henry  Harrinton.  The  evidences  of  Bacon's  attthorahip  are 
briefly   stated    in    Dr.    Hannah's   Courtly    Polls,    ed.    1870,    p.    117. 


DoliiHihyGoOHlc 


rioiiii'  TIC  /Stdroto  rifiot  Tpf/Bow;  siv  'ayopy  fifv 
NtiKtn  Kai  YoXsiTttl  irp^wc  k.  t.  X. 

(Aattud.  Gr»s,  Ix.  ]»J 
A  literal  triiuIatlDn  of  tbla  eplEram  reads:  "Wliat  path  io. lite 
Bhall  a  person  cut  IhronEhl  la  tbe  (orum  are  quanels  and  dimcnlt 
■uits;  ai  hoioe  caTei:  in  the  fields  enanih  ol  toils;  in  tbe  sea 
fright;  in  a  foreign  land  fear,  it  you  have  anythine;  but  If  you 
are  in  a  difficulty,  veiitioa.  Have  you  a  vile!  you  will  not  be 
without  aniiely.  Are  you  unmarried?  you  live  Blifl  more  Bolilary, 
Children  are  troubles.  If  ctaildlesi  life  is  a  maimed  conditioD. 
Yonlb  is  thoughtless.  Gray  hair;  are  acrcngthless.  There  i)  a 
choice  of  one  of  these  two  things,  either  never  to  have  been  born, 
or  to  die  a*  soon  u  bom."  (Bohn.)  Sereral  other  Eliiabethan 
poets  have  made  translations  or  paraphrases  of  the  epigram.  The 
opening  couplet  of  three  of  these  are: 

At  least  with  that  Greek  sage  still  make  us  cry 

Not  to  be  bom,  or,  beinE  born,  to  die. 

(Bishop  EingO 


d  of  Hawthornden.) 

Pace  50J,  No.  464  —  Co,  nixlUly  tarts,  tht  tntmj  la  fit.     From 
John   Dowlaod's  A  Pilgrim's  Sataci,   1612.     Ljne    13,  Amatt:    con- 


Page  S03,  No.  46S  - 

This  seems  lo  me  lo  1 

fzs.s: .'?  izi  4 

Margaret.  Countess  of 

Clifftrd.  Daniel    was  a 

it  in   Tkt  EicurjioH,  I 

vol.  vi..  p.    132),  and 

the   state  of  a  wise  m 

"Certwoly."    write*    S) 

1«8.    p.    58),   "if   e« 

virtue   ve   so   commonl 

against   calamity,    this    noble   i 

Epiatle 

will 

be 

all  liut 

'the  Utt  po* 

from  which  be  will  extrude  ht 

T  defenders" 

Paob  SOS,  No.  466  -  What  i, 

'a  day. 

,  en 

Hit*,  or 

a  ytar.    From 

8iehard    Alison's    An    Hour's 

Rtcr/, 

Music, 

1606.      Three 

additional  stanias,   found  in    1 

rht  Geldin 

Go 

rlaxd  of  Princily   Dr- 

lighli,    and    in    the   Roxburgh/ 

Balla. 

Is.   a 

not    Biv- 

m    in   Alison's 

virsitfn,   and  Mr.   Bullen  dout 

>ti  if  t1 

were  writler 

1  by  Campion. 

DiniiiiHi  h;Google 


Mmo  in  ths  Rarbttrglie  Batladi  >  "  Seeand  part  "  w  appeaded. 
.waold  lecm  tbat  Campion  wsi  indebted  to  ■  fifiecoth-ccntDTT  •    - 
(eonUined  in  Rymiii'i  collection  in  the  Cunbridge  PuUie  Libwr) 


^t.^. 


every  dejghte, 

Suidtnan's  Diary  (in  the  British  Museum  MSS.  Latudowmr, 

.1     .n     cir— 1 — V.    .1.-   I...   .^p    jtanms    of    thr   loae 

differing  ic 


,    foL   49,    temp.   Eliisbeih)    the   fii_.      .  _ 

car  more  like  the  song  In  Rymao,  and  dlfl „ , 

n  the   Inter   version.      The  fir.l   two   slanias  were  anonymonilT 


nnd  dell 

Pack  S06,  No.  *67 —  Fatmitll.  yr  tilled  lollirt.  pUatiag  trom- 
btiit  In  the  liril  edition  of  Walton'g  Att^ir  this  poem  it  prefaced 
br  the  remark,  "  ai  Hme  lay  written  by  Dr.  D.  (Donne.]"  In 
later  cdiliong  ii  added  "  and  some  lay,  written  by  Sir  Barry 
Wotton."  In  Aihmolean  MS.  38,  the  versM  are  entiiled  Ooetot 
Donne's  yahdiclion  io  Ihi  World,  and  in  H'l'l'j  iHlerprelir,  tS71. 
it  ii  credited  to  Sir  Kenelm  Digljy.  3ir  H.  Nicolas  is  authority 
for  the  Blatement  that  Che  verses  are  aaid  to  hare  been  written  b* 
RalclEb  in  the  Tower  shortly  belorc  his  execution,  but  although,  i 
ScbelTinj   says,   "'the   bold    and    '       '     '        -    •    •- 


sol^nl 


Walter,'^  there  seems  to  be  no  other  authority  for  ascribing  then 
"  with  the  tille   An    Hir- 


to   him.     Archbishop   Sancrofl   nv«  t 

a  globe,  thus  ifeakilh  (MS.  Tarn.),  out  aoes  not  m 
author's  name.  Line  17.  Unkind:  annatnral.  Line 
nine.      Line    II.    fit    onrelj    aith    ladia:_     Vit,    here 

at  India,  widi  ha  wealth,  would  not  be  able  to  equal,  < 
(Sebelling.) 

PiiGt  SIO,  No.  469  — Care  for  thy  tout  at  thing  of  en 
Prom  WiUlam   Byrd'a  Ptolmt.   Sonniti,   and   Songi,    IS 


,   Evtry^  Man  out  ef  hit  I 


i.   sc.    I.      It   was  primed  from  Rawlinten  US.  SS, 

t.  I/,  oy  Mjr.  ilannab  in  bis  Courtly  Poets,  1S70.  Other  copies, 
mger  and  anonymous,  have  been  printed  from  varioui  aourccs. 
JDclnding  Percy.     Sylvester  imitated  it;    Workt,  p.  651. 

Paob  sis.  No.  474  —  M ortial,  the  thiBgs  thai  da  attain.  TWl 
poem  is  ■  translation  from  one  of  Martial's  Bptgrami.  The  poeai 
baa  not   only  the   merit    of   being  one   o{   the   earliest    tranalaliont 

the  best  translation  that  has  appeared.  Surrey,  having  selected 
a  poem  of  a  grave  and  moral  nature,  from  an  author  who  aboands 
with   rnany  of  a   lighter   cast,    such    as   would    be   considered   more 

bave  bad  an  elevated   mind,   and  a  high  sense  of  what   is   due  to 
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Ad  Stifmrn 

Jucundissime  Maniilis,  hn:  lu 
Rei  nan  patU  labore,  icd  reli 
KOD  ingrstus  Bger.  focui  perci 

Piutleiis  simpUlcItas.  pares  ami 
Conviclus   facilis,   sine  arte   m 

Noit   "">>    'hria      «^    U.1..I3    r..ri 

Non 


fac 

velis.  n.—, 

diem,  ncc  opt«i. 


Simmumiif 


tine  3,  Tkt  richti  lift;  "All  other  copies,"  observes  NotI,  "read 
Ifc<  richesii  left.  I  believe  no  mare  was  intended  than  the  plural 
nominative,  rickts.  It  will  be  proper  to  observe,  however,  that 
richesje  is  frequently  used  as  a  singular  subsEantive  for  wealth 
personified,  as  in  the  Ramaunt  of  tht  Roit,  line  1071;    or  a  suie 


by  our  best  early  writers."    Cf.  i 


Ftttry  Qaeeni,  Bk.  II.   Can. 


Pace   SIS^  No,  475  — H™  happy  i. 

the    Rtiiquia    iVoUoniana,    and   renrir.,,_   ,.    ,j-      ^,, 

who  admired    the    poem   very   much,    had   the   lines   by   \ 
qnoted    Ihem    to    Drummond   ai    Wotlon's.      They    are    s 


P*GE  519.  No.  Ail— Happy  vKrs  kt  could  iiniah  forth  kii  fate. 
"  This  '  passion  '  is  said  to  have  been  enclosed  in  a  letter  to  Queen 
Elizabeth  from  Ireland  in  1599."  (Hannah's  Courtly  Pacts  f.  177.) 
Line  6,  H'ps  aod  haaii:    The  fruit  of  the  wild-rose  and  bawtborn. 

Pagi  524,  No.  487  — Eofii  ruch  U  Time,  that  lehii  in  trmt.  Of 
quilt    (see'  No.    6c6.   i      '        '•""<"'     ■•'-    —    —'■-'■'■■'' 


■T  on  the  ni^ht  before  his  execution.  Mr.  Qnilli 
t  the  assertion  is  probably  based  upon  iDierent 
—en  if  Sir  Walter  wrote  them  either  then  or 
t  they  should  have   been   attributed  to  him 


Raleigh's  Priroiatmei  of  ParliamtuH.  1 
earlier;  also  with  To-day  a  mau,  To-n 
Raleigh's  ffrmnni.  IMl.  Rrliouia  Wolto« 
the  title.  Sir   WaOtr  tht   Night  bifort  kis 
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P«l«  52S,  No.  488  — r.-««M  (**  ftalkirtd  Iking.     J 
«a*  Archdeacon  of  Chicheiler.     He  played  the  dramati 

FUicktr.   1679.      In  middle  life  Mayne  gave  up  poetry 
hero  given  i>  by  far  the  beat  of  hia  ihorter  poems. 

aper  Mayiie 

Pace  S2i5.   No.   489  — /og  en.  joe  <"•,   Ik*  foal-path 
The  Winltr-,  Tale.  1610,  a«.  iv.  ic'  3. 

may.     From 

P*ot   527,    No.   492  — Tw  mirt*   tk^l   Ms  Ikt   vetAt 
From  Tht  Knigki  of  Ikr  Burning  PeHlt.  1611,  act  iL  sc 

with  blood. 

P*oi  SZ9,  No.  495  -  Th.  tank,  hit  ekaliti  with  thomert.     From 
Sc^aa;  Mitamtirfkosii.    1589.     The  poem  ia  imitated  from  Philippe 

La  terre  nafiuere  glac^ 

Son  seiD  est  embelU  de  fleurs^ 
L'air  est  encore  amoureux  d'elle, 
Le  ciel  rit  de  la  voir  b  belle. 
Et  «oi  j-en  angmente  mes  pleura. 

Lta  boia  aonl  cooverts  de  feuilUje. 

Et  moi,  laaf    privj  de  ma  gloire, 
Te  m'habille  die  couleur  noTre, 
Signe  del  ennuis  que  je  len*. 

De«  oiseaux  la  troupe  !6gere 
Chantant  d'une  voix  ramagere 
S'fjaye  atix  bois  i  qui  mieux  mieux: 

imitated   Desportei,    of   whoae 

-, .  , J  „      ■^.-t  .u.r  the  most  part  Englished  and 

ordinarily  in  every  man'a  hand."     (See  Noa.  S9t  and  i*.  pp.    l?2, 

Paoi  S3I,  No.  Am~Tkey  thai  have  pewer  to  hurt  and  will  in 
ment.  Sonnet  xciv.  in  Skake-spiari'i  SonnelUs,  1609.  Shake- 
apeare  has  described  his  friend  (see  Sonnet  xdii.)  as  able  to  show 
.    •- v.,_   L._v„._._-   ,,,„   ......^v...     .Lj  sabjeel  ia  en- 
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flower  is  sweet ''to  the  summer  though  it'  li«"and  i^e'' 
itself.  Yet,  lei  such  an  one  beware  coriuptioD,  which  nuke! 
the  aweelest  flowera.  Line  6,  Espante:  expenditure,  and 
Line  11,  Basi:  SlauntoD  propoBes  foui.  (Dowden.)  Line 
basest  mtd:  Sidney  Walker  proposes  the  baresi  weed.  (Di 
Line  14,  Lilit,  thai  fitltr,  etc.;  Thjs  line  oMuia.  Myi  I 
in  King  Edward  Itl.,  act  li.  k.  1  {near  (be  clo»  of  the 
I  quote  the  passage  ibat  the  reader  may  see  bow  the  lini 
into   the  play,  and  form  an  opinion  as  to  whether  the  play 

A  spacious  field  of  reasons  could  I  urge 
Between   his  glory,   dauebier,  and  thy  shame: 
That  poison  allows  worst  in  a  golden  cup; 
Dark  night  seems  darker  by  the  lightning  flash; 
Lilies,  that  fester,  smell  far  worse  than  weeds; 
And  every  glory  that  Inclines  to   sin, 
The  same  is  treble  by  the  opposite- 
It   should  be  remembered  that  several  critics  assign  to  Sbal 
a  |>ortion  of  this  play,  which  was  first   printed  in   \196.     Tl 

Pace  532,  No.  5D0  — 5J<hii  diliyi,  Ihty  briid  remorse.  Si 
wrote  seven  slancas  to  this  poem,  of  which,  folloning  Mi. 
Couch's  example,   I  give  ,    ■       ■      -         ■  ■        - 


arying  metaphora,  and  the  po 
doth  knock 


Babel's  babes  a 


Page  547,  No.  522  —  Thr  jHdian  viid  ailherid  quitt.  Prom  Mr. 
A.  T.  Quiller- Couch's  Golden  Pomp.  1896,  where  the  editor  says  it 
was  "Kindly  sent  to  me  by  Dr.  Grosart,  from  a  MS.  in  Trinity 
College,  Dublin."  Wiadome  was  a  Protestant  fugitive  in  Mary"! 
reigni  afterwards  Rector  of  Systed  in  Essex  and  of  Seltringtoa 
in  Yorkshire.  He  died  in  1568.  Ralph  Erskine's  Tobacco  ^pinl- 
aalised,  beginning;  "  Tobacco  is  an  India*  uiitd,"  etc.,  is  clesrly 
but  a  copy  of  this  old  ditty  of  Wi«dome's.  Erskine  died  in 
1 752. 

Page  547,  No.  S23  —  If  (fcoii  mniife  my  tueU-conttnltd  if«. 
Sonnet  mil.  io  Shokt-ipiareS  Sonntltei.  1609.  From  the  ibongbt 
of  dead  friends  of  whom  be  is  the  sorviyor,  Shakespeare  puses  to 
the  thought  of  his  own  death,  and  his  friend  as  the  sarvivor.  Tbis 
sonnet  reads  like  an  enyoy.  (Dowden.)  Line  4.  Thv  dtaaitd 
lover:  The  term  was  used  by  writers  of  Che  Eliiabethan  age 
generally  for  one  who  lovis  attolher,  without  the  mettning  of  « 
special  passion  of  love  between  man  and  woman.  Lines  S-o. 
Compan    thtm  .  .  .  ftitry  ptn:    "May  we   infer   from  these    line* 

75S 
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NOTES 

(uid  10),"  iiki  Prof.  Dowdcn,  "that  Shakespeare  had  >  aens 
of  the  wonderful  progrtis  of  poetry  ia  the  tinw  of  Elizabeth? " 
Line  7,  Reunie:    prewive. 

Fkci    S48,    No.    S24  —  Th'   Aiiyrtan    King, 


diitinKuisiied  in  hiiiory.  Of  this  dewripiion  is  the  present  sonnet. 
The  chiracler  of  Sardanapalua,  ntaelhcr  i(  be  a  translation  or  m 
original  compDsition,  i<  drawn  with  a  masterly  hand.  It  is  probahh 
that   Surrey  had  the  conduct   of  Henry    VIIl..  in  mind.      The_  nn- 

prelation  of  this  aoDDCI  is  inleresting,  ior'hc  conceives  it  to  be 
a  direct  ridicule  of  Henry  under  the  guise  of  Sardanapalus,  which 
was    no    doubt    [nsiigaled^  from   the_  be^nning,    as    Nott    intimates, 

Snrrey.      He  'i^ys^iEn^hl    SoiTifelj)!""  By" mSrde"ilfg   hiraKlf"o 

thing  which  was  left  for  'Henry  to  do  in  order  to  show  himscEf 
not  inferior  to  Sardanapalus,  was  to  be  bold  enough  to  commit 
■oicide;  but.  as  Henry  failed  to  do  this,  he  is  here  delivered  dp 
to  the  diaguEI  of  posteriiy.  as  a  Iboroughty  unmanly  scoundrel 
,  "  The   boldness   of  the  aonnet   is  Konderful,    if   we    consider  the 

d^aih-warraot    of    Surrey?      Henry    picked    »n    ill-founded     quarrel 

assumption,  had  it  even  been  illegal,  compared  with  this  terribk 
invective?  One  imagines  Henry,  with  wrath-while  lips,  putting  the 
copy  of  it  in[D  his  pocket,  and  Baying  iatemally,  '111  murdtr  yim. 

Page   S49,  No.    526  ~  Tkii  night  ii  my  departing  night.     These 

Cam^liaerof^Edrom,  ?^rdlen''of"  he  Middle' tluitche^  on  June"!!, 
1«M,  at  Raesknows.  near  Loehmaben,  whither  he  was  going  Is 
bold  a  court  of  justice.  "Two  of  the  ringleaders  in  the  Daughter 
(MiHjireliy  of  ihi  Scoitish  Bender,  vol.  ii.,  p.  19),  Thomas  Arm- 
•t'ong,  eatled  Ringan'i  Tain,  and  Adam  Scott,  called  the  Prckrl, 
re  tried  at  Edinburgh  at  the  initance  of  Carmlchael  of  Edroa- 
~    -  —  ' '   --    "— -    ■■--■-   "-itids   Btruch    -"    "■ '— 

iber,  1601." 


They   were   condemned  to   have   their   hatids   strucli    --.    

to    be    hanged,    and  their   bodies   gibbeted   on    the__Borough    Moor; 


Pace  549.  No.  SJ7  — My  prime  of  youth  is  but  a  frost  of  cot 
These  verses  are   from  Reliqma   SPiHlonianr,    where,  they   are  a 


"  Chidiock   Tichboroe,    being  younf 
"-'■    ■   '    -    '■ ■■-    "      Tichl 


participating 


in  the  Babington's  conspiracy.  "  A  beautiful  tetter,"  sa] 
Qoiller-Couch,  "  to  his  wife,  written  before  his  execution,  u  sou 
preserved."  The  poem  was  set  to  music  in  John  Hunday'a  Smgi 
and  Pialms,  I5P4;  in  Richard  Alison's  Honri  Recrtation,  I6M; 
■nd  Michael  Este's  Madrigals  of  thru,  faar,  and  Sv  Porta,  1604. 

7S6 
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Br.  Huinab  prints  a  reply  to  them  in  hii  Courlh  Patli.  p.  1!!, 
purpOTtins  lo  bave  been  writtCD  by  Babinglon,  Tichborne'i  fallow 
contpirMor,   beBioniag; 

Thy  flower  of  youth  is  with  b  north  wind  blasted; 

Thy  feast  of  joy  ti  an  idea  found,  etc. 
Pace    SSO,    No.    528  — Comi    thou,    vho    art   the    wini    and    wil. 
Line    46,    Plalonicb    year:     Aceording   to    Plato    in    TImatai,    the 
period   ia   which    the    eiabt    Htellar   circles    complete   their    rotation 

Faoe  SS3,  No.  Sll  —  Thy  bosom  ti  indearid  vilk  all  htarti. 
Sonnet    xxxi.    in    Shakespeare's    Sonnettei,    1609.       Shakesijcare'a 

Drar  nligiout  love:  In  A  Lover'i  Complainl,  the  beautiful  yoath 
pleads  to  his  love   that   all  earlier    hearts  >whicb  bad   paid  bomi^ 

a  nun;  a  sister  sanctified,  but  (line  250):  " Religioai  leve  #■>( 
oul  ReligioK-i  eyes."  (Dowden.)  Line  10.  Hvnf  wilh  the  Ircfhitl 
of  my  laveri  gone:    Cf.  A  Lovtr's  Cemplaiat.  line  218; 

Lo.  all  tbew  trophies  of  affections  hot 

Must   your   oblations   be. 

P*OT  SSS,  No,  S33  — My  Lult,  be  (u  thou  arrt  wktn  thou  didil 
erota.     From  Poeittj,  Amorous,  Funeral    etc..  Part  II.,  1616.     Line 

Page  555,  No.  S3*  — Alexis,  here  she  stayed;  amoug  thist  pi«ts. 
This,  and  the  following  sonnet  (No.  5»>.  are  numbered  Ix.  and 
litix.,  in  Sougs.  Scnneli,  etc  Cunningham's  ed.,  1833.  In  them 
the  poet  mourns  the  death  of  his  mistress.  For  account  of  Drum- 
mond's  lofe  see  Masson's  Life  ef  Drummond  pp.  46-52.  Line  I, 
AUxii:  Name  by  which  Dratnmond  addreaied  hie  friend,  William 
Alexander,   Earl   of  Stirling. 

Paoe  S56,  No.  S36  —  No  hngtr  mourn  for  me  when  I  am  dead. 
Sonnet  Ixzi.  Skake-speare's  Soimeilet,  .1609.  Shakespeare  goes 
back  to  the  thought  of  his  own  death,  from  which  he  was  led 
away  by  Sonnet  ijcri.,  ending  "  To  die,  I  leave  my  love  aloitt." 
The  world  in  this  sonnet  is  the  "vile  world"  described  in  Ixvi. 
(Dowden.)     Line  2,  The  surly  sullen  betl:    Cf.  /  King  Henry  l^., 

Remember'd   knolling   a   departed  friend. 
Line   10,   Compounded  am  vnth  clay:    Cf.   1  King  Henry  JV.,  act 
iv.    ac.  5:    "Only  compound  me  with  forgotten  dust." 

Pagb  559.  No.  540  —  Here  she  aai  wont  to  go,  and  here,  and  herel 
Line  6,  Donny  blow-ball:  The  downy  bead  of  the  dandelion. 
Line  9.  At  she  had  lOwu  Ikim:  Compare  Sidney's,  "  Ifho  halk  Ike 
feel  whose  step  all  sweetness  plauleth."  —  First  Song.  Asirophet 
and  Stella. 

Page  559.  No.  541  —  When  Ikon  must  home  to  shades  of  uHdrr. 
ground.      From    Campion  and   Rosseter's   Book   of  Airs,    1601.      In 
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the  whole  ruige  of  English  poctrr  there  it  not  a  more  impfeMiri 
Iriic   than   thn.      I   aay    impressive   becauK    after    fasciriatine  vitt 

thai  myBierioiii  and  in^nite  depth  of  Mona  Liu's  smile,  — Oe  Ot 
enigma  of  La  Giaconda's  mouth,  —'  its  £nal  emotion  is  aa  im 
siBtiblc  falalily  which  teemi  unescapable.  Mr.  Bullen  sayi  a(  il: 
"  For   romaollc    beauty    (it)    could  hardly   be    matched    outside  of 

"- -' '         " "'     ""'Vj-""^*,;/™,    ^ 

e  of  Propertiut,  iL  U: 
Sunt  spud  infemoi  (ol  miltia  formosamm; 
Pulcbta  ait  in  luperia,  si  licet,  una  locis. 

VoUscum   Europe,   nee  proba  Paaiphae.  (Bullen.] 

Pagi  S60,  No.  542  —  When  I  da  count  Ike  clad  Ikal  tells  Ai 
time.  Sonnet  xii..  in  Sbahe-speari't  Sonnetlti,  1609.  This  Hnuut 
seems  to  be  a  ^thcting  inio  one  of  Sonnets  v.,  vL.  vii.  Lines  1.  2, 
like  Sonne!  vii.,  speak  of  the  decay  and  loss  of  the  brishtness  iso 
beauty  of  the  day;  lines  3-S,  like  Sonnets  v..  vi.,  of  the  loss  ud 
h*>iit.H  n<  th>  4.*ri*<      jrtr.^AM^  \     Tj«-   1     v:^ttf  past    prime:   *"' 


HamW 
Line  e. 

'cf,  'A*'kid'a,mmer^Nithfs  D'eJ^!",.<A 

'ii   ^^'"J.  "'*"■' 

Hath 

rotted  ere  bis  youth  atuined  a 

bea'id. 

Line  9. 

Qnestiof. 

make;    consider. 

Pace  560,   No 
The  concladlng 
vtr:    dove.     So. 
of  the  riehe   ma 
tnrtyle*  or  two 

543  — L.*«   at   the   Cuhier,  an   the    bar^d   bnA 

>onnel    (bxTviii.)  in  Amaretti.   1S9S.      Line  S,  C>i 
a  Caxion's  Liber  FetiivtKs,  1483:    "The  offerjow 

ah-er  byrdi."    '                                                       ' 

P*0»  S6I,  No. 

544  — To  me.  fair  friend,  you 

•.™er  can  be  M. 

Sonnet 

Three's 
two  tna 

civ.,  in  Skate-ipearei  SenHttles,  1609,     Line  2.   Eyed;  CI. 
d   her    language,"    in    The    Twa   NabU    Kinsmen.      Line  «, 
ummers-  pride:    Cf.  Romea  and  Juliei,  >a   i.   sc.    2:     "Ui 
t  summers  tBilkir  in  their  pride."     Line  10,  Steal  from  kii 
creeps  from  his  fipire  m  the   dial.      So  in   Sonnet  Ixnii, 

in    tite 

562,  No. 

Summer's  Last  mil  and  Tesia 
(    1593.    while   the    plague   was 

f  men   and  beiHI 
met.    16O0,(acld 
raging).      L.ne  i. 

Pace   562.   No.    S46— Wflh   fair  Ceres,   Queen   of 
Sili'ir  Age,   1613.     Line  8,  Champions:    CbampaigQi 

Page  563,  No.  547  — W*™  icicles  hang  by  the 

,..,..    .,-2.     Line  9,  Krel  iA»  '- ' 

(Ualone.)      Line  1 


Labour's  Lest,  1592.  Line  9,  Keel  the  pot:  cool  by  ladling  to  pre- 
vent boiling  over.  (Ualone.)  Line  II,  Sou:  a  story.  Line  14, 
Crabs:  wild  applet. 


.  548  — Wour  nrinler  nights 
pion's  Third  Book  af  Airs,  1617.  "  In  this  Ci 
Eliiabethan   -        - 


s  Third  Book  af  Air,.  1617. 

-ng-Boohs)   where  all  at. 
enlarge:  '•     (BuUeo.) 
7S8 
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NOTES 

Paob  S£4,  No.  i*9  —  Slitkt  elf  year  fifiK^  Irwte.  From  Tht 
Maigu*  of  tht  Inntr  Ttmpit,  perfomud  February,  1612-13.  in 
bonouT  of  till  nurriage  r>l  the  Count  Palaltnc  witb  the  Prmccu 
Eluabetb. 

Page  S6S,  No.  SSO  — Com*,  borrow,  comi.  lit  down  and  maum 
vrith  me.  From  ThomBB  Morley's  Firit  BoQh  of  Airs,  1600.  Line 
11,  Oh  ihakt  thy  htnd,  but  not  a  aerd  but  mum:  The  e-pression. 
not  a  aord  but  mum  (™  silence)  was  proverbiaL  Cf.  Peele's  Old 
IVives'    Tale: 

What?     not    a    niard    bvt    mumT    then    SacrapanC, 

We   are   betrayed. 

Pack  SSS.  No.  SSI  —  Csme.ye  heavy  iiaiet  of  night.     From  John 


i»ered  plST  of  Heywoo 
(Bullec'i    Old    Engti 


r,y,  heavy  . 
Songi   or  / 

■row,    lay   wh're   dott   thou 
id's,  Tif  Captive,  or  tht  Lost  Rtcovertd, 


Hgha,  not  in  want,  not  in  tears,  etc. 


Paoi    567.   No.    S54- 
■    the    I 

«^u?chr"v 


Paoi  S76,  No.  iM  — Pardon,  goddfis  of  tht  night.     Prom  Kuch 
Ado   About  Nothing,  1599. 

Pace  578,  No.  567  —  0  Night,  O  jealous  Night,  rrpngnaat  to  my 
meoBSns.     Frsm   The  PhanW  Nest.    1593. 

Page  S8fi,  No.  574  —  QiiMii  and  huntress,  chaste  and  fair.     From 
Cynthia'j    Rtvtit,    acted    1600,   act    t.    k.    6.      "One    of   the    most 

7S9 
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Line  10,  To  c 

Pace    586.    No.    i7i —  Cjnlhia.    becamt    your   horns    took    iarfi 
wayt.     From    CaiUca.  in  Cirlai«  Learxtd  and   Elegant  Wartn.  1631 

Fnllu!    Grevilli,    my»    Naunion     ""-^    "-    ' ' — ■■   — 

SDWOtheit  lime  wilhout  rub,  of 
.  .  .  He  WBi  B  brave  gcntlem 
Neither  illiterate;    for  .  .  .  tbei 

the" Muses,  and  which  »hewl  the  Queen's  election  had  ever  a  noble 
conduci,  and  ill  motions  more  of  virtue  and  jndgntent,  than  of 
faDcy,"  l_Fragminta  Rfgalia  ed.  Arber.  p.  SO.)  IjDe  7,  Abnuil: 
deceived.  Line  9,  Yit  ako  thxi  longuagt,  eic.  This  is  a  (ypinl 
example  of  Greville'a  extreme  condtnsstioit  in  Ihe  expression  of 
pregnant  thought.  Expressed  more  fully,  whoever  speaks  to  the 
people  of  tbings  as  they  really  ate  breaks  the  rale  of  the  idcl 
which   the   sense  worships.  ■'■  e.,   the  appearance   of    things. 

pAOi  587.  No.  S76  —  With  how  aad  sitfi,  O  Moon,  Ikon  elimb'il 
tht  ibiti.     Sonnet  xxxi.  in  Aslropkel  and  Stella,  1591.      "The  fin! 

Erfectif  charming  sonnet  in  the  En^ish  language,  a  sonnet  vhick 
Ida  its  own  after  three  centuries  of  competition."  (George  Sainit 
bory.  History  of  Elaabttluin  Liiireturt,  1887.)  Line  5,  Lvng-miik- 
leve-acQKolnlrd  lyts:  Sidney  is  fond  of  compound  words  (as  va 
Shakespeare).      In    his    Dtfinst    of    Poetry    he    considers    Engli^ 


"  pBiticaUrly  happy  In  compositions  of  two  or  three  words  together 

.    .     ,    v,h7..h     ■■    nnm    nt    th*     Bt-^^tari     K*.^..r:*»    ,1...,    y*n    K-     i.,     !..«.*.....«■* 

poem  is  a  tittle  obscare  by  transposition. 
ungratefulneu  there  a  virlueT     (C  Lamb. 

Pack  58J,  No.  S77  —  Cynthia,  ahose  glories  art  at  full  forrvtr. 
From  Caelica.      (See  note   to  No.  STS)  ' 

Page  588.  No.  S78—  Look  how  Ike  pale  SMen  of  the  silenl  nigU. 
Included  in  Davison's  Poetical  Rhafisady,  1802.  Of  Charles  Boi 
little  is  known.  He  has  verses  before  Robert  Pricket's  Honanri 
Fame  in  Trinrnfih  Riding,  1604.  and  Sir  William  LeightDn'i 
Teart  or  Lamentalion,  of  a  Sorroni/ul  Soule,  1614,  which  probaUr 
belong  (0  Christopher  Ttrooke.  John  Davies  of  Hereford  addressed 
an  epigram  to  "  My  kind  friend,  Mr.  Charles  Best "  (among  tbc 
Epigrams  lo  Writing  Persons  in  The  Scai»-e*  of  Folly,  161D-11). 

Page  569,  No.  i79  — Golden  slumbers  kiss  yonr  eyes.  Fran 
The  Pleasant  Comedy  of  Patient  Grisetl,  1603,  by  Dekker,  dettle, 
and    Haughton.      Doubtless   Ihe    songs    are    by    Dekker. 

Paoe  589,  No.  5S0  — Ca«u  Sleep,  and  viih  thy  tivrl  deeeieiat- 
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(nu     Tht   Woman  Heltr,   1607,  ut 
etclier.      Mr.  Biillen  Kcnu  to  bc[ic^ 


Pace  589,  No.  5&1  —  Cart-charntiitg  Slt€p,  Ihi 

rtwright's  Yfte  ie.«  ..    

thisTjeautiful  irivdUlion : 

Seat  np  Iier  eyes,  O  Sleep. 


■dy    of   ValtnHttiai 

■'bg  shoufiTbl   el"fier   "a^f'or  fuVg'^  'w^tai 


And  re  present  her  thoughts,   O  dreams, 
Wilh  bushine  winds  and   purlins   BiTcams, 
Wbllea   boverinE  Silence  sits  without. 
Careful   to   keep   disturbance    out. 
Then  KiK  her.    Sleep,  thus  her   again    resign: 
So   what  was   Heaven's  gift   well   reckon  thine. 

Pace  590.  No.  S82  —  Cari-charmrr  SUip.  San  of  the  tablt  Night. 
Samuel  Daniel  bad  an  eminently  looteraplalive  genius  wfiith 
slit  have  anticipated  the  sonnet  as  U  is  in  Wordsworlh.  but 
iich  the  fashion  of  the  day  eonljned  to  the  not  wholly  suitable 
bject  of  Love.  In  the  splendid  Cere-chatmir  Sleep  ...  be  con- 
lucd.  as  will  be  seen,  to  put  his  subject  under  the  inAuence  of 
s  prerailing  facuKv."  (George  Saintsbury,  History  of  Bliiabelhaa 
lerat-ure,  1887.)  Bartbolamew  Griffio,  Gent.,  in  Us  Fideisa,  more 
lastt  ihan  Kind.  1S9&.  has  a  sonnet  reminiscent  of  this  and  the 
ccedins  numbers,  which  opens: 

Can-channer  ,S1eep.  sweet  ease  in  resiles  miaerT, 
ie™  fellcHy, 


The  captive's  liberty,  and'his 
Balm  of  the  bruised  heart. 


Brother  oE  qujel  death.  i 

Page  591,  Va.  SSI  — Hark  all  you  Loiies 
impion  and  Bosseter's  '  "--'-  -'  ■•—-  ■ 
th    •tanias  of  Ibis  [hm 


All  yon  (hil  will  hold  watch  with  km. 

The  fairy-queen  Proscrpin!) 
Win  make  von  fairer  than  Dione'i  dove; 

Rosea  red,  lilies  white 

And  the  etear  damask  hue, 

Shall  on  your  cheekt  alight: 


They  that   hav .— 

Ori  delights  amorous. 
She  vows  that  they  shall  li 


r  loved  before, 

.hat  loving  humoDr  marc; 
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This  poem  wu  printed  anonjrmousl]'  ■mong  the  Paemi  of  JiwJni 
othtr  Noblrmtti  and  Geutlemtn,  annexed   to  the   lurreptitioiu  edi- 


trie«I  flow."     (Pilgrsve.) 

P*o»  SM,  No.  58S  —  Ccmt,  Sleep;  O  Slttfl  tht  ctrtain  tnci  tl 
ptact.  Sonnec  mix.  in  AUropHel  and  Stella,  1S91.  This  sonna 
It  one  of  [he  three  which  Charles  Lamb  menliDns  as  his  favoqiiita 
among  the  Sidney  Ssnnels.  Line  2,  Bailing-flaci:  of  w^.-  Tbc 
two  edition;  of  1591  read  eironeously  balliMg-place  (^refreshing- 
is  one   end  is    represented   as   single   throughout   ^'      -     -   '«  --- 


of    1591    is 

'bidi  "di^s."  „"",'.  '.""'  ™ 
to   le   s>  the   Countess 
So  also  of  the  change   i 


c  ID,  Des 

i  deaf  of  not 


_._._._ o/DorseL    ..___._. _. 

with  cSrks  ^cliville,  siith  Earl  of  Dorset' (1638-l"o6).  "jSe"^ 
'   "     ■     ■         .--.-.    tiMedy.   first    acted  1 


obtain  the  very  end  of  poetry." 

Puce  !93,  No.  537  ~  TAe  Baor'i  \eei  in  kand  briHe  t.  Fnn 
Ritson's  .Ancient  Seng],  where  it  is  said  to  be  from  Wynkn  di 
Worde's  CkrUimaiu  Ctrolles,  IS21.  In  Ur.  Bollen's  Corolt  e«l 
Poemj,  p.  171,  he  ptinls  "'  a  modern  version  of  (he  previous  Cinil 
{The  Boar'i  Head,  ete.)  from  Dibdin'l  Tyfog.  Antig.  ii.  iiZ,' 
which  1  give  bdow: 

The  Boar-t  Head  Carol 
(Sung  at  Oneco's  College.  Oxford.) 

The  Bolt's  head  in  hand  bear  I, 
Bedecked  with  bays  and  rosemary; 

Quot  estis  in  conriTie. 
CapttI  apri  dtftte 
litddens    laudti   doming. 

The  Boar's  head,  as  I  nnderstand, 
■     Ik  the  rarest  dish  in  »11  the  land. 
Which  thus  bedecked  with  a  garund 

Cafui   apri   defer'o  .  _ 
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Our  itewatd  hath  provided  Ihii, 
In  boDDur  of  the  King  of  bliss; 
Wych  on  tbis   day  lo  be  served 


Riddms  iawde)  demim 


n  Add.  MS.  5665,  the  valuaUe  folio  wbidi  he 
ab   Museum. 

a  Mi'ir.    Line  IS,  A-tttnd- 

Page  597,  No.  591  —  Upon  my  hp.  my  Sovmign  tilt.  Richard 
Rawlaods  eniered  Cbrisl  Churcb  College,  Oxford,  io  ISSS,  bat 
being  a  lesloua  Catholic  he  declined  the  essential  tesU,  and  left 
without  B  degiee.  He  removed,  soon  after  this,  to  AaCvrerp,  and 
abandonins  his  English  name,  assumed  Ibe  surname  of  his  Duich 
grandfather,  VerstegCD.  Id  Antwerp  be  set  up  a  press;  wrote 
boola,  some  of  the  cut*  for  which  he  engraved  with  his  owa  hand; 
and  acted  as  agent  for  the  transmission  of  Catholic  literature  and 
lettera  between  England,  Spain,  Rome,  and  the  Netherlands.  The 
date  of  bis  birth  and  of  his  death  is  unknown,  bui  be  was  living.  In 
Antwerp  in  1620.  Four  Btamas  appeared  in  Martin  Peerson's  Tri- 
nale  MMtic,  1621).  Most  anthologies  give  only  the  first  three  slao- 
las,  and  in  some  it  appears  under  the  name  a\  Richard  Verstcgen, 
which,  perhaps,  is  the  more  correct  nomenclature,  as  it  docs  not 
appear  that   Rowlands  ever  returned  to  the  use  of  bis  patronymic. 

Paob  602,  No.  592  —  Go,  prttty  child,  and  btar  this  noaer.     Line 

Page  603,  No.  593  — /4i  I  in  hoars  viinter't  night.  Ben  Jonsoa 
loW  Drummpnd  of  Hawtbomden  that  he  would  have  beeB_  content 

Face  606,  No.  i95  —  Lel  othert  loot  far  ptarl  and  gold.  Line 
'.,  Tabbiti:    a  kind  of  Ihidc-threBded  watered  lilk. 

Pact  607.  No.  597  — Lwr  in  thtst  congntting  leaves:  live  all 
■hi  lame.  These  lines  are  taken  from  The  Flaming  Heart.  Of  it 
Prof,  SaiMsbury  says  (.Hislory  ef  Elisabeihan  Liieraiure,  1887): 
'His  (Crashaw's)  masterpiece,  one  of  Ibe  most  astonishing  things 
a  English  or  any  literatare,  comes  without  warning  at  the  end 
)f  Tht  Flaming  Heart.  For  page  after  page  the  poet  has  been 
artly   playing   on    some   trifling    conceit  suggested    hy    the    picture 


artly   playi 
f  Saint  Tl 


hich  Itie  boy 


SryAJn  in  the  stage  of  bis  Elegy  on  Lord  Hattiitgi 
lisdained  And  then  in  a  moment,  in  the  twinkling  ui  an  cjc, 
rithout  warning  of  any  sort,  the  metre  change*,  the  poet's  inspira- 
ion  calches  fire,  and  then  rushes  up  into  the  heaven  of  poetry  the 
jiarTellous   rocket  of  song;    ,'  Liee  in  these  conquering  leavii.'  etc. 

he  beginiung  md  the  spl^did  colour  of  the  end.     Bat  conlraiti 
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r  Cnahiw's  work."    I  luve  prefencd  to  be^ 

•■■=- -■    Ihe    paint    indicated     by    Pret 

O  tht>»   undouHied    daughttt  aj 

Page  609,  No.  599  —  Thia  eyti,  diar  Lord,  one*  braHdot  tl 
dtiirei.  From  Ftomrt  of  SiBn,  1623.  Line  1.  Brandoni:  lotcku 
Tho  folio  ind  tbe  collected  edition  of  16J6  read  laperi.  Lines  M, 
Prof.  ticheUing  fintll  Iheie  lints  jKnnaatcd  with  subtle  ponung, 
ioldpTeiina  tliem  M  follows:  "  Tlu^sc  locks,  the  gilt  (i.  e.,  the 
goldca   and   gilty)    attire   of  blushing   deeds;     waves    (of    bair  uil 

wrMkial    ibelves    (dilpwredang    reefs);     rings    (riiiBlels    of    haii), 
wliicti   wed  souls,   etc..   do   now  aspire  to   touch  thy    sacred    feeL" 


1  coniisn.  often  ...  h  has  an  nneaithlr  d 
h  only  Slake,  in   -    ' ...    .    . 


Paci  filO, 
H™.n  lo  Saint  Theresa  to  which  Tkt  Flammg  Heir 
of  appendix  .  .  .  has  no  passage  quite  up  to  the  invo- 
note  to  No.  S9t-)  But  It  is  .  .  .  for  uniform  eiallat' 
best  of  CrashawB  poems.  Yet  such  ooifonn  exaliaii 
Bougbl    ^n    dim.     Jt_^i      

tiilnking  faehion.  new  metricsl  ejects  and  new  jewelries  of  diction 
which  the  greatest  lyric  poets  since  —  ColeridRC,  Shriley,  Lord 
Tennyson,  and  Swinburne  — have  rather  deliberatelr  imitated  thai 
sponianeouslv  recovered."  (Sainlabury.  EiaabelhaH  Literaturi, 
1887.) 

"These  verses  (lines  29-50  of  Ibis  selection)  were  ever  pro- 
enl  lo  my  mind  whilst  writing  the  second  part  of  Chriilabtt:  if. 
Intieed,  by  some  subtle  process  of  the  mind  Ihey  did  not  suggest 
the  first  thouehi  of  the  whole  poem."  (Coleridge,  Tabte  Talk  ami 
Omniono.)  This  poem  being  written  before  Crashaw's  change  of 
faith  shows  tbe  essential   Catholicism  of  hb  spiritual  nature. 

Face  614,  Na  601  —  GnKiaui,  Divint,  aad  moit  Ommpatnl: 
"In  1593,  the  influence  of  the  Sidney  poems  .  .  .  was  new  and 
the  imitalors  .  .  .  display  a  good  deal  of  Ihe  quality  of  the  novice. 
The  chief  among  them  are  ^amabe  Barnes  with  hii  Parlhntpka 
and  Parlhinepht  (and  others).  .  .  .  names  is  a  modem  discov- 
ery, for  before  Dr.  Grosarl  reprinted  him  in  1875,  from  tbe  nniqw  i 
original  at  Chatwonk  for  thirty  subscribers  only  ...  be  m»  ' 
practically  unknown.     Mr.   Arber  has  since.,  m  his  Etighsh  Garuir, 

( Saiotdnry,    i 

Pace  617.  Nn.  606  — Give  me  my  icaUof-jhell  of  quiet.  It  b 
asserted  thai  Raleigh  wrote  Ihis  poem,  and  that  lieginning,  £tvi> 
jucA  is  Timr,  Ihal  Inhis  in  tr^it  (see  Note  to  No.  ^7).  in  the  I 
Tower  the  night  before  his  execution.  "  We  may,  perhaps,  accoaat," 
says  Dr.  Hannah  {Coatity  Potti,  p.  Z21).  "  for  tbe  more  strange  aiHl 
startling  mctaphars  in  this  striking  poem,  by  dating  it  dnrini 
Italeigb^s  interval  of  suspense  in   1601    after  his  condemnation  pj   I 

tion' ha d*  not"passed   away."      Prof.    Schellins   thinks,    "  it    wodd 
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NOTES 

be  dtffictilt  to  find  a  poem  more  truly  representative  of  the  age  of 
raiiabeth.  witb  its  poetical  fervor,  its  beauty  and  vividness  of 
expresaion.  hs  jurelmg  with  words,  and  its  daring  mixture  of 
IhingB  celeslial  wilE  tliingB  mundane."  lA  Book  of  EliMnbilhaa 
Lyrici.^  Line  1.  SeaHof-iheU:  eocltle-bal.  (See  note  to  No.  (Wp.) 
line  9,  Palmer:  a  pilgrim  who  had  returned  from  the  Holy 
Land,  bad  fullilied  his  vow,  and  brought  a  palm  branch  10  be 
depoaited  on  the  altar  of  the  pariah  church.  (Cenlury  Diclionary.i 
Line  16,  Milteti  hill;  Perhaps  hill  of  plenly.  running  with  mi« 
and  honey.  (Schelline^  Line  25,  SuckiU:  sweetmcals,  delioaciea. 
lAnc  42,  Angili:  An  fHiiabelhaD  pun  on  the  popular  name  for  the 
angel-noblea,   a  coin  first   struck  by   Edward  IV.;    Us  value  varies 


Cat^pi' 

!  622  No.  609  — To  wHiif  btHI  is  my  reHrtd  mind.  From 
on's  twe  Book,  of  Airi.  1613. 

Pagi 
of    Ai: 

'.  626.  No.  613  —  Vo/^r  wciit\eT-beoUn  sail  morf  ^lUng  bnl 
Tt.     From  Campion's  Divint  and  Marat  Songi  in  Two  Baokt 

P*Ci 

!  627,  No.  6!S  — ff  7  coali  Aut  tht  gate  Mflwrf  my  thoughu. 
John    Daniel's   ^axgt    for  Ihc   Lull,    Vial,  and    Voice,    1606. 

--    -    --„ -     — --     --    -.     ..    brother     . 

Samuel    baniel.      Little   i>  knoim   of  him   except  that   be    was  one 

of    the    court   DinsicionB    of    Charles   L,    and   the  publisher    of   bil 
brother's  works  in  1623. 

Pagb  631,  No.  6i9~yt)  if  His  Maiisly  our  sovereign  lord. 
From  Chriil  Churck  MS.,  and  first  printed  in  Bullen's  More  Lyrict 
from  Eheabelkon  Song-Books.  1888.  It  was  Bet  to  music  by  Thomas 
Ford.  Lir.ea  7-18.  Of  these  lines  Mr.  Bullen  writes:  "The  de- 
tailed description  made  by  a  loyal  subject  for  the  enteriainment 
of    his    earthly    king    is    singularly    impressive.      Few    could    have 

that  other   marvellously   poetical   description   of  common  objects   in 
Tennyson's  The  Revival,  in  The  Day-Uream,  beginning: 
A  touch,  a  kissi    the  charm  was  mapt. 

Here  was  a  lODnd  of  striking  clocks,  etc 
Mr.  Bullen  is  of  the  opinion  that  Henry  Vaugban,  the  Silurist, 
is  the  author  of  this  poem.  "  I  know  no  other  devotional  poet 
who  could  have  written  it,"  he  says.  Bui  as  Prof.  Sehelling 
points  out  that  Vaughan's  earliest  published  work  is  dated  1650, 
two  years  after  the  death  of  Ford,  who  died  a  very  old  man, 
the   assignation   seems  without  probaWlity. 

Fade  613,  No.  620  — Aditul  fareaelt  earth's  bKst.  From  Sum- 
mer's Last  IVill  and  TetlameM,  1600.  "The  songs  hi  Simmer's 
Last  Witt  and  Testament,"  saya  Mr,  Bullen  Unlroduclion.  Lyrics 
from  BUeabeihan  Dramallsli.  p.  viii),  "are  of  a  sombre  turn. 
We  have,  it  is  true,  the  delicious  verses  in  praise  of  spring;  and 
what  a  pleasure  it  Is  to  croon  them  overl  But  when  the  play  was 
prodaced  It  was  sickly  autumn,  and  the  plague  was  stalking  through 
the  land  .  .  .  Very  vividly  does  Nashe  depict  the  feeling  of  for* 
76s 
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From  Bean- 


wpplicalion:  and  those  pathetic 
bl»l.  mi»t  have  had  ilrange  siEni 
ltd*  the  deathbells  were  tolling." 

Paci  640,  No.  fl2S  —  Lay  a  gmrlmd  on  my  htarit. 
mont  and   Fletcher's   Tki    SiaQ't  Tragtdj,    1619. 

Pass  640,  No.  629  —  Hoa  ihouli  I  your  true  lovf  know.  From 
Hamlel,  1603.  Dr.  Fumeu  prints  the  traditional  muaic  of  this 
■ong  in  his  Variorum  ed.  of  Hamlit,  vol.  i.,  p.  330.  Line  3,  CotkU 
km:  hat  decorated  with  cockle  or  scallop.shells,  which  were  worn 
br  piiBrims  as  the  badje  of  their  vocation.  (SchelLing.)  Line  10, 
Lardta:    arrajred. 

Faoe  641,  No.  630  —  As  viiiMOui  men  pats  mildly  atray.  line 
11,    Tripidalion    of   ika    jpktrei:     A    motion    which   the    Ptolemaic 

(Ctnhir^'Dic'^'n^y./  LiMi°2S-3*6,T/ 'l?M  be  Is^T' These 'slaniai 
inspired  Dr.  Johnson  i  famous  passage  on  the  metaphysical  poets." 
a  phra«e  which  it  is  said  he  borrowed  from  a  hint  of  Dtj. 
den's.  Line  26,  As  Itilf  (sin  campaisit  are  twa:  "To  the  csa. 
parison  oE  a  man  that  travels  and  his  wife  that  stajrs  at  home  with 
s  pair  of  compasses,  It  may  be  doubted  whether  absurdity  or  in. 
■enuitr  has  better  claim."  (Dr.  Johnson,  Livrt  of  the  Engliih 
Poeti;  CowJcv.)  "This  figure  of  the  compass  is  said  to  bare 
been  loggcsted  by  the  impreia  of  old  John  Heywood,  Doone'i 
matemar  grandfather."     (Schelling,  A  Book  of  EUtabtlhttn  Lyrici-i     I 

Pact  642,  No.  631  —  fieloHom  nwn  of  tartk.  •»  more.  From 
Cupid  and  Death,  A  Masque,  16S3.  ' 

P*OE  643,  No.  632  — The  glories  of  our  blood  and  ilale.  Fioo 
Tke  cBHliHiian  of  Ajax  aud  Ulyiies.  16S9.  "Shirley's  songs." 
says  Mr.  Bullen   (Inlroduclion,  Lyrici  Irom  Elaabelhan  DramatSe. 

jimson.'  He  was  of'an  imi»tlve  turn,  and 'followed  his  model) 
dosely;  bnt  in  h>s  most  famous  song.  The  gloriet,  etc.,  and  in  those 
equally    memorable    stania*    (Vklonomi  men,   etc.),    he    struck   an 


.    i4alh.      From 
«,    nail.      From 
\-TidbTiaa  md  IJU  iKreo. 
-Falf   fathom    ft<»    l*y    falker    titi.     Fnm     i 
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Page  «!0,  No.  642  — Lfl  fht  bird  of  loudiit  lay.     "  The  Ph<tnU 

tnd    the    Tnnlt   firit  appealed,   whh    Sbakespeara's  '      " 

Chester's  Lotie'i   Uarlyr;    or  RbioUk'i  Comphiol. 


appeand,^wHb    Sbaketpeare's   name^to   It,    la 


doufat    gpurknu."       (Furnival],-     Inlroduction    to    Tin    Leopold 


I  in  the  Ihii^ 


Pack  66J,  No.  6S3  —  Tht  Lady  Mary  Villiert  lUi.  "  There  Kemi 
to  be  no  record,"  uys  Mr.  Vincent  (Carew't  Poemi,  Mtuet  Li- 
braryt,  "  of  a  Udy  Mary  Villiers  who  died  in  infancy.  Carev 
baa  elegies  on  the  Dake  of  Buckingbaio  and  hie  broihtr,  CbriMo- 
pher,  the  Earl  of  Anglesey,  with  both  of  whom  he  seems  to  bave 
been  acquamted,  but  Msj-y  Villieri,  the  daughter  of  the  Daka. 
was  three  tines  married,  and  lived  lo  aee  James  II.  on  the  Ihronc'' 


US.  of  the 
where  It  ii 

lly  'S^'m- 


£65,  No.  6S7  —  Weep  with  me  all  yo«  ikal  read.     Salaihi 

_jled  in  Cynlhia's  Revels.   1601,  and  ii    '"'      " —    "" 

>bahly   died  In   the  latter   jrear.      (Giifc 


id  simplicity,"  says  Swinbui .. 

a  lyriral  attempta."      1^  Study  of  Btn  Jonsoi 


Pao«  670,  No,  66*  —  O  faUkliis  aorldl    and  thy  r 
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Paci  iJ2,  No.  666  —  Glide  lofl,  yt  lilvtr  toodt.  Fiam  Britanttia't 
Faitaralt.  1616,  Bk.  II.,  Song  I.  Una  242-280.  Thii  »as  is  ■ 
tribute  lo  the  memory  of  Willttm  Fertat,  third  son  of  KjcholM 
Ferrar,  aa  eminent  London  merchAnt,  vba  wu  intcrolcd  in  the 
•dventUTCs  of  Hawkins,  Drake,  and  Saleigli,  and  brollier  of  tbe 
well-known  Nicholai  Ferrai  a5>l2-163;),  o!  Little  Giddins,  in 
HuntiiiEdondilre.  He  died  yoong  at  lea.  Wither  introduce!  him. 
under  flie  pastoral  name  o£  "Aleiia,"  in  Tht  ShifhtTd'i  " 
Line  4,  Ltl  no  bird  ^n^;  Katl  w»i  Evidently  — "  - 
with  Browne'*  poetry:  ivitncu  bov  ejccellentiy  fa 
in  La  Billt  Davu  Sa»,  Uerci. 


pAOt  67S,  No.  669  — Oh  hd  mart,  «•  Mort,  too  latr.  From  TV 
Brokrn  Heart,  1633. 

Fid  67S.  No.  670  — Con  ice  tiat  force  from  sridov'd  Poetry. 
For  abwlute  sincerity  of  feeling  —  for  bcresvemeni  tbai  is  more 
TSllfflaus  Iban  personal  — this  Elesy  is,  jwrhaps,  equalled  or  aor- 
nassed  'by  only  two  in  the  language  —  Ttanyaon's  In  Mrmoritm. 
and  Whitman's   If  A(n  Lilacs  last   in  the  Dooryard  Bloom'd.     I  do 

Adonaii,  Ar^Sld's^rAyrflj, 'or'"swinbnr?e°s'^^t(  Alq^' fate^^ 
after  all,  is  it  not  three-fourths  art,  and  but  ooe-foBrth  the  "um. 
which  keeps  Ihtse  things  singinE  in  men's  memories?  In  the  case 
of  Catew,  Tennyson,  and  Whilman,  the  man's  life  whose  death 
their  celebrate  itands  forth  as  tbe  manifestation  of  their  great 
virtues,  glvins  a  form  to  art.  Who  the  dead  man  was,  coe  do  not, 
mi  can  ncl  forgei.  Whatever  is  of  clusivencss  in  cither  Carew's. 
TtnuyKia'a,  or  Whitman's  elegy,  is  that  of  human  nature,  —  which 
after  aH  is  somethinE  greater  than  art. 

Donne  died  March  Jl,  1631.  Carew's  poem  was  first  published 
in  the  first  edition  of  Donne's  tyorkt,  1633.  Of  this  elegy 
Prof.  Saintjbufy  writes  (Hillary  of  Elixabelkan  Lileralart.  1887): 
"By  this  last  (the  El*gy)  the  reproach  of  vain  and  amatorions 
trill'ng  which  has  been  so  often  levelled  at  Carew  is  at  once 
thrown- back  and  blunted.  No  poem  shows  so  gieai  an  Influence 
on  the  masculine  panegyrics  with  which  Dnrden  was  to  enrich  the 
&iglish  of  the  next  geneTatlon.  and  few  are  fuller  of  noteworthy 
phrases.  Tbe  splendid  epiuph  which  closes  It  ...  is  only  the  best 
passaee,  not  the  only  good  one,  and  it  may  be  matched  with  a  fine 
and  Just  description  of  English,  ndwred  by  a  touch  of  scute  cHli- 
ciKB  (7*011  iknil  yield  lo  .  .  .  Iheir  lofl  mellinf  fkratei).  And 
it  is  the  niaa  who  conld  write  like  this  that  Hailitt  calls  an  -ele- 
gant court  trifler.'"  Line  4,  Dengh-bahed:  This  uxly  word  ii 
Donne's.  Cf.  His  Letter  la  Ike  Lady  Carey  and  M%itrtu  Bttei 
Rich,   fmm  Amiens: 

In   dauth-baktil    men    W 
J* 
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bins    25,    Thi    Mmjcj'    garden,    with    prndantic    wtds.    etc:     CL 


'm'.  inland  W. 


Since  she  lo  few.  yet  to  too  many  hath  shows. 
Hoai  lovc-ioitg  vieidi  and  laiiric  thonti  art  groom 
Whirt  aidt  of  betlir  am  wire  tarty  wnm. 
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Dund,  dlaouy. 


AuLFE.  a  changeling. 


Balk,    b    strip    of    ground    left 

unplouahed. 
Ballatihc,  making  baltadt. 
Sauzon,   a  badser. 
BELAmt,    enveloped,   enfoUed- 


Daufhth,    dolphin. 


BowSTEi,  holster. 

DtEIi'uEHT.  drear. 

Bran  DON  g.  lo  rebel. 

DucDAHE,     briiiE     him     lo 

BiEiE.  bnar. 

(Hanmer). 

BvSK.  d«.»  op. 

Cahker,   worm. 

Ca«pe    Diem,    Seiie   the   oppOT- 

^  tunily. 

Featek,  neater. 

Cabiiei,    CQurae. 

FEATOUiLr,  neatly,  adroitly. 

Ce»iu.   cea^ng.   ruslding. 

Chamfian,    open    country. 

CHEViaAUt.ce.  a  wM  floww. 

FiK-OTAKE,   a   fierr  dragon 

CHOt;cH.   jackdaw. 

CLErcD.    called. 

F^tk''^'™^^ 

Cloccit.  doEEed. 

CocicEM,.a  kind  of  m.tle  high 

•hoe. 

Fo.nii.ATi    Nmiiru,    Too  ba 

Cdk,  confusion  or  (nmult. 

T<^1 

Ttt'^nd 
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Gmifed,  grafted. 
Greets,  gnat. 
Gruich,  grudge. 
Gride,  horrified. 

Hairtis,  hart  or  red  deer,  beuu, 
Hanmel,  earnest  money. 
H-iLD.  hold.  .,   , 

HaRLOCk,  a  flower  not  idenuGcd. 
Herem,  ebon. 
HEiLL,   obs.    form   of    hele,   h1- 

HiCHT.  called,  named. 
Hindis,  feroafe  of  red  deer. 

H»S     AND     HAWS,     fruit     of     W^d 


III  CAN,    oba.    forin    of    lepre- 
PHE,  'light. 


March  FINE,  usually  spelled 
marchpane,    a    kind    ot    Eweet 

.  biscuit  usually  compoaed  of 
almonds  and  sugar. 

Maevi),     a     well-known      thnuk 


mingling. 

nnion  Europeaa  black- 


1h  Dii  Kativit^is,  On  tbe  Day 

ot  Nativity. 
Ihgenrit,  born, 
Ik   lUACiNE   Pertrahsit  Houo, 

Haa  passea  initi  (he  ihsdow. 
In     OfllTUM     M.     S.,     X.     Maij, 

1614.1667,    On    death   of    H. 

S.,   May    10,   1614-1667. 
IflTECBi  yiiAih  BUmeleu  in  life. 

Jasfis,  jasper. 
Knaf,  to  break. 

ItlRK,    chUH*. 

Ladt  -  cow,  lady  bug. 


Leebe,  lose. 
Leif,  H»e, 

Levin.  li^itidnK- 
LiEVER,  rather. 
LicHTEs.  lighter. 
LiCHTLiB,  to  make  ^dd7> 
Limbeck,  aleinbie. 
Lin,  desist  from. 
LiHCEL.  waned  thread. 


Wilt  thoD  not  dare,  my  bean- 

tiful  friend. 

NOX    NOCTI     IMDICAI     SCIEKTIAH, 

Night      unto      night      ihoweth 
O     Crudelis    Amob,     Oh     Cruel 


the  Holy  Land. 
Parca«,  TTie  Three  Fatt 


_„        IRACTUa, 

irawhig  in  equal  yoke. 
y  Gofl. 

,  adequate,  worthy. 

'nd,   briKhliy    .hining.  . 
a  buck  in   his  secoDd 
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Fkieps,  proof. 
PuociNG,  Ihievinl. 
Puisne,  a  judge  of  infenor  ni 
PvGBTr  pafit  participle  ai  pitch 


Ram  AGE,  bird-tonj 
worthy  of  the  > 


BovDB,  loo 
Saif,  nve 


conccoli, 


Sic  Tmksii'  Thm  i 


HEHDS,  Lei  Ua 
Dve,  My  Lesbia. 
EiT   brightly. 


•t  of  UmeaUtion, 


B"iV,%t1E«! 
Smi,  ttlr. 


HihyGoogle 
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Sbc  Love  Call 
a    a  Fair  Morning 

Soi^    of   the    May 

My    Fair  A-Field: 

Madrigal 

He:^  Down  a  Down!.!l!Xl!^!^^ wi 

In  Praiae  of 'fwo  .'.'.*.'.'.' ,',',' .*.'.','.',' .*.'.". 

A    Double    Doubting .', 

Passions  of  Desire .'.' 

Then  Love  Be  judge 

A     Miracle......." 

What  Poor  Astronomeis  Are  Tb«. . 
Willing     Bondage , , ; 


Primal 

There  la  a  Lady  S 

Since  First  I   Saw 


Had_  O'erfiet  tie   Firth 111. 


My    Heart   b   High  Above. 

i.ove°s"'Spysl'! "  "  1 ! "  i ! ! !  i ! ! ! ! ! !  ^ !  i  I !  I  i " ! ! !  ^ !  ^ " ! ! ! "  " 

Beware  of  Love 

Uncertainty     

Whoever  Think*  or  Hopea  of  Xxive  for  Love 

Love's  Immortality 

Devotion    

My   Lady  Grcensleeves 

Madrigal 

Hej  Sonny  Not 

Love  Winged  My  Hopes 

Toss  Not  My  Soul,  O  Love 

Chioris  in  the  Snow 

Camella 

My  Ho_pe  a  Counsel 

Faitb    EverUsting. 

To  Her  Sea-Faring  Lover , 

Wounded    I   Am 

Waly,  Waly,  Love  Be  Bctuiy 

775 
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Disdain    „ 

FalM    Lo»e 

■TWM  I  That  Paid  foe  All  Thing* 

No  Minute  Good' to  iAr/i. '.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'. '.'.'.'.'. 

DiKRCt    

The  Gift    

Rur  Hebe 

ZCphTmi  Bringi  the  Ttoie  thM  Sirecll|r  Scentarh.. 

Fair  Ii  llie  Roie 

The   GMialry'a   Recrcaliona 

What  Pleaiure  Have  Great  Princes 

Let  Rhyme*  No  Marc  DUgnce 

Pedlar'*    Sons 

Pari   lugo  DulcU  Tneius ...!.'!*!....!!.. 

Seif.Triai 

Go,   Nighti*   Care. 

C«re  for  Tlij«lf 


AH    Is  Nauehl SJ7 

HappT    He 51S 

Come,    Sorrow,    Come 565 

Come.  Ye  Heav;  Sbada  of  Night 56i 


Weep  Yen  No  Mon,  Sad  PounUina S7i 

Lore  HMh  Erei  by  Nirtt S78 

Bringing  in  the  Boar'a-Bead i9Z 

In    Die    Nativititia . . . . ; 594 


A.  W.  The  Identity  of  "  A.  W.  has  never  been  revealed. 
The  iniiiaia  are  only  known  ii  the  aignature  to  a  number 
of  Doemi  publiihed  in   Diviaon'a  Poetical  Rhapsody. 

Heart'*  Hiding   

To    Time. ; 


AuxAHont,  WtLUAH.  BAtL  at  StiKLina  (lSi!7-!640),  bOm 
•t  Menatree,  Scotland.  Educated  at-  the  univeraities  of 
Glaagow  and  Leydcn.  -In'  1621  Jamea 'I.'gave  him  a  grant 
of  rfora  Scotia,  which  charter  has  been  the  canse  ot  con- 
aideraWe  diseuaaion.  He  -wts  the  intimate  friend  of  Druin- 
mond  of  Hawthomden,   who  addressed  him  in  several  of 

DiDiid's)  mislress.'  Hla  first  pnblished  work  waa  the 
Tragedie  of  Darius,  1S03,  follcnredhi  1504  by  A  Panensis 
to  flie  Prince,  and  the  Monarchicke  Tragedies  including 
Dariua  and  the  new  Crccsua:  The  Alexandnesn,  a  Tragedy, 
1605,  Julius  Catsar,  1607.  Hia  most  amblliOQa  work,  Dooms- 
day, or  the  Great  Day  of  the  Lord'*  Judgment,  appeared 
1614;  and  the  lirst  collected  edition  of  bis  works.  The 
Recreationi  of  the  Muses,   1637. 

To  AHtnra 
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Aurora     "l6 

A    Madrigal    137 

Small    CoiDfon   Wgbt 32} 

AKMSTRona,  Thouas.  Nolhing  la  known  of  Attnstrans  except 
that  he  was  eiMuted  for  mnriier  In  (601  and  wroie  tftii 
poem  on  the  night  before  his  death.     See  notes. 

Good    Night    S49 

Aytok,  Sii  Robert  (1570-1638),  botn  at  the  Castle  of  Kin- 
aldie  in  parish  of  Cameron  near  St.  Andrews.  He  wai 
knighted  m  August,  1602,  and  became  ambassador  to  Ger- 

To  His' Forsaken  Mistress Z49 

To  an  Inconstant  One 254 

Bacoh,  Fkahcii,  Lord  Vehuum.  Vi 

1626),  bom  at  York  House  in  ' 

cated   at  Trinity,  College,    Camt  I 

travel.     Was  knighted  by  Jamei  I 

King's  Counsel,  1604;    sworn  e 

and    received  appointment   of   1 

On    January  4.    1618,    was    ma^  , 

and    on    If    July,    the    same  [ 

Vcnilam,    and    raised    in    1621 

count   Si.   Albans.      Undoubted!  ■ 

eiilosophers.    Bacon's   writings  [ 

Lizabclhan  prose.  The  most  important  are:  Essays  or 
Counsels,  Civil  and  Moral,  1597;  The  Treatise  on  the 
Advancement  of  Learning,  1605;  De  Sapienlia  Veterum, 
1609;  Novum  Organum,  1620;  The  De  Augmentis  Sci- 
enliarum,  a  tianalalion  of  the  Advancemenl  of  Learning, 
revised  and  enlarged,  1623;    and  the  ApolhegBS,  I62S. 

The    World SOI 

/Bamnes,  Bavhah  (1S69-16D9).  The  younger  son  of  the  Bishop 
of  Durham;  a  student  *t  Brasenose  College,  O.ford,  in 
lSa6,  which  he  left  without  taking  a  degree.  His  traveb 
abroad  are  said  to  have  been  extensive;  and  Doctor  Bliss 
Mates  (Alhen.  Oion.  edit..  1815)  that  he  accompanied  the 
Eail  of  Essex  into  Fiance.  His  works  which  Professor 
Dowden  rated  superior  to  Watson's  are:  Parthenophil  and  ' 
Fanhenope,  Sonnets.  Madrigals.  Elegies  and  Odes.  1S93; 
A  Divine  Century  of  Spfrilual  Sonnets.  1595;  Four 
Books  of  Offices.  Enabling  Private  Persons  for  Ibe  ^>ecia1 
Service  of  all  Good  Princes  and  Policies,  1606;  Devil's 
Charter,  a  Tragedy,   1607. 

Ah,   Sweet  Content,  Where  Is  Thy  Mild  Abode? S19 

.      The    Talent 614 

j  BAKKFiEti),  RicnAiD  (1S74-1627).     Born  at  Norbury,  in  Shrop- 


l_pf  th^  poet   Michael   Drayti 

.      '^adj'Rit 

Stella  of  Sidney's  famous  sonnets.      In  1595  he  pu 


,    The    Affectionate    Shopher, 


Rich,   the 

._     _ _  published 

Cynthia,    and    in    1S9B   a   third,    Lad^ 


Pecunia.  wherein  appeared   two  beautiful   pieces  which    ... 

the  following  year  were  piratically  published  by  Jagger  in 
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I  whose  tiile-page  Sha   . .,  _ 
I  an  early  age   Bsmficid  gave 


The    Passionate    Pilgrim   on   whose  tiile-page   Shakespeate 
... .v..       A.    ._    — ...  -fe'BtTn"-" 


up  aulhoisbip  and  n 

Phifomela     ... 

If  Music  and  Sweet  Poetry  Agree ' 

Bmdhokt,  Fkamcii  (1S86-1616).  Descended  from  the  ancient 
and  noble  family  of  the  name  whose  Tssidence  was  at 
Grace- Dieu  in  Leiccstershii^.  Educated  a  genlleman- 
commoner  of  Broadgale's  Hall  (now  Pembroke  College), 
Oxford.  He  became  a  member  of  the  Inner  Temple  alter 
leaving  college,  but  is  supposed  not  to  have  became  very 
profoundly    versed    in  the   principles   of    jurispnidencc. 

Ralph,  the  May-Lord 

The    indifferent 

The    Bridal    Song 

MaaUr  Francis  Seaumonl'B  Letter  to  Ben  Jonson ' 

No  Medicine  to  Mirth . 

A   Round 

On  the  Tombs  in  Weitminsler  Abbey i 

Luee'i    Ditge i 

BuouoNT.  Sit  John  (1583-1627).  An  elder  brother  of  the 
celebrated  dramatist.  Entered  a  gentle  man-commoner  at 
Broadgate's  Hall  (now  Pembroke  College),  Oxford,  1596. 
Anthony    Wood    ascribes   to   him   The    Crown   of   Tboms, 

fat^w^    writings    to   the    worltTunder    the   title   of    Bos- 
worth      Field,  with  a  taste  of  the  Variety  of  Other  Poems, 

Of  His  Dear  Son,  Gervase i 

Best,  Cn^itLES    (it.   1602),  was  ■  contribtitor  to  Francis  Davi- 

ontriluted  two 


I    Poetical    Rhapsody,   by  which   i 
-     -  known.     To  the  fi    -      •-  - 


To  the  third  edition  in  1 61  f,  he  contriliuted  An  Epita'^ 
on  Henry  Fourth,  the  Last  French  King,  An  Epitaph  on 
Qoeen  Eliiabeth,  Union's  Jewell,  A  Panegyrick  to  My 
SoTcreign  Lord  the  King,  and  some  few  other  less 
titnable  poems. 
The  Moon 

BoLTOH.  Eduvmd  (1575-l(i33).  first  appeared  as  an  author  in 
1600,  when  he  «vas  associated  with  Sidney,  Spenser,  Raleigh, 
and  other  poets  as  ■  contributor  to  England's  Helicon.  His 
chief  distinction   is  as  historian  and  antirpiarian.      Ritson 

critic,"  while  in  the  opinion  of  Hunter  he  stands  as  an 
antiqolrUn  beside  Camden,  Selden,  and  Spelman.  Early 
in  life  Bolton  farmed  an  acquamtance  with  Camden, 
and  made  extensive  travels  in  England  and  Ireland  in 
search  of  antiquities.      He  belonged  lo  a  Catholic  fanuly. 

A  Canion  Pastoral  in    Honour  of  Her  Majesty 

A   Palinode 
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'Boyd,  .  Maek  Alexandei  (1563-1601).  Born  in  Gallowi 
Scotland.  Educated  at  Glasgow  Univergitv  and  in  Frsnt 
studying  Civil  Law.  at  BiugM.  His  youth  was  characu 
iied  by  roistering  adventures,  and  he  » ■• " — 


y   III.   of   Ftai 

I  Greek  and  Latin  scb 


he  became  tutor  to  the  Earl  of  Cassilis  aa^  died  at 
Penliill.  His  ch[ef  work  was  entitled  Epiatols,  Heroidca 
et  Hymtii;  he  left  besides  manv  unpublished  manuscripU 
which    are    preserved    ia    the    Advocates'    Library,    Edin- 

Sonet    .' .337 

1  Bbetoh,  NicBOLda  (1545-162ti).  Bom  it  is  suppoaed  in  London. 
His  father  was  a  euccessful  niercbant  who  bad  amassed 
a  large  fortune  and  coosideratde  property.  It  ia  not  posi- 
tively known  (hat  Breton  was  a  university  man.  though 
several  references  in  liis  works  indicate  that  he  was  m 
attendance  at  Oriel  CoUege,  Oxford.  The  facts  of  the 
poet^s  life  are  very  scanty,  and  he  does  not  seem  to  have 
associated  much  with  the  great  contemporary  group  of 
poets:  yet  it  is  known  that  he  enjoyed  a  long  and  intimate 
friendship  with  the  Countess  of  Pembroke,  who,  being 
an  ardent  Protestant,  was  in  s/mpaihy  with  the  poet's 
religious  attacks  against  Romanism  in  his  prose  tracts. 
Breton  was  a  regular  contributor  to  the  poetical  collec-. 
tions  of  his  age,  and  his  poetical  fame  induced  an  enter- 
prising publisher.  Richard  Jones,  to  issue  two  miscellaniei 
tinder  his  name:  Breton's  Bowre  of  Delights.  1S91,  and 
The  Arbor  of  Amorous  Devices,  1597.  Beside  a  long  list 
of  volnoies  of  poetry  be  was  the  sDthor  of  a  nomber  of 

Phyllida  and  Corydon 28 

Olden  Love-Making , S4 

A  Pastoral  of  Ph^Hs  and  Corydon.., ,...  « 

Her    Eyes , 83 

Oo  the  Eieellence  of  Hia  Mistress.., 8S 

Corydon's    Supplication , 189 

A   Sweet  Pastoral 338 

The  Happy  Countryman 343 

A    Sweet    Lullaby 400 

The  Soul'i  Haven 616 

BbOWHe,  Wiu-IAM  (1S90-I64S).  Born  at  Tavistock.  Devon- 
Bhire.  Educated  at  Oxford  and  the  Inner  Temple.  Little 
is  known  of  his  life,  except  that  in  his  youth  lie  was  in- 

Bidered  the  chief  of  iliat  group  of  writers  belonging  to  the 
"•chool  of  Spenser."  Be  waa  undoubtedly  the  finest 
writer  of  pastorals  among  early  and  middle  English  poets. 

A  Round.... i ".........       33 

The  Complete   Lover 56 

What   Wight  Ho  Loved tO 

The   Great    Adveo'lure^!^!^!  iimil^Iwj.Ij'^i^i  "!;!!.'!  "     182 
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FairvM.  Wkeo  by  tke  Rulei  of  PalmntrT. . 

Song  of  the  Sireo 

Down  in  ■   VallcT.  bjr  >   Fond'*   Side... 

The  Rot 

Tlie  Clurn 

An     Epinph 


illabontfni  ■ 


f  EngJiafa   Po«r,  in  which  he  censured  the      Tulsar 
lurtificiB]    cnrom   of    riming"   making   an    efforl    in 
9  prove   Ihal  Ensliita   pottrr   was  fauIlT  in   not  fol- 
lowing  the    classin.      This    drew    from    Samuel    D     ' 
responK    which    abtr    refuled    Campion's    Iheocy. 
Shakespeare    and    Herriek,    he    i>.    howenr,    one 
fiaeat  tp-iats  of  Oizabethan  poetry. 


Shall  1  Corae,  Sweet  Loi 


There  I»  None,  O  None  but   Yon JOJ 


r  Weep MS 

o'''CrVrt°elSl''Amor'."'.;"'.!"'.""!'.".!'.r,"'.:" ;!;',!'.!! 

How   Winter  Nights   Enlarge 

Hark,   All  Yon  tidies 

Sleep.   Angry   Beauty,    Sleep SSI 

To  Musle  Bent  Is  My  Retired  Mind 62J 

O   Come   Quickly    — 


came  enpbeirer  ii. 
chamber   to   that   i 
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Know,   Cilia,   Since  Thoa  Art   So  Proud 6S 

The   Unfeding    Bcauly 12S 

Sone 202 

If   tl*  ftiiik    Spirits   in   Your   Eye 210 

To    Hia  ^nIonstBnt   Miitresa 2SJ 

On    the    Lady    Mary    Viliier* 66J 

An    Elegy  upon  (be  Death  of   Doctor  Donne G7S 

CAKtwKioBT.  WiiiuH  (16il.l643),  becBme  a.  writer  of  plays 

while  yet  an  undergraduate  at  Oxford,  though  a  prieat  .-  - 
in  orders  after  1638.  He  viis  one  of  the  numeroul 
"Tribe  of  Ben,"  and  bis  works,  puWiriied  poathumously, 
contained  many  pages  of  eoounendaiory  lerses  by  his 
Buociates,  among  whom  jrere  Jasper  Msyne,  Alexander 
BrORie,  and  Sherburne. 

To     Chloe- 184 

On  the   Queen's   Return   from  the  Low   Countries 194 

Falsehoorf    ■....:: ; . ; ZiS 

Oa.  a  Virtuous  Yoting  Genllewomao  That  Died  Suddenly..     SM 

'Chafmah,    Geokge    (1560-1634).      SuMiosed    to    have    been 
LStive  of  Kent,  was  entered  at  J>,  Trinity 


,  _ College,  Cam- 
bridge, where  he  Ijecaine  distinguished  tot  his  knowl- 
edge of  Greek  and  Latin  lathors.  Leaving  eollege  he 
became  intimate  with  Shakespeare,  Spenser,  and  Dray- 
ton, and  other  eminent  poets.  He  is  best  known  by 
his  translation   of  Homer,  —  the  first   into   English. 

Muses    that    Sing 283 

Epithalaniion  Terstos 37J 

ChettlK  EsHitv  (1S62M6077).  PuUisber,  pamiAIeteer, 
and  playwright.  In  1S92  be  edlied  Greene's  Groats- 
worth  of  Wit, .  which  contained  aome  slighting  allusions 
to .  Shakespeare,  for  which  be  apologized  later  in  his 
Kind-Heart's  Dream. 

Wily  Cupid ISO 

Robin  Hood's  Dirge 646 

Chkist  Church  MS. 

iCbHSTABLT,  HcHKY  (1562-llS13).  Educated  at  Oxford,  takii^ 
his  bachelor's  decree  at  St.  Jobn's  Cotlege,  Cambridge. 
In  1584,  appeared  his  best  known  woiic,  Diana,  and  the 
excellent  conceilful  sonnets  of  E.  C- 

Damehis'  Sour  of  His  Diaphenia .-. ItS 

My  Lady's  Presence  Makes  the  Buses    Red :    204 

To    Sainl   Katherinc 698 

On  the  Death  of  Sir  Philip  Sidney 652 

Comet,  Richaso,  Bishop  of  Oxford  and  Norwich  (1582- 
1635).  Educated  at  Broadgale's  Hall  and  Christ  Chnrch. 
Oxford:  was  made  Dean  of  Christ  Church.  1627;  Bishop 
of  Oiiford,  1629,  and  translated  to  Norwich.  1632.  In 
1613  appeared  his  journey  into  France;  Certain  Elmant 
Poems,  1647;  and  In  1648,  Poetical  StibniaitB,  or  Pieces 
in    Poetry. 
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A*  When  the  Time  Halb  Been 

Withe*    for    Vin , 

CiAiHAW,  RiCBAMi  (1613-1650).  EdDCBted  at  Cunbriilgc. 
In  1643,  wiih  6Te  oihers,  fellows  of  PclerhouK,  Crasbaw 
lott  bii  fellowihip  because  he  refuwd  to  uke  the  oath 
of  the  Solemn  Leacue  and  '  Covenant.  Entering  the 
prieithood  of  the  Roman  Catholic  Church,  he  was  recom- 
mended to  Some  by  Queen  HcnrietU.  Ue  died  aooa 
after  he  beesme  beaefioary  of  ttw  Saailicft  Cburch  of 
Oor  X*dy  of  Loreto. 

Wiihei   to  Hi*   Suppoted   Miatren 

Tlw     Wwjwr > 

Venc*   flam  the   Shepherd'*  Hymn 

Upon  the  Book  and  Picture  of  the  Scrapbical  Saint 
TerCH    

A  H/mn  to  the  Name  and  Honour  of  the  Admirabl*   Saint 

Chiiit     Crndfied r..l!!lX!!^ 

An  Epitaph  upon  Ho*band  and  Wife i 


^    ToBH    (r~16Z5),   na  one  ot^the   Cour 


If  I  Coulif  Shut  the   &t<s  againit  M7  TboaghU.. 


the  publisher  o(  his  brother'*  (Samud~*Daiiiei)  work* 
in  1623.  He  published  Sona*  for  the  Lute,  Viol,  and 
Voice*.   1606. 

Why   Canst  Thou    Not i ISS 

What    Dtlight   Can   They    Enjoy. 

"  ~    roulif  Shut  the   &te  againi 

DjtNiiL,  S*MD«L  (IS62-1619),  wai  at  one  time  tutor  to  Lady 
Anne  Qifford.  daughter  of  Margaret,  Countess  of  Cum- 
berland, to  whom  Daniel  iddresacd  his  famous  Epistle. 
He  waa  well  known  in  his  day  at  Court,  when  he  was 
a  member  of  Queen  Anne'a  (Queen  lo  James  I.)  house- 
Masques  which  for  a  time  rivalled  those  of  Ben  Jon- 
Beauty,  Sweet  Love,  1*  Like  the  Morning  Dew H 

An    Ode 35 

Ulysses  and  the  Siren 192 

My  Lady's  Presence   Malcea  the   Rose*  Red 204 

My   Spotless  Love  Hover*  witil  Pureit   Wings 205 

Re>tore    Thy    Tresse* 207 

Thou    May*t    Repent 24Z 

Song      279 

Let  Other*  Sing  of  Knights  and  Paladines 31* 

I  Must  Not  Grieve  My  Love.  Whose  Eyes  Would  Rnad....  32t 

.And  Yet  1    Cannot  Reprehend  the   Flight 324 

Look.   Delia,    How  We   Esteem   the   Half-Blown   Rose 325 

Epistle    to   the   Coantes*    of    Cumberland S03 

Bdota      S4I 

Care-Giirmer   Sleep,   Son   of  the   Sable  Night 590 

Davehaht.   Sib  Williau    (1606-166B),   was  godson   of   Shake- 
speare, and   poet  laureate  preceding  Dryden. 

The   Soldier  Going'  to  the'  Fietdi  i ! !  ^ !  J !  1  i ."  i  1 ! ! ! ."  ^  I !  ~ "  I     440 
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To     a    MiMnu    Dying.. 
Fraise   and   Prtytt 


John  (I5«9-1626),  a  Dative  of  Wiltshire, 
at  Queen's  CoileEC,  Oxford,  and  a  f tern 
iw.     In    1603,    Bolieilor-geiKial   to   Ireland,    j 


Daviu,    S«   John    (IS69-1626).    _    __     _..    ..       ._ 

educated    at     Queen's     ColleEe,     Oxford,    and    afterward 
■tudied   law.     In    1603,    Bolieilor-geneia' 
-~    u-    -..  1     ^mj    Bubseqwen 


judge  of  tbe  i»iie.      He  wai  knighted  in  1607.  and   waa 

--  '-    '  Md   Chief  jusfice   of   England    in    1626,    but   died 

before    the    inBtallaiion     could    be    performed. 


Lord   Chief   I 

Bnaaenly     before    tt-     „ —    , 

In    IS99    appeared    the    firit    edition    of    Nosce    Teij 


:  Expounded  in  Ti 
SXvisDH,    F«Ai<nj   (1J7SM6I9).     Educated  at   Grey's   Innj 


I    (1!7 

[   William  Daviion, 

.    cil.      Dav 

[   tbe  Earl  of   Eisei 


relary  of  Stale  to  Queen  Elizabeth,  who  was  disgraced 
for  carryioB  her  wgrrant  for  eseeniion  of  Mary  Stuart 
—   "-:   Council.      Davison   and  hig    father  were  adherents 


lunea  were  oroiien.  tn  1602  Davison  abandoned  lav, 
and  began  miblishitig  tbe  poetry  he  had  written  >Dil 
collected.  His  Poetical  Rhapsody  remains,  peihapi,  tbe 
best  collection  of   the   period. 

Madrigal     : 

Dispraise  of  Love  and  Lover's  Folliea 

How   Can   the    Heart   Forget   Her? 

Upon  Her  Protesting,  That  Now  Having  Tried  His  Sin- 
cere Affection,  She  Loved  Him 

Ode      

Three  Epitaphs    < 

Dauaa,  ThoNaS  (U7S-1641?),  was  one  of  the  celebrated  win 
of  the  icign  of  Jamea  I.  Besides  a  number  of  plays  in 
coniunction  with  Webster,  Rowley,  Ford,  and  Tonion, 
he  wrote  tracts  upon  the  vices  and  customs  of  Ibe  age. 
The  results  of  his  quarrel  with  Ben  Jooson  are  mani- 
fest in  tbe  lll-natared  caricatures  of  each  othti  in  their 

Ma^l™g 

The    Invitation. '. : 

Here  Lies  tbe  Blithe    Spring 

Country    Glee 

Sweet     Content 

O    Sorrow,    Sorrow 

LnlUhy    , 

Troll    the    Bowl 

DcvEUDX,  RoiERT,  E«u.  Of  EssEX  (1567-IGOl),  second  Earl 
of  that  title,  waa  the  anforlunale  favounle  of  Queen 
Oiiibeth. 

The  Way>  on  Earth 

A  Passion  of  Hy  Lord  ot  Euex 
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CIS73-16J1).,    Ed 

ubrlilge,   and   at   Linculn'i 


Doxm,    loan    (IS7]-163t). .    Educated    at    b«tb    Oxford    and 
Cambrid  


of  pleaaure:  it  ii  thought  that 
..  U..E  i„u^  uc  uc^uic  a  aoldier.  and  Uler  a  member 
of  the  Roman  Catholic  Church.  Reaching  middle  life 
he  altered  his  religious  coovictions.  took  orders  and  he- 
wonderful  discourses.  In  the  perforBiance  of  his  art 
Donne  mthlesily  broke  from  ihe  tradition  of  the  eas;- 
flowing  nambera  of  the  Spenser  school,  and  produced 
what  nany  of  his  contemporarie*  thought  unscanablc 
accents.  In  this  they  were  wrong,  bat  it  look  the  nine- 
teenth   century  to    discover  IL 

fiU7,    O    Sweet B 

The     Blossom 23 

Love'i     Deity IW 

Love'i     Infloileneo 171 

The    Message 247 

Song     .777. 280 

Song zsa 

The  Dream 296 

Ode 424 

A  Hymn  to  God  the  Father «16 

Valedielion.   Farbiddlog    Mouming 641 

Death.  Be  Vol  Proud 644 

The   Funeral 64» 

DuTTOH,  Michael  (1563-1631).  Bom  in  Warwickshire. 
Little  is  known  of  his  parentage,  but  he  has  ipoken  of 
himself  as  "nobly  hred^'  and  "well  aUy'd."  Tradition 
makes  Drayton  a  friend  of  Shakespeare,  and  in  the 
diary  of  Ihe  Vicar  of  Stratford  it  is  recorded,  "  Shakes- 
peare, Drayton,  and  Ben  Jonson  had  a  merry  meeting 
and  It  seema  drank  too  hard,  for  Shakespeare  died  of 
a  feaver  Ibere  contracted."  In  1S96  he  published  a 
historical  poen.  The  Barroni'  Wars,  and  from  then  on 
to  1603  he  wrote  for  the  Man  in  conjunction  with 
Dekker,  WehBler,  Middleion,  and  others.  The  play  of 
Sir  John  Oldcastle  is  said  to  be  mainly  Drayton's  woife. 
In  1605  he  'published  Foema,  Lyric  and  Pastoral,  con- 
taining   his    famous    Battle    of    Agincourt.      In    1613   was 

abkra.   "a  Description  of  all   the  Tracts,   River*,  Houa- 
taina    Forests,  and  other  Parta  of  Great  Britaine."     Hia 


part  of  the  poem. 

A     Roundelay 

Bright  Star  of  Beauty.. 


The    Parting 

The   BaUad   of    Dowsabel.... 

Canionet     

Qear   Anker,    on   Whose    Silv. 

A    Summer's    Day 

The    Fay's    Munage. 
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To  the  Virgioiui  Voyase 

Nymphidia      .,.p...ppp.-ip. -.>.,-<-■->- ■ 

DKUHHOH[^  William  (1585-1649).  Bora  «t  Bawtbomden, 
Scotland,  aoa  of  Sir  John  DiummoDdi  educated  at  Uni- 
veisily  of  Edinburgb,  and  studied  civil  law  in  France. 
He    is   diaiinguJsheJ   as   the    first    Scottish    poet    to    write 


man  and  pon.     Drummond's  w 
perfect  *9  any  in  the  lanfnate. 


vSfence  'U  "tWb'  Hue?! ! '.'.'.'.'.'. 
W  He' Who  %'  Sonie'  Sh^'dy  cio' 


Content  and    Resolute.. 

Life.    A     Bubble >jo 

The    Book    of   the    World S39 

The    World,    a    Huntiog 540 

Sad     Memorials 546 

I    Fear    Not    Henceforth    Death 548 

To    His    Lute 5S5 

Alexis,   Here   She    Stayed,    among  These   Pines 555 

Sweet  Soul,  Which  in  the  April  of  Thy  Yeats 556 

I  Know  That   All  beneath  the  Moon  Decays 553 

Thou    Window.   Once   Which  Served   for   a   Sphere S58 

To    a     Nirfninrale 584 

To    the    NiKhttngale .' SS5 

Saint     John     Baptist 607 

For    the     Magdalem! v..,- 609 

What  Doth  It  Serre  to  See  ihe  Sun's  Burning  Face 639 

No   Trust    in    Time M2 

Dyw,  Si«  Edwajd  (li40.1607>;  Educated  at  Oiford,  studiej 
chemistry,  and  was  thouiatit  to  be  a  Rosicruclan.  He 
WHS  employed  In  several  foreien  embassies  by  Queen 
Elirabclh.  He  wrote  a  number  of  pastorals,  odes,  and 
madrigals,    many    of    which    were    printed    in    England's 


A     Fan., 

My    Mind    ■   Kincdom 

EDWjkanKS,    RicitAKf    (1SZ3-1566).   Educated   at  Corpus  ChriMi 
College,    and  Christ  Church,  Oxford. .   He  is  best   tnown 

dm   of    Daynty   Devises.     He    was    one    of    the   earliest 
of    Englidi    dramalie    writers,    his    Damon    and    Pythias 
being  one  of    the   first   &igliih   dramas   upon   a   classical 
subject. 
Aiaantium    Ine 
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FAHaBAWi,  Si*  Ricbabd  (160S-16M).  wu  the  roBngeu  cAOd 
of  Sir  Henry  I'aniliawt,  Bemerabrincer  of  Ihe  HIx- 
Cheqner,  and  brolher  of  Thomas,  Lord  F«nsli»we.  Eda- 
ealed  »1  je»u.  College,  Cambridgt  (ravelled  on  the 
Conliaent,  and  won  distinction  for  Bcbolarihip  and  knowl' 
edge    of    modem    langnsget      Dorinff    the    KebeUion    be 

Ibe  battle  of"  Worcester.  '  At  the  Reslorstion  he  was 
employed  in  several  diplomatic  negoEialioiu,  and  died 
la   Uidrid  while  ambasHdor  to  Spain. 

'    ruiCHii,  GiLu  (1SS?-162]),  was  a  Cambridge  nun,  hrothcr 

to  PbineaB  Fletcher,  and  catuio  to  the  dramatist.  He 
look  DTdera.  but  on  account  of  the  lack  of  appieciatioa  on 
the  part  of  hit  rural  pariibioners,  " jn'ief. '  as  Fuller 
aaya.  "cauud  his  early  dissolution?'  He  left  one  lonff 
poem  which  ihowed  its   infiuenEe  in  the  work  of    Milton. 

Paoglory's  Wooing  Song  : 

Fletcuei.  Joh»  (1S76-1625),  wai  son  of  Dr.  Richard  Fletcher, 
afterwards  Bishop  of  London.  Educated  at  Cambridge; 
it  is  lUppOBed  his  collaborator,  Beaumont,  enticed  him  into 
aothorihip,  with  the  encouragement  of  Tonson  and  Chap- 
man. The  playa  of  Beaumont  and  Fletcher  succeeded 
to  tbe  supreme  popularity  long  enjoyed  b;  Shakeapeare; 
and  held  the  atage  until  the  Restoration,  and  after. 
Besides  Beaumont,  Fletcher  collaborated  with  other 
dramatlata,  and  wrote  a  number  of  plays  himself,  among 
which, The  Faithful  Shepherdess  remains  the  finest  pas- 
Lovers     Emblems '. 

The  Beggars'  Holiday 

Cod  LyBua,  Ever  Young 


WDO   L,ycus,    E<v 

What    Is    Love 

Beaulj'  Gear  and  Pair 

Come  Hither,    You    That    Love 

What  the   Migbtv   Lovo   Has  Done 

Ondieus  I  Am,  Come  from  the  Deeps  Below. . 


Satyr    and 
I,    Thou     Fi 


Speak, 


Away,     Delightsl 25] 

Come  Follow  Me,  Ye  Country  lasses 345 

Bridal     Song JM 

A     Bridal    Song 3SJ 

Orpheui     ni 

Let  tbe  Bella  Ring,  and  Let  the  Boys  Sing 41« 

Tbe    Wanton    Shepberdeu 4;s 

A  Woman  Will  Have  Her  Vr>a. 4J» 

The   Holy    Well    44S 

Hymn    to    Pan 471 

Urns  and  Odours  Bring   Away M7 


Idle    Teara. . 
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The      ETCiung    Knell ; 

Pan's     SeniLnel 

Come,     Sleep - 

Invocation    to    Sleep 

Aspatia't    Song 

PI.BTCHBB,  Phikeas  (1SB4?-1«0),  son  of  Dr.  Gila  Fletcbar, 
author  of  the  sonnet  sequence  Licia.  John  Fletcher,  th« 
dramatist,  was  hia  Srtt  cousin,  end  Gilee  Fletcher,  th« 
younser.  bis  brother.  He  is  chiefly  known  ai  the 
author  of  The  Purple  IsUnd 
A     LiMuiy , 

FLOKro,    JoHH    nS4S?-163S>,    ■   nalne  of    London, 
from    the    Florii    of    Si'  " 

of    philDloey.      He   is   bi 
Montaigncs    Essays,   in 


of    philolop. 

Foui,  Thouas  (1586-1639),  matriculated  at  Oxford,  later 
was  admitled  a  member  of  the  Middle  Temple.  Little 
IB  Imown  of  his  life.-  His  rank  as  a  post-ShakespeariBa 
dramatist  is  high;  among  other  forma  of  literature  he 
essayed,   be  won  tome  repute  as  a  pamphleteer  of  moral 

Da^  **? ^ 1 

Calantha'a   Dirge 674 

Pentbea's     Dying     Song 67S 

Gascoigne,  Geosgi  (1515-1577),  courtier,  soldier,  poet,  he 
was  tbe  most  notable  figure  in  English  poetry  between 
Surrey  and  Sidney.  Gascoigne  was  stepfather  to  NicbD' 
las  Breton,  whose  literary  career  was  influenced  by  the 
elder    poet. 

A     Lover's    Lullabr 180 

The   Stately  Dames  of   Rome  Their  Pearls  Did  Wear IW 

The  Slran_g«  Passion  of  a  Lover 290 

Lines   Wntten    on    a  Garden    Seat SJ3 

GiFroao.  HtTHFEiET  (?-?),  of  whom  nothing  is  hnown  cKcept 
that    such   a   man    was   the    author  of   A   PcMie   of   Gillo- 
floweri    eche    differing    from    the    other    in    Colour    and 
Odour,  yet  all  sweele,  1580. 
For     Soldiers 433 

GuHAU,  Jaues,  Maiditts  op  MoHtROffi  (1613-1S!0).  One 
of  the  most  illuslrioDs  characters  in  modem  history, 
murdered   in  the  most  brutal  manner  by  bis  political  eo- 

ni  Tiller  Love   Thee  More 1*8 

G«raiti,  Ro»E»T  (1560-1592),  a  natire  of  Ipswich,  educated 
at  SI.  John's  College,  ■Cambridge.  He  travelled  on  the 
Continent  after  leaving  college,  and,  retnming  bome._  la 
supposed  to  have  taken  orders  and  received  the  livine 
of  Tolieabury  in  Essex.  He  was  the  boon  companion  of 
the  celebrated  wits  of  the  day,  deseHed  a  lovely  wife.  ■ 
Ud  tivM  a  profligate  life,  dying,  it  a  said,  in  absolute 
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mkenr  cud   poreitT,    fioi 
■ad  Rhemih  mioe. 


1   «iirf«it   of  pickled   heiringi 


>  My  Love  for  April'!  in  Her  Fsee IJ 

fUdiRon    in    DiBnam 70 

FbilDmeU'i  Ode  TbU  She  Sung  m  Het  Arboui » 

Dotod'9    Description    of    Samda 97 

Fawni»     IM 

Mullidor"*  Madrigal    IM 

Fhillii  and   Corydon I» 

Henaphont'a  Sons 144 

Doroo's  jig    217 

Dorilicia'*  TDittjr , 282 

F*milia'*    Song    2B3 

N'oseret  Vou*,    Mon  Bel  Ami? 399 

The   Shepherd's   Wife's   Song )M 

Sepheatia's  Song  to  Her  Child »» 

Oaitenl    il7 

Mlserrfmus    itl 


GK£Vn.Lt.  FuLKE,  Lou  Bkooee  (1554-1628),  was  Km  of  Sir 
Fulke  GriTille,  of  Beauchaoip  Coart,  io  Warwiclubire. 
He    entered    Trinity    College,    completing    his    studies    at 

honoured  with  s  seat  in  the  Privy  Council.  He  was 
Bssasainaled  by  one  of  his  domeslics.  AtUched  yery  deeply 
to  bia  friend.  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  he  wrote  The  Life  of 
the  Renowned  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  1652:  'and  when  he 
died  styled  himself  on  his  tombstone:  ''The  Friend  of 
Sir  Phflip  Sidney." 

Myra    9S 

Who  Grace   for   Zenith  Had *" 

A   Sof^   for  Priests SM 

A   Contrast    541 

To    Cynthia 586 

T»    Cynthia    SB7 

Forsake   Thyself,  to  Hesven   Turn  Thee W 

GiiHiiLD,  KicnoTjig  (1519-1562).  educated  SI  Camhridge  and 
"   '     ■  rhetorical^ lecture  'n.*.he  refectory 


venea   and    a   Latin    tragedy    be   nude   translations    from 
the  Greek  and  Latin   poets.     John  Ihe  Baptist,   his   I      " 
tragedy,    wa>    published    in    1548;     and    his    Sonaes 
annexed    to    tSe     Songea    and    Sonnettes     of     Once 
AiKtours.    printed    by   Tattel   in    his    Miscellany.    155 


A    True    Lot 
Raiinotok,  Willij 


reaching    his 
■-■1    father    in 


man."";- During'S'e  cSmmoi^^lth,"  wS™MyB,  he^';diu 

ibe  Usurper."     Besides  Castara,  Habiogton  wrote  a  play 

and  some   Oburvalions  upon  History. 

We  Saw  and  Woo'd   Each  Other's   Eyes IJI 

To    Roses  in   the   Bosam   of   Caatara 1S4 
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AgHinil*  Them  Who   Lsv  UncbaMitr  to  the  Sex  of  WomeD     22} 
Nox    Nocli    Indicat   Scientiam ISO 

Hekbebt,  LoiD  Edwamd  Cheiidiv  aS83-l64S),  In  Shrop- 
shire, born  at  Hontgomerr  Ciitte,  in  Walea,  educated 
at  Univerntv  College  in  London.  He  distinguiihed  him- 
self as  a  •oldier  on  the  Continent  and  became  the  Eng- 
lisb  ambasudor  to  France.  He  waa  an  elder  brother 
of  George  Herbert. 
Upon   Combing  Her   Hair 198 

Hebbebt,  Gemm  tH931612>,  educated  at  Cambridge,  where 
he  KOired  in  1619  the  public  oralarship  of  the  Uni- 
versity. The  influence  of  bis  family  brought  him  into 
notice  at  Coort,  where  he  was  held  in  hifli  favour  bv 
Tame*  I:  He  enjoyed,  also,  the  personal  friendship  of 
Bacon  and  Donne.  In  1610.  having  entered  the  Church, 
he  became  rector  of  PagEclstone.  Hia  life  is  »id  to 
have  been  pure  ind  uint-Uke;  Isaak  Walton  wrote  hit 
biography. 

i^vr  .:.: 139 

Church    Muffl'c 410 

The  Pulley   ; *83 

Man's   Medley    «S 

Virtue     :.... HO 

A    Dialogue    6ZS 

Discipline    6» 

The   Collar    628 

The    Flower    «0 

Easter    Song    63S 

HebriCk.  Robekt  (1591-1674),  was  Che  Son  of  a  goldsmith 
in  Cheapside.  Educated  at  St.  Tohn^  Cambridge,  he  was 
presented  in  1629  with  the  living  of  Dean  Fiior  in 
Devonshire.  For  beinK  an  ardent  Royalist  in  1647  he 
wia  ejected  from  the  living,  and  returiring  to  London  he 
celebrated  the  event  in  verse.  His  poems  for  the  most 
part  were  published  anonymouEly,  but  in  1648  be  issued 
a  collection   of  them  under   the  title  of  Hesperidet.      In 


To  Meadows   . 

To'  vidMr" .!!!;;;:;:;;:";"'.;"'. 

To   Blossoms   

Corinn^'s    Maying    

Gather  Ye  Rosebuds  V^ite  Ye   May- . 


1    juli; 
.    Jul' 


Hair   Filled   with   Dew. 


To   Electra 


ight     in     DHHirder 91 

tlie   Western  Wind 92 

Electra   1!7 

.,  (Bnone 1S7 

To  Anthea,  Who  May  Command  Him  Anything 181 
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Art  Ab0v<  Nuuk:    To  Julia IM 

Tlie   Bracelet:     To    Julia W 

Upon   Julia*  Recovery    IW 

Tbt    Mad    Maid'*    Sona 209 

The  Fnneral  Riles  of  lEe  Roic 3Z9 

A    CbiJd'i    Gr»ce *B 

To   Music,   to    Becalm  Hi>  F«»er 40S 

To  Utc  Merrily  and  to  Trust  to  Good  Verse 411 

Hi*  Prayer  id  Ben   Jonson 4U 

To     Be     Merry 528 

To   Daffodil*    SM 

Hil  Winding-Sheet  ...: S50 

To   Daiaies,   Not  to   Shut  So    Soon 571 

Country    H^bta    itT 

The    Night-Kece:     To    Julia 57» 

A    Cbrislma*    Carol S94 

Ceremonies    for     Christmas 5M 

To  Hi*  Saviour,  a  Child:    A  Present  bj  a  Child MI 

The  New  Year's   Gift 606 

To  His  Ever   Loving  God 61S 

Litanv   to    the   Holy   Spirit £20 

The   White    Island 62S 

To  His  Palernal  Home 6Ji 

Upon   a  Child  That  Died 6SS 

ASother 657 

Comfort  to  a  Youth  Tliat  Had  Loat  His  Love 671 

Hevwood,    John    (1497-1575),    native    of    North    Mints,    near 
St.    AltanV        "    "     '  "^       ■     


educated  at  Oxford,  became  Court  Jester 
•■—  —tliest  dramatic  writers.  He  was  s 
Henr?  VIII.  and  Qneen  Mary  bis 
It  of  "mirth  and  quickness  of  fail 
Roman  Catholic,  at  Mary's  death, 
he    retired   to    Mechlin,    in    Brabaot, 


where  be  died. 
A  Praise  of  Hi*  Lady 

HirwooD,  Thomas  {157?-16S0).  a  voluminous  pUywright  < 
the  group  that  immediately  followed  Shakespeare  i 
whom  very  little  i*  known  except  that  he  was  the  aulhi 
in  part  or  whole  of  220  plays,  of  which  iweoty-lhr. 
have  been  preserved.  His  characleristic  e;.cellence  w. 
in  homely  scenes,  and  he  won  from  Charles  Lamb  U 
Bp^Uation    of  a  prose   Shakespeare, 


Praise    of    Cere* 

HowAro,  Hem»t,  Eail  of  Sorbev  (1518-1 S46-7),  was  the  third 
•on  of  Thomas,  Earl  of  Surrey,  and  third  Duke  of  Not- 
folk.  Attended  Cardinal  Coltece,  now  Chrisi  Church, 
Oiford.  In  1S42  be  served  in  the  army  under  his  father 
in  Scotland,  end  in  1544  was  appointed  Field-Marshal  of 
the  English  army  on  the  Continent.  On  account  of  ienl. 
onsy  wnlcb  his  personal  achievements  excited  in  the  Earl 
of  Hertford.  King  Henry's  brother,  and  in  the  king  also, 
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in    1946,   he  was  ordered  to  return    fmin  the  COntiBent, 

hlg£    tTCason    OR    groundless    charges,    and    bsheaded    on 
Tower  HiU,  Jannarr  ,19.   1547.      Surrey  was  the   follower 

In  isl7  R.  ToCtel  published  The  Songs  and  lonneiiee  of 
Heorjr,    Earl   of  Surrey,   and  Others. 


Complaini  of  Ihe  Absence  of  Her  Lover  Being  upon  the  Sea 
The  Means  to  Attain   " '  ■'- 


A  Praise  of  His  Lovi. 

On'  Sardmap^lu's'" DHhon''™rable'Life'  and  MlieraWe  'Death    $48 

Howell,   Thomas    (fl.   1568-1S81), 

Of    M^isery    ,'. , 578 

BuuE,  Alexardei  (lSED-1609):  son  of  the  Gontplroller  of 
Scolland,  was  bom  at  Reidbras,  and  educated  some  sa; 
at  St.  Andrew's,  and  some  at  St.  Mary's.  Later  he 
travelled  in  France  and  on  his  relnrn  became  attached 
to  Ihe  Court  of  James  VI. 
A  Summer  Day  331 

HlTHHis.    WiLLiAU    (d.    1568),    was    Chapel  .master    to    Queen 
Eliiabeth.      Little  is  known  about  his   Ufe. 
Tbe  Lover  Curseth  the  Time  When  First  He  Fell  in  Love    257 

JoHSOH,   Bin    (1573-1637).     Bom  in   London  of  poor   parent- 
»ge,  end   served   as   a '  soldier   in   the   Netherlands.     "- 


settled  early  in  London  and  became   an  actor  and  wi 
"'   ~*--'s,    which  ■■ ' -■     -■    -—   -=—    - ■ 

Tary  likin 
Every   Mi 

ought    out 


S^amour.   his   first   great   play, 

and  it  is  claimed  lliat   Shake- 

.  .  of  the  actors.  He  also  wrote  a  number 
of  masques  for  Court  festivals,  in  which  King  James  and 
his  Queen  took  parts;  through  these  are  scattered  some 
of  his  finest  lyrics.  In  1619  Jonson  went  on  a  walking 
tour  to  Scotland,  visiting  the  home'of  his  ancestors,  and 
while  there  he  visited  Drummond  of  Hawthornden,  who 
baa  left  us  a  journal  of  his  'conversation.  Besides  his 
plays  and  masques  Jonson  published  two  volumes  of  poems 

_ana  lyrics,   Underwoods  and  The   Forest. 

The    Shepherd's    Holiday. 

His    Supposed    Mistress 

The    Kiss    

To    Celia     

The   Glove : 

Sinnlex  Hunditiis 

Perfect    Beauty     


A    Nymph's    Passion 

The  Triumph   of   Charts 

Song     

Love   and   Death 

"  i_  Lucy,.  Countess   of   Bedford.. 
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Hnim  M  P>n *tl 

An  Od*  to  HimMlf «» 

Epod«     4M 

A  F.™well   to  the  World... SOf 

The   Noble   Balm S" 

V  irtue    Triamphuit     iU 

i3<:gluD0ur'i  Lament  ■■  S5f 

Hymn   to    DiaoA ■ SK 

Echo's  Dirge  for  Hirdnns t** 

A  P«rt   o(  an   Ode 661 

EpiUph    «64 

Epitaph    on    Elinbcth    L.    K Oi 

Ao  Epitaph  on  Satathiel  Pavjr 665 

JouuH,    THOUiti     (16I2M68S),    an    ulor,    afterward*    poe|. 
laureate  for  the   City   of   ttindon;    be  wa>  the  author   of 
Eour   playi  and  a  Bumber  of   pocnu  and   maKiuea. 
Coioneious  Noi  Roiii  Anlequam  Marcescant 521 

KlMC,  HlHiT  (1591-1669).  Biafaop  of  Chidiester,  and  friend 
of  iBBsk  Walton.  Sandys,  and  Ben  jonson.  He  wrote 
many  elegiea,  noiably  those  on  Ben  Jonson,  Donne,  and 
Guitavui  AdolphuB.  In  1657  appeared  bit  Poemi, 
Elegies.    Paradoxci,   and   Sonseti. 

A  Renunciitinn    . .  _ _ 2U 

:be   Ufe 


1   His   Wife 

-  toDOE.  Thok*«  (1SS6?.162S).    Son  of  a  Lord  Mayor  of  Lon- 
j —    -J — ..J  ..  1- — i_;j.-    — J  .1..^  nan*  vidssitudet 
!    waa,    with    Mar- 


Cambridn,  and  after   naay  vicissitudet 

K'ned    distinction   as   a  physician.      He    waa,    with    tf- 
't  and    Greene,    one    of    the   pre-Shakespearian    dra 


tiltt.       His    versatility     wat^  remarkable,     producing 


,    plays,    satires,   and   lyric_      ,... 

I   many   of  bia   lyrics   show   Mtongly    1 


To  Phyllis,    the    Fair    Shepberdeu.. 

Corydon's    Sons 

The    Lover's    Tb. 


i   Madriial    

Love's    Witchery     

Love  Guards  tfac  Roses  of  Tfay    Up>.. 
For  Pity,  Pteltx  Eyes,  Surcease 

Phosbe's   Sonnet 

Do  Me  Rigbt  and  Do  Me  Reason 

The    Solitary    Shepherd's    Song 

Accurst    Be   Love 

Moutsnus'    Vow    

A    Madrigal    

Whilsi    Youthful    Spottg  Are    Lasting.. 

Lov^um,    RicHAiD    (1618-1653),  belonged 


)ldier  Iqr  .choice,  and 

, .rho  SDrrounded  Quee..  .„ 

In  behalf  of  King  Cborle*  I.  be  presented 
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Court  poeiB  who  sDrrougded  Queen  Henrietta  Marte. 


DoliiHihyGoOHlc 


INDEX  OF  AUTHORS 

Psrliament  train  the  layaliMi  of  Kent,  tor  wbtcfa  he  was 
thrown    into  prinn^   wher"    ""  'Is   beautiful    901ts>' 

To  .Altbea  fron  Prison.  ed  a  reiiiiient  for 

the  French  king  and  too  bIcbc  ofDuDkirk. 

A    year  later   returning  !   wu  once   mora 

thrown  Into  prison.     In  1  ed  a  collecLion  of 

hia    poems    under    the    til  iming   them    from 

a    tady  — Lucr    Sacheven  sc    yean    litlle    is 

known,   but    It    U  suppos  *  befell    him   and 

that  he  died  in  a  cellar  : 

GradafiB    Dancing     '.,.'.'..'.'.....'.... 

To    Althea.    from    Prison 

To    Lucasta,    Going  Beyond  the    Seas 

The    Grasshopper    

To  Lucasta.  Going  to  the  Wars - 

Lylt.  Johk  0553-1606)  is  best  known  ai  the  author  ol 
Euphues;  The  Anatomy  of .  Wit, .  1 SSO,  which  was  ridi- 
eulBd  by  his  coDiemporaries,  esiiccially  Shakespeare  in 
Love's  Labour'a  Lost,  and  Jonson  in  Erery  Man  Out  of 
Hta  Humour.  '  In- this  work,  and  its  sequel  Euphues  and 
His  England,  IS81,  Uy  intended  to  reform  and  purify  the 
English  language,  at  was  tba  author  of  some  nine  playa.  . 
Son^    10    Apollo 


Love's    College :'......'...'......'.'.'.'.'.,..'.'.'.'.'..'..,.. 

O   Cruel   Love '.'^ .'.'.'. : 

Syrinx     .,....,;...,., i 

MAiLOWa,    CHMiTOFtin    {35C4-1S93].       Bom    Id    Canterbury, 

the   SOD   of    a    shoeniaker    who    managed   to    send   him   to 
Oiford.    where    he   took    his    degree  m    1583,      Some   say 

others  that  he  went  with  Sidney  to  the  vais  in  the 
Netherlands.  Tamburlame  the  Great,  his  first  great 
drama,  was  performed  in  I5S8:  thi>  was  followed  rapidly  ' 
in  the  next  few  years  by  three  other  plays,  Doctor 
Faustus,  The  Jew  of  Malta,  and  Edward  II.,  whieb 
made  him  the  first  great  diamatisC  in  English  literature, 
■ad  tbe  master  whose  Influence  is  shown  in  Shake-  - 
apesre's  eariy  plays.  Marlowe's  life  was  wild  and  reek- 
less,  and  in  1S93  he  was  killed  in  a  lavem  brawl  in 
Deptford,  the  particulara  of  which  have  never-  been 
quite  understood.  He  left  fragments  of  one  or  two 
plan's,  and  parts  of  a  fine  poem.  Hero  and  Lcander, 
which  George  Chapman  iiniBhed. 

The  Passionate  Shepherd  to  His   Love...  

If  All  the  Pens  That  Ever  Poets  Held 

The    Stream     ; 

MjtisiKCER.  Philip  <IS84-1640>,  was  at  one  time  page  (n  the 
household  of  the  Earl  of  Pembrdie.  His  dramatic 
labours  are  diflimh  to  define  owing  to  his  habit  of 
collaboration.  He  Has  an  intimate  fiiend  of  Fletcher's. 
Towards  middle  life  he  was  converted  to  Roman  Catholi- 
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tarn.     Some  liftcen  plan  tit  to  bli  credit . 

The   Blushiiig   Bck    ud   Fniple    Plower : 

HAym,  Uim  <16M-1672),  native  of  Devoiuhirc,  edacated 
■t  Oirist  Charch,  Oxford.  Became  CanoD  of  Cbritt 
CbuTcb.  Archdeacon  of  Cliicbestcr,  and  Chaplain -in 
Ordinarjr  to  Chatlc*  II.  His  jermon*  have  been  col- 
lected and  pDbtiihed,  and  he  irrote  a  number  of  contro- 
versial tticts.  He  trantlaled  same  of  Ludan'*  Dialoguea, 
wrote  a  number  of  dranus  and  some  poems. 


IftDDLBTDN,  Tbouai  (I570?-t6Z71,  of  lAooi  little  is  Icnowr 
except  that  be  was  appointed  Chronologer  to  the  Citr  n 
London  ahortLy  before  his  death.     A  number  at  pUys  a: 


.    ,  .ccrcdiied   to    h'l",    aod   lie   ia   supposed    to 

have  aasisted   Rowley,   Massinger,  Fletcher,  and  Jonson  in 
ttk  writing  of  plays. 

Ijpa    and    ^ea.  .................4,..,,,,. 

MoKTOOUEaiE,  ALEiAMMa    £1540?-16I0?). 

The   Night  la  Near  Gone 

Muhdav.  Ahthoht  (15S3-lfi33),  was  poet'lanreate  of  the 
Citjr  of  London.      He   has  been  identified  as  the   "  Shep- 

En^nd's    'Helicon.       h"  wai    ooncemed^    also,     in    the 
wntiiur   of    fourteen    plays. 

Beantv   Bathing    < 

Tbe    Shepherd's   Sun : 

Montana  tbe  Shepherd,   His  Love  to  Aminta 

Robin    Hood's     Dirge ; ( 

NatH,  Tbohm  (15S7-l60t).  Bom  at  Lowoloft  and  was  a 
student  at  St.  John's,  Cambridge,  ftoia  which  it  is  sup- 
posed be  was  expelled  for  some  youthfui  indiscretion. 
After  travellinc  10  Ital;  be  settled  in  London  abont 
1589  and  itecame  issocisted  with  Greene,  Marlowe,  and 
Peele,  For  certain  expresaions  in  one  of  hia  plays. 
The  Iile  of  Do|s,  be  was  pal  in  priaoo.  vbich  nushaa 
afforded    hie    enemies    muth    pleasure.       As    a     forcefnl 

Bmphletecr  Nash  was  nore.fan»ous  than  as  a  dramatist. 
!  waa  deeply  coneerniid  in  the  strife  of  the  Marpre- 
late  Controversy.  He  furiooily  asaailed  Dr.  Gabriel 
Harvey    for    insulting    tbe    memory    of    hii    dead    friend 

"?Shfs™rit"tiU'sadYw.y.;''.".'.'.'.:v.:'.:'.i'.:".;  ;■.■." 


Brighl 
In^i 


OxroiD  Music  School  MS. 
My  Heart 

1  PiELE,  GaoBtig  (1558-1598).  Bom  in  Devonshire,  and  edn- 
cated  at  Broadgale'a  Hall  (now  Pembroke  College), 
Oxford.  He  went  to  London  and  divided  tbe  rest  of 
his  life  "between  the  (avern,  the  ereen-room,  and  the 
Btrailened    accoininodBliona    at    tbs    authoc'a   atudy."      He 

794 


DoliiHihyGoOHlc 


IISIDtX  OF   AUTHOSS 

hhor  of   iBtny  exeetlent   play 


..  .._.    ..    ._.    Ijterslure,   if   it   wi" 
'aithful    Shepherdesi. 


Faitl 


A   Farenell   10  Arms 

QCAUES,  FtANCis  (1592-1644),  native  of  Stewarda.  neat 
Rumford,  Ewex.  EdacMed  at  Christ  Colkn,  CunbrldiTC, 
and  Lincoln's  Ids.  Waa  sncccssivelr  cauwarer  to  tlie 
Queen   of  Bohemia,    Chronologer  ta  the  Ciljt  of  London, 


AichbtBhop  Uaber- 
the  breaking  out  of  (he  Rebellion  in  1S41,  he  fl< 
England,   where   aritiBSB   of   a   royalistic  flavoar   an 


attachment    10    tiiirlea,    _. 

ment.  who  lequestrattd  his  estate  and  plundered  his 
booki.  The  poet  never  recovered  from  the  blow,  which 
Sent  him  to  hii  gravt.  Bis  worin,  numbefiag  manr 
volumes,   ire  of   b    devotional   naturOi 

An  Ecstasy.. 63S 

Epigram     i 639 

lUujOH.  Sul.Waltei  (.HS2-lGie}. . .  Bom  in  the  parish  of 
East  Budleieh,  Devonshire;  educated  at  Oriel  College, 
Oitford.  fie  served  five  years  in  Franc*  with  the 
Hucuenotq,  and  subscqnently  in  the  Netherlands  ander 
the  Prince  of  Orange.  In  1579,  accompanying  his  half- 
brvther.  Sir  Humphrey  Gilbert,  he  made  his  first  ex- 
pedition to  America.  Raleigh  held  many  lucrative  posts 
o(  honour,  the  gift,  of  royal  favour.  The  romantic  voy- 
agcs  of  discovery,  .terminating  alwaya  in  failure,  by  this 
Inave  but  not  always  scrupulous  hero,  still  continue  to 
furnish    delightful    reading.      He   was    beheaded    October, 

The    Nymph's    Reply 47 

Now    What    Is    Love? 76 

On    Spenser's    "Faerie    Qoeene " 131 

The    EJtcuse    J  S6 

As  Ye  Came  from   the  Holy  Land.. 170 

The  Silent   Lover..:. , 17S 

Silence    in    Love , 176 

Farewell  to  the  Vanities  of  the  World 506 

Even     Such    Is    Time... 524 

HlB .  PilBrimage    617 

The  Soul's  Errand ; 679 

RAnnoLTH.  Thduai  (1605-163S>,  native  0I  Badby.  North- 
■mptonshire;  educated  at,  and  Fellow  of.  Trtnity  College, 
CanbridBC.  He  went  to  London  and  became  associated 
with  the.Broup  of  poets  summndlngi  Ben  Jonnon,  who 
•■  soon   drank   him   into   an   early  grave." 

A    Devout    Lover 177 

An    OdB  to  Muter  Anthoar  StiSofd  to   Hasten   Him  into 
the  Country    ISO 
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RAVmtCurTi    Thohab    (15V2'7), 
tbc 


ibliahei    of    diduc,    who    a    said    to    luv«    been    mada 
luhelDc   d[    Music  bj   the    University   of    CambridKc.   at 
■-  age  of  fifteen.                                                        ^ 
:    Poor     Harinera I 


BlYNOLBl,    JOHB     (?■?). 

EowMHDS,  RiCBAtD  (1565-1630>),  native  of  London,  edu- 
cated at  Oxford,  and  becoming  a  Koman  Cukolic  took 
up  hia  lendencc  at  Antwerp,  where  he  prosj^ced  as  a 
primer.  He  waa  a  draughtsman  and  painter,  and  illna- 
traied  wiDe  of  his  own  boeka. 
Otir  Bleaa«d  Ladj'a  Lullaby 

Rowur,  WiLLUU    (fl.    16S<H.     See  notea. 

The    6iaM ' 

Come   Follow  Me,  Ye  Coiutiry  LaAes : 

'Sackviui,  TBoiua,  Loan  Buckbubsi  (ISaMSOS),  was  the 
author  of  Gorboduc,  the  fiist  Enali>h  tragedy,  acted  in 
1562,  whijli  >:as  greatly  admired  by  Sit  Philip  Sidney. 
He  was  elevated  to  the  earldom  .  of  Dorset  with  the  ac- 
cession of  James  1. 
Sleep - ;......■ J 

SeoiJ,  Al^ltAHM«^<lS20?-15S?>.  waa  called  *■ 

)    ciqries)    in    Edinburgii.' in    1831, 

-    —    „    ..ems   from  a   MS.    wtitten   in    """ 

1  an   IntrodiKtim  and  Notes  by   David  Laint. 


ilch  poelty.'*  A  crileclion  of  his  plecsa  was 
riralely  printed  <liM  ciqries)  in  Edinburgh,  in  1831, 
nder  the   litis  of   Poems   from  a   MS.    wHtten   in    15«8, 


A    Rondel   of    LoTC 

A  Bequest  of  Bis  Heart. . 


i*KES»E*M,   William    (1S«4-1i51i5).     Born   at    Slratford-otv 
Avon.      After   receiving  a    scanty   Grammar   school  editca> 

wife   and    children    at   home    with    biB_  parenli!      In. 1589 

-' '     '  .       -       —  ui^jgrs  playhouse,   wfaeia 


friendshjt 


[  plays,   Love's  Labour's  ■  Ixist,  Henry   1 
re  jwrtormed..     Later  be  rainial  tiw  n  ' 


T^e  .ifape^or'LSc«ce.'""Arhii''Birv^^^  "ays   were'  ^ 

ford  yearly,  where  he  purchased  property,  looking  for- 
ward, to  a  time  of  peaceful  retirement  there.  Nothini 
definite  la  known  of  the  order  in  which  Shakespeare'* 
playa  were  written,  but  it  is  inpposed  (hat  the  comediei 
and  the  plays  frcm  EnKliSh  Malory  belong  to  the  rear* 
before  l&OO;  while  the  ereat  tragedies,  Lear.  Othello. 
Hamtel.  and  Sfacbeth.  were  written  after,  aa  were  alao 
the  Roman  plays, .  His  two  last  playi.  A  Winter's  Tale 
and   The  Tempest,  contain  some  of   hii   Most   bcanlifiil 
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Hark.   Harkl     the   Lbi* : ..,.    ,         ■     -. 

Short     Sunshine .'  

When  Daffodils  Begin  to  Pwr,.. r."';;j*!i;i 

Dnder   the   Greenwooj  Tree!li!!*w^^!   'I^'   "■  

Young    Love 

II   Was  a   Lover  and  Hit  Lais..... '.'.'.. 

In  Tears  Her' ' Triiimph^i:;;;!;;;;!;;,'::;;";: i!;: i': '' 

Rosalind 

Sweet    Robbery    

Beauty   snd    Rhyme , !..l'lji' 

Shstl  I  Compare  Thee  to  a  Summer's  Da* 

Beautys   Eniionie , '        ■ 

Not  Miae  Own  Fears 

Comfort     

The   Full    Love  Is  Hushed........... .'!.!""::"'"' 

The  LoveLelter ., : 

Being    Your    Slave .....;..    .         

Lee's    Casuistry     ,...:„....  

Silvia , . . .    , 

Sigh    No    More,    Ladies '.'..'.'.'i 

Time  and  Love...., 

Then  Hate  Me  When  Thou   Wilt,  ..-■...,;.,.,!;;  '."" 

The,   Recall  of   Uv ■ 

Talte,   O  Take  Those   Lips  Awsy '.'".". 

Sweet  Love,  Renew  Thy  Force.. • 

Did  Not  ihe  Heavenly  Rhetoric  of  Tbine  Eye, 

Since    Biaae,    Nor    Slona..... 

Love    Dnaltcrable    

Where  the^ Bee  Sucks ....:...:.::::::.■ 

A    Bridal  Song 

When  That  I  Was  and  >  Little  Tiny  Boy. ... 

""hlui"  ^"''  ^'""'  "*"'"  '"■On  ,M>»i'!  Sadly? 

Come   Buy"co'iiie"Bn»^!^,;"!lIir 

Come    to  the    Pedlar.' ...::.'":; 

Ab«^ee^     '■■ •■••■' '■ ■ ■■■• 

^T  riS  *i^'"'*'^^*^  '^'AiwVa'Biiti;::::::::::::: 
Cuckoo"?..... ?;!:;;:!;::;;;:.'i::,":':;' ■ ' 

The  Ousc^Cock.  So  Black  of  Hue: '. .   . 

You    Spotted    Snakes ......,.., : 

Crabbed   Age  and  Youlh .,...,:,  

The    Merry    Heart '   1.1.,]"     V  .  "I 

Zt'^-J^^^  Have  Power  to  Wrt  and  Will  Do  None 

The  &cp™se  of  Spirii  m  .a_.W»|te  of  Shame 

,Poo.r   Sod,  the  Centre  of .  My   Sinful  Earth 

Emtert  .^'If.'::;'.::::":: :;::::::::::" ::;■"; : 

Fidele     ■.■.'.■.■. .' -.-.>. 

If    ThoQ    Survive : 

Thy   Bosom    Is  EnJ^ared   with  All  Hearts '...'.'.'. 

When  to  the  Sessions  o(, Sweet   Silent  Xkonght , 

a«''jiutumh': ;,:.;;: : :.;;:,;::.:,::;:": : ::.:::: ::::::::::::::;.;.: :  :; 
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To  Mc,   Fair  Friend,   You  Nerer  Con   Be  Old 

VtiMot     •■ 

Urn.   and   Odouri    Bring   AwB)- ; 

Now  the   Hungry  Lion   KDaii..'. 

Ophelia's    Song    , < 

A    Lover-i    Wrge i 

A    Sea    Dirge ' 

The  Pbcmix-and  the  Turtle , i 

IIero'»    Epitaph ' 

SxtiLET,  Jaues  (1596-1666),  mi  the  last  of  the  Ereat  group 
of  dramatists  who  innnediitelr  followed  Shakespeare. 
Inteiuled  for  the  Church,  he  became  a  Roman  Catholic, 
and  earned  his  living  as  a  echaolnusler.  In  1675  he 
wrole  »  comedj',  Lov«  Tricks,  which  encoaraged  bini 
to  go  to  London  where  he  produced  nearly  thirty  plays 
before  the  closing  of  the  theatres  in   1642; 

Piping   Peace    

O    Fly,    My    Soul 

Death's    Emissaries     ■ 

DcBlh    the     Leveller 

EiBsET,  Sii  Philip  (lSS4-lsis).  Bom  at  Penehursl,  in  Kent, 
of  an  ancient  family.  Educated  at  Shrewsbury  and  Ox- 
ford, he  ttaTcUed  abroad,  witnesslni  the  Massacre  of 
SU  Bartholomew's,  after  which  he  vrsited  (Germany  and 
Italy,   and  was  back  >i  the  English  Cou-   --   ""       "■- 


hopeless  passion  for  Lady  Finelope  Devereux,  daughter 
of  the  Earl  of  Eaieit,  who  afterwards  married  Lord  Rict 
was  the  inspiration    of  Astro'p>el  -  and   Stella,   a   series    of 

put   of    favour   at   Court    in    1S80    becatise    of    his  Tetter 

tS  Ihe^Fr^  Duke  oTaojou? Sidney  ™°™1  lo^Wni™; 

cadia.  The  following  year  he  composed  his  fine  Apology 
for    Poetrie    in    opposition     (o    Stephen    Gosson.      Wben 


r    Dnuh 


Queen  Elizabeth  sent  English  troops  to  help  t 
m  their  struggle  for  freedom.  Sidney,  who  was 
Governor  of  Flushing,  participated,  and  ovring  lo  a» 
reckless  and  chivalrous  bravery,  fell  fighting  at  Zutphen 
in  September,  1S86.  Sidney's  writings  were  nol  pub- 
lifted  until  after  his  death,  and  he  remains  the  most 
coti^icuaas  figure   of  chivalry    among  English   peraoitali- 

Wooing .  Stuff    

The    Nightingale     

Promised   Vital 

Via.  Amoris- 

A  Dirge:    Love  Is  Dead 
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Loving  in  ,Tnrtk,  md  Pain  in  Verse  My  Love  to  Show. , . .  3il 

Stella,    Think    Not.., 316 

Epilhalamiinn 3SJ 

Pbmbaa.  Fareweljl , 422 

B«  Your  Word)  Made,  Good  Sir,  of  Indian  Ware 425 

O    Sweet    Woods... 4W 

Tnilh    Doth    Trulh    Deserve 520 

Sons 5G2 

The   Moon ,  M7 

To    Skip     S9Z 

Southwell,    Roieit    <1562-1595).     An    English    Tesntt;     fn' 

""'   "■"    —  appointed  Prefect  of   the   Englfsli   Jesuits'  ' 


College    in 


Rome^  was  lubsequentlv  returned  la  Eng- 
liisionary.  where  after  three  years  iaiprison- 
ercd  as  a. martyr  at  IMnim,  February,  159S^ 


Scorn    Not   the    Least 

Man's    CiYil    War 3«o 

Times    Go    by    Turns S2J 

Loss    in    Delay 531 

The    Burning    Bate 603 

SriNSEK.  EoiinND  (1SS3-1S98).  Bom  in  London,  and  edu- 
cated at  Pembroke  Hall,  Oxford,  tn  1580,  he  beeane, 
throuah  Ibe  influence  ot  Sir  Philip  Sidney,  Secretary 
to  Lord  Grey  of  Wilion,  Lord- Lieute nam  of  Ireland; 
and  in  1586,  received  from  the  Crown  a  grant,  inchid- 
ing  the  castle  and  manor  of  Kilcolman,  in  the  county  of 
Cork,  forfeited  by  (be  Earl  of  Desmond.  He  narried 
in  1594,  Elizabeth  Boyle,  of  whom  be  had  soi^  in  the  . 
Sonnels.  and  tbeir  nnptiaU  be  nlebraied  in  the  wonder- 
ful EpithalamiuoL  In  1590  appeared  the  first  three  • 
Books  of  the  Faerie  Queene,  and  in  1596,  Bods  IV.,  V., 
VL  In  1S98  occurred  what  is  called  the.  "  rebellion  of 
the  Earl  of  Tyrone,"  which  forced  Spenser  with  bis  wife 
■nd  children  to  leave  Ireland,  for  bis  estates  were 
plundered  and  burned,  to  seek  bis  native  eountry,  where 
be  died  in  "extreme  indigence  and  want  of  bread." 

Whilst  It    Is  Prime !J 

Perigot  and  Willie's  RonnMaji. .  L 19 

The   Merry    Month   of    MayT JO 


Ditty 
art  Wh( 


Try    i 

Juile    Is    This? 

—  Shi'  Smilii;  WW'.'.'.'."'.)'.'.''."'. 

ibt    Which    Ye    Uisdeem ,.... 

9  I  Her  Beauty  Do   Behold 

17    Cuckoo.    Messenger  cf   Spring.. 


Rudely  Thou  Wrongeit  My  Dear  Heart's  Dedre. .. 

Epithalamium 

Prolhalamion      

The   Bower    of  Btiss 

One  Day  I  Wrote  Har  Name  upon  the  Strand 

Like  as  the  Culver  on  the  Bned  Bough 

Most  Glorious  Lord  of  Life,   That  on  This  Day. . 
Front-  "  Daphnaida  ". .,,  ..,^.....  .-i. ......... .\.. 
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'  StiLi,  JmtH,  BilKOF  or  Bat>  ahd  Wnxi  (1S43-1S0S).  Bom 
>l  Gisnlham,  LincaLosIurt;  adugated  it  Christ  CdllegB, 
Cimbridgi, -where  ha  btune  L»dy  Margaiei's  Professor 
of  Divinily.  He  wu  PFsbendary  of  Weatminster,  1573; 
Muter  of  St.  John'i  CollOgg,  1574;  Archdeacon  of 
Sudbury.  1596;  BiBhop  of  Balh  «nd  Wells,  1592.  To 
Sdll    ii    ascribed    the    aathorah^    «t    Gsnuner    Gnrton'i 

Needle,   1565,  the  thir^  Eoglub  oomedj'. 

JoUjt    Good   Als    and   Old 419 

SnoDE,  WtLUUi   (1S9SM644). 

MuSi 4U 

Suckling,  S'm  Jobk  (1609-Ui2).  Botn  at  Whittoo.  Middle- 
•e*;  edutaled  at  Trinity  CoUcKe,  Cambridge.  In  1631, 
be  joined  the  army  of  Gustivus  Adolphus;  and  in  1639 
raiMd  an  arm)'  of  as  hundred  horie,  leading  theio  in 
battle  between  the  Scotch  and  royal  army.  His  life  was 
one  of  Wild  and  reckless  diasipation.  A  loyalist,  he  was 
atcuscd  of  scheming  to  save  Strafford's  lite,  and  ■  tieeins 
fiom  England,  be  put  an  end  to  hii  diKsoered  life  in 
Paris. 

When,  Dearest,   I  But  Think  of  Thee....;,.... 211 

A    Doubt   of    Martyrdom Z2S 


The   Contunt   Lot 
—  'So    File 


8    So    File    and    Wan?... 
■Ibd  uBOn    a   Wedding. . 
Love   and    Debt 


SvLvitnn,  Joa«DA  (i:61-1618).  An  eminent  finsnist,  who  be. 
came  a  member  of  the  Company  of  Merchant  Adventnrera 
at  Sisde.      It  is    at  the  transialer  of   Do    Baitas'   poems 


'   TiCHBOiNE,  Chjoiock    (d.   158S). 

Chidiotk    Tichbornel    Lament 

TOI-TE,   ROBEIT    (d.  1620).     . 

On   Quickscdge,    Wroughl   trilh  Lovdy  Eglantine 

Tounviu.1,  .Geoice  (1530?-1600>..  Bom  at  Whitechnrcb, 
Devoasbire.  and  educated  at  Mei*  College,  Oxford.  He 
accompanied  Sir  .TJiamas  Gandolph  lo  Riueis  .  as  secre- 
tacy;  his  three  poetical  epiailea  concerning  this  country 
are. incorporated,  in  Hakluyt's  Voyages  He  left  a  mis- 
cellaneous number  of  vrlting^,  aiid  a  MS.  translation 
of  Tasso's  Jerusalem  BeUrered.  no*  in  the  Bodldan 
'  "'-icy. 

Gentleweman. J - 


Vaotoi.  Thomas  (f-t619l,  .  

Sweet    SufEoik.  Owl 

Vaoz,  Tbouas.  Loin  (b.  ISIO),  was  son  of  Lum  niEnuiaB 
Vaux,  and  attended  Cardinal  Waaliey  !n  his  embassy 
10  the  Emperor  Chailei.V„  in.  I5Z7J.  .be  took  his  place  sa 
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member  of  Parliament,   is   a    Baron,    1530;    accompanied 
Henry  Vlll.  lo  Calais  and  Boulogne.   1532;    made  luiigbt 
of   Bath,    1533.      A   number   of  Lord   Vaux'a  poems   were 
pablisbed  in  Totlel's  Miacellany. 
Questions   and   Aniwets i2? 

VttE,  Edwabd,  Eau  of  Oxfokd  (1545?-1604>,  was  famous  for 
his  prodigality  of  living.  He  was  tbe  author  of  .some 
comedies  not  extant,  and  several  poem*  irbtch  appeared 
in   most  of  the  collections  of  tbe  lime. 

If  Women  Could  Be   Fair  and  Yei  Not   Food ISJ 

Fancy    and    Desire 188 

Waij.i>,  Edkuhd  (1606-1687}.  Bom  at  Colesbill,  Hertford- 
shire, and  educated  at  Eton  and  King's  College,  Cam- 
bridge. He  served  in  Parliament  under  James  I.  and 
II.  In  1643  was  detected  in  a  plot  to  re-establish  the 
authority  of  Charles  I.,  for  which  ne  was  imprisoned  and 
fined  £10,000:  bis  life  beine  saved  only  by  abject 
■nhmission  and  Ibe  betrayal  of  bis  friends,  and  exile 
from  boroe.  In  1653,  he  was  permitted  lo  return  lo 
England  and  became  a  great  favourite  with  CromBrcll. 
Bis  poems,  rated  at  a  time  much  above  their  worth,  are 
brief  and  occasional. 

On  a  Girdle M 

Go,  Lovely  Rose 203 

Old  Age   526 

WatsOK.  TBOIUS  (ISS7-IK>> ').  native  of  Loodon;  spent  some 
tiine  at  the  Ualve^ty  of  Oxford,  afterwards  BludylDg  law.  He 
published  a  number  of  Latia  poems  and  trautdaQons.  He  Is 
beat  hoown  by  tbe  'BKATOHIIAelA,  or  Pauionate  Century 

Passions     '. ; 300 

Resolved  to   Dust 274 

I  Saw  the  Object  of  H7  Pining  Thought 284 

WiESTia,  JoHM  (?-1630).  one  of  the  greatest  of  Enalish 
dramatists,  and  a  member  of  the  Merchant  Taylors' 
Company. 

Vanitaa  Vanilatum  534 

A    Land    Dirge ;,.-... 646 

The  Shrouding  of  the  Duchess  of  Ifalfi 647 

WEV£K.    ROIEET    (?-15S0). 

In   Youth   Is  Pleasute 134 

WisDouB,  RoBEBT  (d.  1S6S).     See  notes. 

A   Religious  Use  of  Taking  Tobacco 547 

WitHEK.  GEoacE  <1S8S-1667).  Bom  at  Brentwonh.  Hamp- 
ahire;  educated  at  Magdalene  College,  Oiford,  subse- 
quently entering  himself  first  at  one  of  the  Inns  of  Chan- 
cery, and  afterwards  at  Lincoln's  Inn.  In  1639,  served  as  ' 
Captain  of  Horse  in  the  arpedition  of  Charles  1.  against 
the-  Scotch  Covenanters;  in  1642,  sold  his  estsle  and 
801 
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niied  ■  troop  of  horie  for  Puliament,  in  vlutte  army 
be  wai  deviled  lo  the  rank  of  major;  was  made  pris- 
oner by  the  royaliBts  and  owtd  hia  releaw  lo  imerces- 
tion    o!    Sir    John    Dfnham.      Parliament    and    CromweU 

Reatoration/he  was  obliged  to  relinqu?sb."  He  'waa  a'^volu- 

exbumcd  by  modem   literary  antiquaries- 
Floe    Honim    117 

I   Loved   a   Lasi lit 

Tbe    Scamer    Scorned 2M 

Hence   Away,    You   Sirens 261 

The   Widow    W 

WoTTOM.  Sia  HEB«r  (1S68-1639),  belonged  to  an  ancient 
Kentiib  family.  After  Icavini  Oxford  he  travelled  for 
eight  or  nine  years  in  France,  Germany,  and  luly,  and 
on  bia  return  to  England  became ■ "■-  ■'--'   -* 


'-     "^'dSod 


i    fortune!   were   broken,    and  ,         .     

ke    on    a    secret    missian    to    James    VI.    of    ScoUand. 
n  James  became  King  of  En^dand  he  was  taken  into 


__ _    J  England 

favour  and  thrice  cent  as  ambassador  1<.    . 

to  some  of  the  German  States.  Wotton's  services  in  be- 
half  of  James's  daughter,  the  unforlunale  Queen  of 
Bohemia,  to  whom  he  was  affectionately  aiiaehed.  and 
whom  he  celebrated  in  the  best  of  his  poems,  has  became 
*  noble  episode  in  his  career.  Relurning  to  England 
from  his  embasaies,  he  was  made  Provost  of  Eton,  which 
IwBt  he  retained  till  his  deatb.  In  I6S1  a  small  collec- 
tion of  fourteen  poems  was  published  under  the  title  of 
ReliqoiK  Wottenianz.     laak  W^loo  wrote  his  biosraphy. 

On  a  Bank  as  I  Sal  A-Fishing a 

Eliiabeth   of    Bohemia IM 

The  Character  of  a  Happy  Life Sli 

Upon  the  Death  of  Sir  Albertus  Morton's  Wife 6« 

An  Elegy  of  a  Woman's  Heart «7<l 

Wtat,    SiK   Thomas    C1S03-I54Z>.      Bom   at  Allingion   Castle, 
Kenii    educated  at   St.  John's  College.     He  officiated   for 

in  1533,  and  subsequently  wis  in  temporary  disgrace  with' 
the  king  on  her  accoaoL  He  wn  nominated  for  High 
Sheriff  for  Kent.  1537,  and  in  the  same  year  sent  ai 
tninlsler  to  Spain.  Bonner  charged  him  with  treason- 
able correspondence  with  Cardinal  Pole  and  he  waa 
placed  under  arrest  in  1540-1.  bat  was  acquitted  and 
restored  lo  birii   favoar  with  Henry  VIII. 

My   Ladys   Hand 

Brunet   and    Phyllis.. 

The  Loser's  Appeal.. 

Vixl"^e]lii°N^^  'i, 


and  Phyllis _. , .' I! . !  1 ! ! ! ! ! ! ! .' .' ! ^ ! ! ! ! ! !   211 


A  Revocation  

Yea  or   Nay 

The   One  I   Would   Love.. 

Sat 
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iXlglamour'e    Laineat.. 


. Them    Who    Lay 

Unchaility  to  the  Sex  of 


23 

t '  Content,'  "etc. '.'.     519       ~  PfowS.  The :  .T.~ .  7  7.?^.     32B 


.,  _— e  She  Stayed.. 
sNaoght 


taught.. 


■"£' -, 

Book  of  the  World.  The..  S39 

Bower    of    Bliss,    The....  407 

Bracelet  (The);    To  Julia.  197 

Bridal  Song,  A 357 

Bridal     Song 3S6 

oianorn,    eic 03«       Bridal  Song,  The 3S7 

ADother    (epitaph) 657        Brishl     Soul    of    the     Sad 

Art     above     Iftture:       To                     Year. 562 

Jqlia     196       Bright   Star  of  Beauty K 

Aipatia's    Song 640        Bringing     in     the     Boar's 

A>   When  the   Time  Hath                     Head    593 

....     337       Brunei   and   Phyllis 212 

the               Burning  Babe,  The 603 


Holy  1 
Aubade 


Awakening,   The 127       Csninilel   309 

Away,    Delightsl 253        Cannon    PaMoral    in    Hon- 
our  of   H?r   Maiesty,   A  163 

Cards  and  KisKS -; 142 

Care-ehacmeT.  Sleep 590 

Care  for  ThyseU ■....  510 

Carol,  A  Christmas S94 

Caroli     (Chriitnus) ...:...  593 

Carpe    Kem 64 

Casaandia    


Beauty's    Epitome .'...     126        Change  and  Fate......... 

Beauty  Battins 319       Character  of  a  Happy  Life, 

Befgar'a  Holiiiy.  The....       42  The 
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Cherrjr-ript '  (HerVick) '.'.'.'.'. 

Cbcrry-ripe    (Cmmpion) 

Ckidiock    Tichbocne's     L*- 

Child'a  Gnct,'A'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'. 
Chlorii  in  the  Snow 


Silver  Sanded  S 


CoDBtant  Lover.  The 

Contrail.    A 

CofEona'i  Maying 

Coronenus  No>  Roais,  etc.. 

Corydon'i  Song 

Corydon'a   Supplication 

Country  Glee 

Country  Nifffatg. .......... 

Country'a  Eecreitions,  The 
Crabbed  Age  and  Yoath.. 

Crier,    The 

Cuefcoo     

Cupid's   Hiding-place 

Dunelus'  Song  of  Hla  Dia- 

phenia    

Dancing  of  the  Sea,  The.. 
Daphnafda  

Dawn    ...';"!  1 !"!  ii;  ^ !! ; 

Death,  Be  Not  Proud 

804 


Death'e  Emisaaries 

Death  the  Leveller 

Detigbt  in  Disorder 

Description  of  the  Spring.. 


Come  Buy,  Come  Buy 

Come  F^ow  Me,  Ye  Coun- 

Cotne    Hilber,     Yon    li^t 


Come!     Ye     I^eavy    State* 

,of  Night 

Comfort    

Comfort    to  »_  Youth   that 


Complaint  of  the  Ab> 
of  Her  Lover  B 
upon  the  Sea 

Complete  Lover,  The. . 


)3-60e       Did      Not 


^ue,  A  (old'MS-K 

iaiogae,  A  (Herbert).. 


Diadain  Me  SUU 

Dispruse      of      Love 

Lover)'    Follies 

Ditty,  A  (Spenser).... 


Doron's       Description       of 
Samela  

Doron'a  Jig : 

Double   Doubting,  A 

Doubt  of  Martyrdom,  A.. 
Doubt  Which  Ye  Misdeem, 


Dream,  ' 
Easter  Si 


Woman's 
■'  Death "  of 


Episile  to  the  Countess  of 

Cumberiand    SOJ 

EpiUph  (on  Countess  Dow- 
ager of  Pembroke) 664 

Epitaph  on  Bizabetb  L.  H.  665 
Epitaph    on    Husband    and 

Wife.    An £68 

Epitaph  OB-  Salathiel  Pavy, 

An 66S 

Epitaphs    6S6-669 

Epithalamiura    (Tonson)  . . ,  J74 

Epithalamhim     (Sidney) ...  3Si 

Epitbalaminm  (Spei»er)...  J58 
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Epilhalamion    Teratoi 


E  Shame,  Tha...     512 


Fair  and  Fair 

Fiirest.  When  by  the  Rules 

of    Palmistry 

Fair    Hebe 

Fair  la  My  Lotc 

Fair     Is     M«     Love,     for 

April's  in  Her  Face 

Fally  Life,  -Itx. '.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'. 

Failh   Everlaatins 

Faithless  Shepherdess,  The 
Falsehood    


It  Adventure,  The. . 


Happy  Countryman,  The.. 

sVii'  All  Yii'  Laddies! '.'.'.'. 
Hark,  Hark!    The  Lark.., 

Heart's   Hiding 

Helen's  Epithalamiura 

Hence  Away,  Yoa  Sirens. . 

Her    Autumn 

Here       Lie«      the      Blithe 
jjSprmg^ 

Hero's    Epliapb.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'. 

Hey,  Down  a  Down 

Hey  Nonny  No! 

His    Pilgrimage 

His  Prayer  to  Ben  Jonson 
Hia  Suppoaed  UisCres*.... 


Farewell  to  the  World,  A. 
Faj's  Marriage  (The) 


From  Daphnalda.. !!;:;:"     1 
Full  Love  Is  Hushed,  The 
Fnneral  Riles  of  the  Rose, 

Gather  Ye  Rolebuds  While 

^.Ye    Maj 

«ft.    The. 

Godll-yBas,  Ever  Young.. 
Good    Sigr 


GrssshI 


Graliaoa  Danei 


How  Like  a  Winter  Halh 
My  Absence  Been 

Hymn  (A)  to  the  Name, 
etc.,  of   Saint   Thereaa..     i 

Hymn    in    Praiae    of    Nep- 

Hyl^n'toDi^!;;:!;:!!!  . 

Hymn  to  God  the  Father, 

Hymn  "to  Pan' '(WJj '.'.'.'.'.'. 
Hymn  (o  Venn . 

All  ihVpcM'thMEiir 

>oets  Held 

Fear     Not     Henceforth 

Jeath     

I   Could   Shut  ihe  Gate 
\gainBt  My  Thooghta...     i 
Music  and  Sweet  l-oetry 

Agree   

If    the    Quick    Spirits    in 

Your   E^e....... 


..;    Moon.. 

rn  Never  Love  Thee  More 

I    Must    Net    Grieii'My 

Impatient  Maid,  The. . 
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itum  M.  S..  X.... 

lise  of  Two 

[n  Tears  Her  Triamph.. 

'  'ejer    V[t« 

Time  of  FlBguc 


[vocation  to  Steep 

I  Youth  l9  Pleasure 

Saw  My  Lady  Weep.... 
Saw    [he  Object    of  My 


It  Waa  a   Lover  and  His 


Jealouay     . . . 
oUy  dood  A 


Kddw,   Cella,    Since  Thon 
Art  So  Proud 


Let  Rhymes  No  More  Dii- 
Let  the  Bells  RtDg,'aAd'Let 


Lips  and  Eyes.. 


Look,  DelU,  How  We  Es- 


Love  Hatb  Eyes  by  Night. 

Love-Letter,  The 

Love  Me  ot  Not 


Love  Winged  My  i 
Lorer't  Appeal,  The 
Lover's  Dirge,  A.. 


■ssi 


J,  the;:.::: 

(The)   Curseib   the 
■—  -     Fi,«     He 


a  CoUege 

•    DeitT 

s    EmWemB.... 


_.   .  J  Witcherv, 
.oving  in  TrmK 


Luce's    Dirge.. 

Lullaby    

Laaly  May.. . . 


Madrigal  (AoonJ l»S 


I  (Ano 


Madrigat  (Auon.) 

Madrigal  (Anon.) 

Madrigal  (Drummond) . . 
Madrigal  (To  Cupid).. .. 
Madrigal.  A  (Alexander) 
Madrigal,  A   (Lodge)... 


il  War 


417       May-SoQg   . 


,   —onth  of  May.  The 

Message,  The  (Donne) 

Meassge,  The   (Herwood). 
Miracle,  A 
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Moniana  ihe  Shepherd,  eUu     , 

Monlamis'    Vow . 

Voon,  The  (Best) 

Moon.   The    (Sidney) 

Uost  Glorions  Lord  of  Life    i 

Mullidar'a    Madi«al 

Muses  Tbat  Sing ; 

Music   

Music  lo  Hear,  Why 
Hear'st  Thou  Music 
Sadly?    ' 

My  Fait  A-Field 

My  Heart 

My  Heart  Is  Ui|li  Above. 

My  Hope  a  Connul : 

My  Lady  Greensleeves.. ..     : 

My  Lady's  Hand 

My  Lady's  Presence  Makes 
the  Rases  Red : 

Hy  Mind  a  Kingdom : 

My  Spotless  Love  Hovers 
with  Purest  Wings '■ 

New  Jerusalem,  The i 

New  Year's  Gin,  The I 

NightJBEalc,  The 

Night-Piece      (The) :       To 

Juli.  ] 

Niaht  Is  Near  Gone,  The.. 

Noble  Balm.  The '■ 

No  Medicine  to  Mirlh ! 

No  Minute  Good  to  Love..     : 

Nosegay.    A 

N'Oserei    Vous,    Mon    Bel 

Not  Mine'0*n'FM^i"^^'    ' 

No  Trust  in  Time 

Now     the     Hungry     Lion 

NoiTwhit  'is  'iiviy. '.'.'.'.'. 
Now    Winter    Nigbti    En- 
large   

Nox    Nocti   Indieat   Sclen- 

Nymphidia    ' 

Nymph's  Passion.  A 

Nymph's  Reply,  Ther 

O  Come  Quickly i 

O  Cruel  love 

O     CradeU*    Amor    (Cam. 

o'cradelis  AmoV  (PeVle) '. '.     . 

O  Fly.  My  Soul 

Ode    

Ode,  An 


Ode    (Davison) . 

Ode  to   Himself ■ 

Of  His  Dear  Son,  (3er*a»e    i 

Of    Misery 

Old  Age , 

Olden   Loye-Making 

On   a   Bank  as    I    Sat    A- 

Fishin^    

On  a  Fair  Momiiw 

On  a  Girdle 

On      ■      Virtuous      Young 

SuddeDTy™...f.....!.     i 
One    Day    1    Wrote    Her 

One  I  WouldLove.'The!;     i 

On  Lucy,  Countess  of  Bed- 
ford     

On  Quicksedge.  Wrought 
with  Lovely   Eglantine..     ; 

On  Sardanapalus  Dishon- 
ourable Life ; 

On  Spenser's  "  Faene 
Queene"   . 

On  the  Death  of  Sir  Philip 

On  the  ExceilVn'ce'of'Hia 
Mistress  

On  the  Lady  Mary  Villiers    i 
Oo     the     (Jueen'i     Return 

from  the  Low  Countries 
On    the    Tombs    in    West- 

minster  Abbey i 

Ophelia's    Song i 

Orpheus  l' Am'.'Come'fr'oin 
the  Deeps  Below 

O  Sorrow,  Sorrow 

O  Sweet  Wooda ■ 

Our  Blessed  Lady's  LuK 
Uby    

Ousel-Cock,  So  Black  of 
Hue,    The 

Palinode.    A . 

Panslory's  Wooing  Song 

Pan^  Sentinel 

Pari  Jugo  Dnleis  Traetns.. 

Parting.    The : 

Part  of  an  Ode,  A i 

Passionate  Shepherd  to  His 

Love,  The 

Passion  of  My  Lord  Essex 

Passions    

Passions  of  Desire 

Pastoral     of     Phyllis     and 

Corydon,    A 
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PcdlaT**   Sons 

Fentlica'a  Dying  Sana i 

Perfect    Beaaly 

Perintt         ana         WiUie'i 

Roundelay     

PbilpmeU    

Philomela's    Ode    ibat    She 

Sung  in  Her  Arbour... 

Phnbe^a    Sonnet 

Pbccbua.   Farewell: 

Phcenix  aiid  tbe  Turtle 

Phyllid*  and  Corydon 

Phjlli. 

Pbyllii  and  Corydon 

Pilring   Peace 

Poor  Soul,  the   Centre  of 

My  Sinful  E«rth 

Praise  and  Prayer i 

Praise   of   Ceres 

Praise  of  Hii  Lady,  A.... 
Praiie  of  Hii  Lore,   A 

Primrose,   Ti^'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'. 

PromiKd    Weal 

Prolbalamion    

PoUey,    The ■ 

Onestions  and  Aniwen...     1 

iUdaeon  in  Diansm 

Kalph,  the  May-Lord 

Recall  of  Love,  Tbe 

Recantation,    A : 

Religioas    Ute    of    Takins 

Tobacco,    A 7r.     '. 

Renunciation.  A  (bia) : 

Resolved    to    Dust 

Restore  Thy  Tresses 

Revocation,   A ; 

Bisposta i 

Kf^in   Hood's  Dirge I 

Rondd  of  Love,  A 1 

Rosalind    

Rosalind's  MadrigJ 

Rose,  A..'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'-'..'.'.'. 

Rose,     Tbe 

Round,  A  (Beaumont) '. 

Round,  A  (Browne) 

R^el/^h'ou  WrVn'gen'Hy 
Dear  Heart's  Desire....     : 

Sad    Memorials •. 

Saint  John  Baptist I 

Satyi  and  Gorin,  The 

Satyr's   Leave-Taking,    The  ; 
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Ye  buds    of    Brutus'    land,  courageous  youth,   now   play   your 

part*   : ;....: ..GiSCTd  413 

Ye  bubbling  springs  that  gentle  music  makes Awn.  45 

Ye  hive  been  fresh  and  green Hirrick  17 

Ye  Highlands  and   ye   Lawlandsl Anon.  669 

Ye  learnM  Sisters,  which  have  oflentimei Spenser  3S8 

Ye  Utile  birds  that  sit  and  sing T.  Heywoad  48 

Yet  if  bis  Majesty  our  Sovereign  lord Anon.  631 

You  brave,  heroic  minds Drayton  430 

You  meaner  beauties  of  the  night Wolton  104 

You  MMjtted  snakes  with  double  tongue Shakespeare  444 

You  virgins  that  did  late  despair Shirley  213 

Your  beauty,  ripe  and  calm  and  fresh DavenanI  553 

Zephyrvs  brings  the  time  that  sweetly  uenteth Anon.  324 
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